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CHAPTER  L 
Liri. 

We  19  borne  Into  lil»— It  It  enoei    It  Is  ■tmnf*— 
We  Ue  still  on  the  knee  of  a  mild  mjsterj 
That  imilee  with  a  ehange  I— J5.  B.  Browning. 

QoD  breathed  into  her  the  breath  of  life,  and  she  became 
a  living  sonl.  A  breath  of  divine  life  incarnated,  a  new 
Bonl  sent  npon  this  planet  to  lire,  to  stmggle,  perhaps  to 
sin,  and  oh  I  bow  snrelj  to  suffer.  The  advent  of  another 
immortal  The  miracle  of  each  moment's  recurrence,  yet  an 
eternal  mjstery  still.  The  setting  in  motion  of  another  free 
power  that  shall  more  forerer.  The  beginning  of  a  life  that 
maj  hare  no  end.  It  is  but  this  instant  called  into  exist- 
ence—an existence  as  yet  unconscious,  for  it  is  without 
either  thoughts  or  affections,  yet  an  existence  which,  when 
countless  millions  of  ages  shall  have  rolled  away,  and  suns, 
with  all  their  systems,  shall  have  sunk  into  nothingness — 
must  ever  go  on  and  on  eternally. 

How  will  this  living  soul  live?  Will  she  be  wasted  by 
woridiiness,  smothered  in  sensuality,  or  maddened  by  ma* 

(2t) 
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lig^ant  passions?  In  other  words,  shall  the  ''world/' the 
"  flesh,'*  or  the  "  devO"  win  her  ? 

Or  triumphing  oTer  the  fatal  three,  will  she  preserve  her 
Divine  life,  and  become  the  inspirer  of  new  life  into  other 
sonls  dead  in  trespasses  and  sin  7    We  shall  see. 

God  breathed  into  her  the  breath  of  life,  and  she  became 
a  living  sonl  1  That  is  the  first  and  greatest  fact  of  every 
new  existence.  That  is  the  common  bond  of  human  bro- 
therhood.    In  that  are  the  prince  and  the  peasant  peers. 

In  every  life  upon  this  earth  there  is  a  birth,  a  death,  and 
a  resurrection,  of  which  neither  the  parish  register,  nor  the 
family  record  ever  speaks,  for  they  are  "  of  the  spirit^  spi- 
ritual." In  every  life  upon  this  earth  there  is  effort,  failure, 
and  success;  aspiration,  despondency,  and  victory;  hope, 
despair,  and  triumph — ^in  other  words,  life,  death,  and  resur- 
rection! 

One  life  of  which  I  write,  began  in  light,  went  down  into 
the  darkness  of  death ;  yes  I  and  was  hidden  a  "  night  of 
years"  in  the  grave,  ere  the  angel  of  the  resurrection  rolled 
the  stone  away  and  called  her  forth.  Despair  not,  Chris- 
tian pilgrim,  though  the  sky  be  utterly  overcast,  and  thou 
canst  see  ''  no  light  in  earth  or  heaven,"  no  sweet  hope,  no 
&ir  possibility  of  life.  Despair  not — ^thou  art  only  passing 
through  the  valley  of  shadows,  and  by  the  very  blackness  of 
the  shadow  on  thy  forward  path  judge  the  brightness  of  the 
light  beyond  that  casts  it  Thou  must  pass  through  the 
shadow  to  arrive  at  the  light  Be  good,  be  wise,  be  strong ; 
keep  truth,  though  hope  herself  should  fall,  and  thou  shalt 
ascend  into  life  and  light  So  it  was  with  our  Saviour ;  so  it 
is  with  the  lowliest  disciple  that  takes  up  the  cross  to  follow 
ffim ;  so  it  was  with  her  of  whom  I  write ;  so  it  has  been 
or  may  be  with  thee—"  for  one  event  happeneth  to  alL" 

"Gtonevieve.  Call  her  Genevieve."  The  language  waa 
English,  though  spoken  in  a  foreign  land  and  among  for* 
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tltendants.  "  Let  your  heroine  saint  be  my  infimt's 
gnardian  spirit  also.  Call  her  Genevieye."  These  were 
the  last  words  uttered  by  the  young  mother,  as  resigning 
bet  ehild  into  the  hands  of  her  nurse,  she  sank  back  upon 
ber  pillow.  "  (Genevieye."  The  name  so  softly  breathed 
forth  from  the  pallid  lips  of  the  fainting  mother  seemed 
hailed  with  acclamation  by  the  world. 

The  signal  gun  from  the  castle  tower  gare  forth  its  tre- 
mendous Foic^t  ^^^  ^^  answered  by  thunders  of  artillery 
from  the  fortress  that  frowaed  above  the  rirer.  The  Fleur- 
de-lis  ran  up  and  streamed  from  erery  public  building  in 
the  town,  and  erery  mainmast  among  the  shipping  in  the 
harbor.  And  a  million  of  voices  sent  to  heayen  the  joyous 
shout — "  Vive  la  princesse  I" 

For  in  the  same  hour  that  this  child  was  bom  in  the  hos- 
pital, a  princess  was  bom  in  the  palace.  The  high  and 
mighty  princes  and  prelates  of  the  kingdom  received  the 
one— a  meek  and  lowly  servant  of  the  poor,  an  humble  Sis- 
ter of  Charity,  embraced  the  other.  All  the  "  pride,  pomp, 
and  circumstance"  of  a  royal  welcome  hailed  the  one — a 
simple  "  Jesus  preserve  her"  blessed  the  other.  For  the 
one  was  exacted  the  homage  of  the  world,  for  the  other  was 
asked  only  its  sufferance. 

Yet  the  name  of  the  one  has  been  written  in  letters  of 
blood  upon  the  blackest  page  of  history,  and  the  name  of 
the  other  traced  in  characters  of  light  upon  the  book  of  life  I 
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I  TBI    UOUirTAIH    PATH. 

I 

j  The  wildest  wante  Imt  Uili  ean  show 

\  Bome  Umeh  of  iiahire'e  genial  glow ; 

But  here,  aboTe,  aroimd,  below» 

On  moontain  or  in  glen, 
Kor  tree,  nor  ahmb,  nor  plant,  nor  flowtf  , 
If  or  anght  of  regetatlTe  power, 

The  weary  eje  maj  ken.— ^Sdott. 

A  WINTKB  Dight,  a  mountain-pass,  a  snow-storm,  and 
wandering  child — ^that  is  the  picture  I  wish  you  to  loo 
upon — a  picture  evoked  by  imagination  from  the  deep  o 
memory,  and  Tiewed  through  the  clear  obscure  of  mac 
years. 

It  was  a  winter  whose  fierce  severity  of  cold  has  becom 
proverbial. 

The  time  was  the  night  of  the  third  of  January,  eightee 
hundred  and — •    The  calendar  would  inform  you  that  i 
I  was  the  eve  of  St.  Genevieve. 

The  scene  was  one  of  those  mountain  gorges  in  the  wild 
est  part  of  Western  Maryland. 

The  path,  never  safe  even  in  daylight  and  in  the  befl 
weather,  was  now  exceedingly  perilous.  The  ground  wa 
covered  with  snow  that  froze  as  it  fell.  The  sky  was  ''  blin< 
with  a  double  dark"  of  night  and  of  clouds. 

With  toiling  steps  and  weary  feet  the  child  reached  th 
highest  point  of  the  pass.  The  snow  had  nearly  ceased  U 
Mif  the  wind  had  lulled,  or  arose  only  in  fitfi^l  gusts. 

She  paused  to  take  breath  and  look  around  her — fo 
though  to  one  coming  out  of  the  light  into  such  a  scene 
uoihing  might  be  visible  but  the  blackness  of  darkness,  ye 
(30) 
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to  the  aecQBtomed  Tlsion  of  the  night-wandering  child,  cer- 
tiin  Imndmarki  were  dimly  apparent,  looming  like  blacker 
fhadowB,  denier  cloads  amid  the  general  gloom« 

Her  piercing  ejes  conld  see  the  heayj  vapor-laden  range 
of  monntaina  that  marked  the  opposite  horizon,  and  even 
distinguish  their  spectral  peaks  from  the  mnrkj  mists  that 
hnng  aronnd  them. 

Then  she  looked  down  below  her  feet  Between  the 
ridge  npon  which  she  stood  and  that  opposite  ridge  against 
the  horizon,  a  sea  of  impenetrable  shadows  seemed  to  roll. 
She  knew  it  was  a  wildemess  of  forests,  rocks,  and  streams 
—at  this  time  a  pathless  desert,  a  horrible  gehenna,  without 
sign  of  hnman  habitation,  with  no  sight  but  the'  black, 
Uaeker,  and  blackest  shadows  of  the  night,  cloads  and 
itorm,  and  no  sonnd  bnt  the  roaring  of  the  wind  among 
the  ravines  aronnd,  and  the  howling  of  some  hnnger-mad* 
deoed  animal  prowling  through  the  forest  below. 

Bnt  never  had  man  or  woman  a  stouter  heart  than  beat 
bravelj  in  the  bosom  of  that  child.  Her  fearlessness,  like 
her  safetj,  seemed  almost  supernatural ;  yet  the  one  was  the 
effeei  of  the  other,  and  both  were  the  result  of  her  organi- 
zation and  her  training. 

The  descent  was  much  more  difficult  and  dangeroas  than 
any  part  of  the  journey  had  been,  yet  the  child  did  not  fal- 
ter. Her  voice  was  elastic  and  firm  as  her  foot  was  sure 
and  springing,  as  she  said, 

"  I  can  see  no  light  yet ;  but  courage,  my  Fido ;  this  is 
the  north  ridge ;  we  must  be  near  Mount  Storm ;  go  on,  my 
Fido." 

The  great  tawny  bull-dog  that  crouched  at  her  feet  arose 
slowly,  stretched  his  heavy  limbs,  and  palling  one  ponder- 
ous foot  before  the  other,  marched  gravely  with  a  measured 
tread  down  the  mountain-path. 

Carefally  she  followed  him. 

The  downward  path  seemed  but  a  formless  precipice  of 
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oloiidfl  and  fipora,  pitching  headlong  into  an  abyss  of  ni 
known  horrors ;  jet  tmsting  in  the  snre  instinct  and  fin 
footing  of  her  gaide,  she  kept  closely  behind  him. 

And  Fido  led  her  safely  down  dizzy  steeps,  and  alon 
the  brink  of  slippery  ledges,  where  a  single  false  step  mm 
hare  precipitated  her  down  to  a  dreadfol  death. 

An  honr  of  carefnl  and  toilsome  descent  brought  her  t 
the  foot  of  the  mountain. 

And  then  on  the  right  hand,  some  quarter  of  a  mile  u 
the  valley,  and  immediately  under  the  shelter  of  the  san 
ridge  she  had  just  passed,  shone  a  light  as  from  some  larg 
bnilding. 

"  Joy,  Fido  I  there  is  our  resting  place  I"  said  the  child 

But  here  a  new  trouble  beset  her.  It  was  not  so  cold  c 
on  the  mountain-top — the  snow  was  not  frozen,  but  tb 
wind  that  had  lulled  for  a  time  now  rose  in  violence,  liftin 
the  snow  and  tossing  it  in  great  drifts ;  now  hurling  it  i 
masses  against  her  slight  form  with  a  force  that  nearly  proi 
trated  her ;  now  raising  it  in  clouds  aloft,  and  showering  : 
into  her  face  and  neck  and  eyes,  piercing,  stinging,  blinc 
ing,  like  the  points  of  millions  of  needles ;  and  now  rollin 
it  up  in  great  impassable  ridges  across  her  path.  And  ovc 
all  was  hung  a  pall  of  darkness  so  profound,  that  but  fc 
the  guidance  of  that  faithful  dog,  the  frightful  path  coul 
never  have  been  traversed,  nor  that  distant  light  reached. 

But  Fido  literally  plowed  with  his  own  body  a  fnrro' 
through  the  snow-drifts  for  the  child  to  walk  in. 

Their  way  now  lay  among  the  sparse  and  stunted  evei 
greens  that  grew  along  the  base  of  the  ridge,  and  forme 
the  outskirts  of  the  vaUey  forest 

Occasionally  around  the  projections  of  the  ridge  or  behia 
a  clump  of  intervening  trees,  the  light  would  disappear,  bi 
by  keeping  along  in  the  same  direction,  and  close  to  it 
base  of  the  mountain,  she  could  not  lose  sight  of  it  entirely 

And  hark  I  that  was  the  sound  of  a  clock  striking.  •   J 
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ftoB  tk^  direetion  of  the  building  toward  which  she 
toiling,  and  to  which  ahe  was  now  very  near. 

The  treea  grew  atill  more  sparselj.  And  now  and  then 
tkb  caoght  glimpses  of  a  collection  of  buildings,  from  the 
ontral  one  of « which  streamed  many  lights.  At  last  she 
left  the  last  trees  behind  her  and  emerged  into  an  open 
ipace,  and  saw  before  her  a  high  brick  wall,  sweeping 
aroond  and  enclosing  an  extensive  group  of  buildings. 
There  was  an  iron  gate  in  the  wall  before  her,  flanked  with 
a  small  Gtothio  chapel  on  the  right,  and  a  stone  lodge  on 
the  left.    But  both  were  quite  durk. 

"  The  lodge  is  closed  ;  the  porter  is  asleep,  or  else  has 
|oae  away     We  will  try  the  gate,  Fido  I" 


CHAPTER   m. 

THE     OONVINT. 

Trom  the  gtj  world  in  mrlj  jontli  they  fled, 
Aad  thea  to  mountalne,  wUde,  «ad  deeerts  led, 
Thej  ralaed  theee  cloister  walls ;  the  desert  smiled. 
And  Pumdiee  wm  opened  in  the  wild.— Pope. 

« 

Whelk  the  tempest  raged  without,  all  was  quiet  in  the 
eonreut  walls. 

In  the  central  building  that  formed  the  cloister  proper, 
each  nun  and  white-vailed  noTice  had  retired  to  her  sepa- 
rate cell. 

In  the  yooDg  ladies'  academy  that  occupied  the  right 
wing,  the  fair  pupils,  under  the  guardianship  of  the  aus- 
tere Mother  Martha,  were  reposing  in  their  dormitory. 

In  the  female  orphans'  home  that  filled  the  left  wing,  the 
chDdren  in  charge  of  the  gentle  Sister  Angela,  were  sleep* 
ing  on  their  little  beds. 


S4  TIVIA. 

In  the  inftmwy,  on  tbe  third  floor  of  the  central  boil 
ing,  Sister  Petronella,  in  her  black  robes  and  list  Blippei 
glided  abont  among  tbe  little  cots,  looking  too  much  111 
a  messenger  of  death,  bnt  being  really  the  herald  of  life 
man  J  a  sick  and  sniTering  child. 

On  the  first  floor  of  the  same  bnilding^n  what  mig 
well  be  called  the  heart  of  the  institation — ^namelj,  the  pi 
vate  apartment  of  the  Mother  Superior,  there  were  more  li 
and  light  and  warmth. 

It  was  a  large,  pleasant  front  room,  on  the  left  hand  8i< 
of  the  entrance  hall.  Its  three  tall  front  windows,  wh 
open  in  daylight,  commanded  a  fine  yiew  down  this  yallc 
at  the  eastern  extremity  of  which  the  conyent  was  sitnate 
Bnt  now  the  windows  were  closed  in  with  shatters  and  hi 
den  with  blinds.  The  floor  was  thickly  carpeted,  and  t 
walls  ornamented  with  sacred  pictares.  The  room  w 
heated  by  a  blazing  hickory  fire,  and  lighted  by  a  chand 
lier  of  bronze,  that  hang  from  the  centre  of  the  ceiling. 

Jast  nnder  the  light  of  this  chandelier,  stood  a  iar; 
ronnd  centre-table,  coyered  with  a  green  cloth ;  aroand 
sat  half  a  dozen  nans  occupied  with  fancy  needle-work;  ai 
before  each  one  stood  a  little  basket  filled  with  scraps  < 
eilk,  satin,  yelyet,  lace,  ribbon,  bngles,  beads,  spangles,  el 
—being  materials  for  the  manufacture  of  those  elegant  p 
eashions,  needle  books,  reticules,  and  other  rather  cost 
trifles  that  filled  the  glass-cases  of  their  show  room,  to  \ 
sold  for  the  benefit  of  the  orphan  asylnm. 

They  were  bosy  and  happy  oyer  their  work,  comparii 
and  combining  materials,  laughing,  talking,  and  jesting, 
any  other  set  of  girls  or  women  might  do.    And  the  d 
cere  laughter  of  the  younger,  was  not  nnfrequently  pr 
yoked  by  the  quaint  joke  or  repartee  from  the  elders. 

Apart  from  the  group  aroand  the  table,  and  near  the  k 
hand  comer  of  the  fire*place,  sat  an  aged  nun  employed 
making  a  flannel  garment  for  a  dck  girL 
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And  opposite  tilie  old  nno,  on  the  right  of  tlie  fire-place, 
nt  the  Abbess.  She  was  the  reader  for  the  eveiiing  to  the  lit- 
tle companjp  and  she  bad  just  finished  reading  the  wild  and 
Toodroos  legend  of  St.  QenevieTe,  whose  festiyal  was  kept 
tDnaally  upon  this  day.  And  now  her  voice  had  ceased ; 
tbe  book  laj  npon  her  lap  with  her  thamb  still  between  the 
kares,  where  she  had  left  off;  and  nnmindfal  of  the  merry 
talk  and  langhter  that  was  springing  np  among  the  jonng 
BUDS  around  the  table — she  paased — ^perhaps  in  abstract 
thoaght— perhaps  in  listening  to  the  beating  of  the  storm 
withont 

"  Every  face  is  a  history  or  a  prophecy" — 7ier$  was  both. 
Ton  conld  not  have  looked  npon  that  woman  as  she  sat 
there,  without  painfully  wondedng  what  wayward  destiny 
had  brought  her  thither.  She  was  apparently  about  twenty- 
eight  years  of  age — of  a  tall,  finely  proportioned  and  com- 
manding form,  around  which  fell  her  black  drapery  with  the 
classic  elegance  of  some  Greek  statue,  and  whose  every 
attitude  when  in  repose,  and  every  gesture  when  in  motion, 
was  full  of  inexpressible  dignity  and  grace. 

She  wore  the  severe  habit  of  her  order — the  ample  black 
gown  with  the  flowing  sleeves,  girdled  around  the  waist ; 
the  white  linen  barbette,  fitting  close  as  a  frame  around  the 
face  and  under  the  chin,  and  brought  down  and  pinned 
square  over  the  bosom ;  the  broad  black  band  across  the 
upper  part  of  the  forehead ;  and  the  long  black  vail  laid 
over  all,  and  hanging  down  upon  the  shoulders — thus  con- 
cealing every  tress  of  hair,  and  every  inch  of  throat,  and 
every  glimpse  of  personal  beauty,  except  the  closely  cut  off 
f-^e  and  hands;  and  for  sole  ornament,  the  silver  cross 
upon  the  breast,  and  the  black  rosary  hanging  from  the  girdle. 
But  that  face  I  you  could  not  have  looked  upon  it  once, 
and  ever  after  in  all  the  vicissitudes  of  life  have  lost  its 
haunting  memory — ^that  face,  with  the  pure  oval  outline  and 
the  pale  olive  complexion — with  the  deep  moumfulness  that 
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Tailed  tlie  dark  impassioaed  ejes,  aad  the  mate  eloqneiM 
that  closed  the  foil  carved  lips,  whose  lightest  tone  whc 
opea  thrilled  joa  with  its  rich,  deep  melody — for  her  voic 
was  the  lascioas  doable  contralto  of  a  bosom  vibrating  wi' 
its  own  follness  of  life,  music,  and  emotion. 

How  came  she  there  7  A  creature  endowed  with  sachr 
glorioas  wealth  of  beaatj,  intellect,  and  feeling  7  A  beio 
formed  to  inspire  and  respond  to  the  purest,  highest,  an 
most  fervent  affection  7  A  woman  created  to  bless  hon 
and  adorn  society 7  How  had  she  missed  her  destiny;  ho* 
had  she  fallen  into  this  death — in  life  7  For  her  life  seeme 
hidden  in  the  grave.  She  appeared  only  in  the  offices  o 
her  religion,  and  she  lived  only  with  the  old  saints,  martyi 
and  heroes  of  the  past.  Ah  I  beantifhl  and  gifted,  why  wi 
she  lost  to  the  world  7 

None  of  the  nans,  her  companions,  suggested  by  thei 
appearance  such  questions — for  they  were  all  more  or  lei 
rather  below  mediocrity.  Three  were  old  women,  sicldj 
fisded,  feeble  and  dull.  You  felt  that  now  at  least  the  quic 
monotony  of  a  life  firee  from  gnawing  care  or  wearing  toi 
was  the  happiest  lot  for  them.  The  remaining  two  wei 
young,  but  untroubled  by  any  serious  amount  of  thought  o 
feeling.  In  looking  apon  them,  you  perceived  that  the 
had  made  no  very  great  sacrifice  of  heart  or  brain  in  n 
tiring  firom  the  world,  that  happily  also  had  suffered  n 
very  severe  bereavement  in  being  left  by  them. 

One  of  the  two — the  pretty  little  French  girl.  Sister  Mai 
garite,  was  a  natural  milliner,  and  the  bonnet  business  i 
losing  her,  probably  lost  an  invaluable  votary — that  is  ali 
Her  whole  soul  was  now  absorbed  in  the  construction  of 
blue  velvet  reticule— full  large  enough  to  hold  it. 

The  other,  Sister  Lucy,  was  an  incorrigible  giglet,  whoi 
you  might  be  sore  would  be  merry  if  not  wise  in  any  place 

The  dark-eyed  Abbess  spoke  at  last 
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''Sfalen,  I  thought  Iheird  the  oatergtte  open-^wai 
fcior' 

"Yes,  dear  mother,  and  I  think  it  was  the  wind  blew  it 
opei.    St  Marj,  it  is  an  awful  night  I"  said  Lncj. 

*'  I  notice  that  when  the  wind  blows  harder  than  nsnalp 
Brother  Peter  always  leaves  that  gate  unfastened.  I  wonder 
if  he  does  it  to  keep  us  awake  all  night  with  its  banging 
aad  clapping,  for  I  do  believe  he  does  it  on  purpose,"  said 
MsrgBrite. 

"He  does  it  on  purpose,  though  not  to  keep  jou  awake, 

Ifsigarite.    Brother  Peter  has  mj  order  to  leave  the  gate 

uisstoied  these  stormy  nights,  for  the  sake  of  any  poor 

tiavelers  who  might  need  shelter.     Brother  Peter  sleeps 

KNmdly,  and  they  could  never  make  him  hear  by  knocking 

at  the  gate — neither  would  they  make  us  hear  at  this  house, 

for  we  are  too  far  offl     Bo  the  gate  is  left  unfeistened  that 

any  benighted  wanderer,  passing  this  way,  may  enter  and 

find  shelter." 

**  St.  Peter  I  I  hope  no  traveler  is  abroad  to-night  I 
But  now  I  think  of  it,  I  should  not  wonder  if  there  tvas — 
for  I  do  believe  that  gate  was  opened  by  Sister  Angela, 
who  has  gone  out  to  nurse  or  comfort  some  sick  body  or 
fiinfal  soul.  No  season,  hour,  or  weather,  ever  stops  her. 
I  do  wish,  mother,  yon  would  forbid  her  to  go  out  at  night 
or  in  bad  weather — for  she  will  certainly  catch  her  death 
of  cold,"  said  Lucy. 

"  I  doubt  if  any  cold  we  have,  can  chill  a  body  warmed 
by  such  a  fervent  soul  as  Angela's.  Besides,  I  have  no 
richt  10  hinder  her." 

**  Hark !  that  was  the  door-bcU  that  rang  I"  exclaimed 
Lucv. 

"  Who  can  it  be  at  this  time  of  night  ?"  questioned  Mar- 
garite. 

"  Oh  I  it  is  some  poor,  dying  sinner,  that  needs  tae 
jiravers  of  the  church  for  a  parting  soul." 
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''  Some  Btorm-driTen  trareler,  rather,  who  is  tired  ai 
wet  and  hongry,  and  needs  rest,  sapper,  fire,  and  a  nighl 
lodging.'' 

"  The  portress  mnst  hare  left  her  office  some  honrs  sine 
Go,  Sister  Josepha,  and  see  who  is  there,''  said  tl 
Abbess. 

The  nan  addressed  left  the  room,  followed  bj  the  eyes  < 
that  little  company ;  for  few  were  the  events  which  Tari< 
the  monotony  of  the  lonely  isolated  conrent  life,  so  th 
even  the  ringing  of  the  door-bell,  late  on  a  stormy  wintei 
night,  had  in  it  something  of  weird  interest 

They  listened  eagerly.     First  came  the  slight  noise  < 

opening  the  door,  followed  by  the  rash  of  wind,  then  tl 

dlfficnlty  of  closing  it,  after  which  a  short  conversation  ai 

approaching  footsteps,  cnt  short  and  outstripped  by  a  msl 

ing,  impetuous  sound  that  heralded  the  noisy  entrance  of 

huge  bull-dog,  who  burst  into  the  parlor  and  stood  shakii 

himself  until  he  raised  a  little  snow-storm  around  him.     H 

formidable  size,  heavy  limbs,  and  thick  covering  of  sno^ 

made  him  resemble  some  great  white  polar  bear ;  while  h 

short,  thick  head,  strong  jaws  and  sharp  fangs,  looked  i 

savage  and  ferocious,  that  the  frightened  nuns,  with  a  simn 

taneous  scream,  sprang  from  every  direction,  and  huddle 

around  their  Abbess ;  but  only  for  a  moment,  for  the  dc 

was  instantly  followed  by  the  child,  who  went  directly  u 

and  laid  her  hand  upon  his  head  and  stilled  him,  and  all 

by  Sister  Josepha,  who  approached  the  Abbess,  and  said, 

"  It  is  a  littie  girl,  madame,  who  was  on  her  way  to  Mom 
Storm." 

'*  Why,  it  is  little  Red  Biding  Hood  I  It  is  littie  lU 
Hiding  Hood  herself  I"  laughed  Sister  Lucy. 

"  It  is  littie  Red  Riding  Hood  and  the  Wolf  I"  echoc 
Margarite. 

And  "  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  I  Littie  Red  Ridin 
Hood  1"  exclaimed  all  the  sisters,  flocking  around. 
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''A  Utile  Fna  and  her  Lion,  rather,"  said  the  Abbess, 
vniling  sweetly  on  the  child. 

She  was  indeed  a  bright  creature,  as  she  stood  there  in 
the  light  of  the  glowing  fire ;  her  fine  little  form  clad  in  a 
fhort  cloak  of  scarlet  cloth,  embossed  with  frozen  snow  and 
icicles  that  shimmered  and  sparkled  like  some  costly  em- 
broiderj  of  Oriental  pearls  and  diamonds.  The  ronnd  hood 
of  the  cloak  bad  fallen  partly  back,  displaying  a  face  bright 
with  the  beauty  of  childhood,  health,  and  joy ;  lighted  np 
by  a  pair  of  brilliant  hazel  eyes ;  flashed  with  a  carnation 
bloom  on  cheek  and  lip,  and  shaded  by  crispy,  curling, 
bright,  brown  ringlets,  sparkling  with  gems  of  frost  that  a 
fiury  princess  might  have  envied. 

*'  Oh,  see  I"  said  the  child,  when  she  found  herself  the 
centre  of  observation,  **  how  the  icicles  are  melting  from  my 
cloak  I  And  Fido,  too  I  see  how  he  has  scattered  the  snow 
all  OTcr  the  carpet  I     Let  us  go  oat  into  the  hall  I" 

•*  By  no  means,  my  dear  child,"  said  the  Abbess,  looking 
tenderly  at  her,  "  come  nearer  the  fire.  Lucy,  take  off  her 
wet  cloak  and  shoes.  Margarite,  bring  a  suit  of  dry  clothes 
from  the  children's  wardrobe.  Sister  Josepha,  go  and 
bring  some  bread  and  wine,  and  spice,  from  the  refectory,  to 
make  her  a  warm  bcTerage.  Sit  down,  my  child,  and  let 
Sister  Lncy  remove  your  wet  shoes." 

**  But  Mount  Storm — I  thought  this  was  Mount  Storm 
when  I  came  into  the  gate.  And,  oh  I  I  am  very  anxious 
to  get  to  it  to-night.  Is  it  far  off?  Can  I  get  there?" 
asked  the  child,  eamestlv. 

"  No,  my  dear,  you  cannot  possibly  reach  there  to-nip^ht 
You  left  Mount  Storm  a  mile  down  the  valley  to  the  left, 
when  you  took  the  right-hand  road  that  led  you  here." 

"  IIow  could  I  have  taken  the  right  road  instead  of  the 
left !  But  oh !  I  must — I  must  go  to  Mount  Storm,"  said 
the  child,  rising  with  every  sign  of  great  anxiety. 

**  Be  content ;  sit  down ;  you  cannot  get  there  to-night. 
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Ton  could  not  possibly  hare  done  so,  eren  liad  yon  taken 
the  other  road,  although  you  might  hare  lost  your  life  in 
the  attempt,  poor  child.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Mad  River  f 
It  is  a  raging  cataract  that  dashes  down  the  rocks  on  the 
left  side  of  the  mansion-house,  and  rashes  with  great  velo- 
city around  the  base  of  the  mountain  encircling  the  front  of 
Hoant  Storm,  forming  a  complete  moat,  cutting  the  place 
off  from  the  rest  of  the  valley.  The  river  is  fordable  in  good 
weather,  but  in  a  storm  like  this  it  is  quite  impassable. 
The  stream  is  so  rapid  also,  that  it  seldom  freezes  except 
along  its  edges ;  and  covered  over  as  it  is  now  with  ita 
treacherous  vail  of  snow,  you  might  have  gone  upon  it  nna- 
wares,  and  perished.  Thank  Providence,  my  child,  that 
yon  were  led  away  from  the  left  road  and  into  the  right. 
For  the  rest,  be  content  to  stay  with  us  to-night,  and  early 
to-morrow  as  the  stream  can  be  passed,  we  will  send  you  to 
Mount  Storm." 

The  little  girl  resumed  her  seat,  and  blithely  gave  herself 
up  to  the  hands  of  M&rgarite  and  Lucy,  who  had  returned 
with  warm  clothes,  in  which  they  were  now  dressing  her, 
while  Sister  Josepha  warmed  some  weak  wine  and  water, 
and  poured  it  over  a  piece  of  toast  in  a  glass,  and  using  a 
chair  for  a  stand,  sat  upon  it  some  bread  and  cheese  and  a 
saucer  of  marmalade. 

All  this  time  the  sisters  were  feeling  the  utmost  surprise 
and  curiosity,  and  would  gladly  have  overwhelmed  the  child 
with  questions  as  to  who  she  was,  where  she  came  from, 
and  above  all  things,  why  she  was  abroad  on  such  a  bitter 
night — ^while  as  yet  the  Abbess  had  not  even  asked  her 
name  or  troubled  her  with  the  least  question.  She  had 
only  calmed  her  anxiety  and  ministered  to  her  wants.  But 
now,  when  she  was  warmed  and  fed,  and  sat  in  an  easy  chair, 
with  her  feet  toward  the  fire,  the  Abbess  inquired  gently, 

''  l^at  ifl  yonr  name,  my  little  giri  ?" 

"Vivia!" 
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'es — I  know  it  is  an  odd  name,  bat  I  will  tell  joa  how 
.  it.  Mj  first  name  of  GeneTieve  was  too  long  for 
daj,  80  some  that  loved  me  called  me  '  Gennj,' though 
»  called  me  Vivia,  which  they  thought  was  the  pretti- 
at  of  the  name  and  suited  me  better.  Poor  Fido ! 
a  sin  to  forget  jou  I"  said  the  child,  breaking  sudden- 
from  her  discourse,  and  looking  pitifully  upon  her  dog, 
lad  stretched  his  great  length  along  the  rug,  and  now, 
his  head  extended  flat  upon  his  fore-paws,  and  hii 
honest  eyes  fixed  upon  his  little  mistress,  lay  contem* 
ig  her  comfortable  circumstances  with  the  utmost  satia- 
n.  "  Poor,  gbod  Fido,  how  patient  and  generous 
re.  May  I  give  him  this  bread  and  cheese,  madame  f 
ill  take  it  from  my  hand  and  not  drop  a  crumb  on  the 

Jread  and  cheese  is  not  exactly  the  food  for  the  dog, 
ear  ;  he  shall  be  fed  and  housed,  though.  Margarite, 
on  attend  to  it  V^ 

e  young  nun  took  the  plate  of  fragments,  and  using  it 
decoy,  called  the  dog,  but  not  until  Genevieve  had 

}o,  Fido,"  did  he  get  up  and  follow  her  out.  The 
looked  kindly  after  him.  "  He  is  such  a  good  dog — 
lon't  know  what  a  good  dog  he  is.     He  brought  me  so 

through  the  dreadful  storm." 
ind  where  did  you  come  from  to-day  ?" 
•"rom  the  little  villajre  of  Eyrie." 
Ton  doD*t  live  there  ?" 

)h  no,  I  only  got  there  to-day.     I  have  lived  most  of 
fe — that  is,  the  first  part  of  my  life,  at  the  Convent  of 
e  Dame  des  Bclles-GCuvres." 
Jelles-G-^uvres !" 

e  word  sprang  spasmodically  from  the  white  lips  of  the 
jss,  from  whose  suddenly  sharpened  features  every  vee- 
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tige  of  color  had  fled,  as  she  quickly  crossed  the  room,  took 
the  hand  of  the  astonished  child,  and  gazed  into  her  &ce— 
her  bosom  was  oppressed  to  suffocation,  her  voice  choked, 
her  vision  obscured,  her  very  reason  reeling — but  she  felt 
the  eyes  of  all  her  nuns  upon  her.  and  with  a  superhuman 
effort,  recollecting  herself,  she  calmly  said : — 

"  It  is  past  our  usual  hour  for  retiring,  sisters.  Disperse 
to  your  cells.  This  child — I  will  myself  take  charge  of  her 
to-night  Qo,  sisters — remember  me  and — our  little  guest 
in  your  prayers  to-night.  Benedicite,  Come,  Genevieve, 
I  will  show  you  your  sleeping  place." 

And  taking  the  hand  of  the  child,  she  led  her  from  the 
room  through  the  door  that  opened  into  the  hall.  At  the 
extremity  of  this  hall  was  a  staircase  leading  to  a  landing, 
from  which  diverged  two  corridors — one  to  the  right,  the 
other  to  the  left — but  both  alike  in  construction,  having  on 
one  side  a  long  row  of  windows  looking  out  upon  the  hills, 
and  on  the  other  side  a  long  row  of  doors  opening  into  the 
cells. 

The  Abbess  conducted  her  charge  up  the  right  hand  cor- . 
ridor,  at  the  farther  extremity  of  which  was  a  comfortable 
chamber,  with  a  fire  in  the  fire-place,  a  carpet  on  the  floor, 
a  white  curtained  bedstead  in  the  corner  beside  a  large  win- 
dow, whose  white  drapery,  divided  in  the  centre,  fell  grace- 
fully around  a  little  altar  and  crucifix  that  stood  before  it. 
A  picture  of  the  Virgin  and  Child  hung  over  the  mantel- 
piece.    And  two  low  chairs  stood  near  the  fire. 

"  Sit  down  in  this  chair,  Genevieve,  you  must  be  very 
tired,  poor  child,  and  I  will  not  keep  you  up — but  here  are 
some  night-clothes,  and — while  you  put  them  on — answer 
me  the  questions  I  shall  ask  you.  You  told  me  your  Christ- 
ian name — what  was  your  family  name  ?" 

"  Laglorieuse,  madame." 

"  Laglorieuse  i" 

Again  the  Abbess  had  nearly  lost  her  self-possesaion. 
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**  And  that  place  joo  named  f " 
"  BcUes-CEurres,  lady." 

**  How  came  yoa  here,  then  7  And  who  sent.yoa  here 
to  me  this  night— thiB  night  of  all  nights  1" 

**  Dear  ladj,  I  was  not  sent  to  joo ;  I  was  sent  to  Monnt 
Storm,  bat  did  not  reach  it»  yon  know." 

''Tme — tme — ^how  the  wind  raves  I  it  was  madness  to 
send  a  child  ont  in  snch  a  tempest" 

"  There  was  no  sign  of  a  tempest  when  I  came  from  Eyrie 
to-day.  ** 

''liittle  girl,  tell  me  something  abont  yourself;  where 
liare  70a  lived  besides  at  Belles-CEavres  7" 

'^  BeUes-CEnTres  was  the  first  place  that  I  ever  remember. 
I  was  rery  happy  there.    The  nuns  loved  me  dearly,  and 
tanght  me  well.     I  lived  there  till  I  was  seven  years  old. 
Then  Abbe  Francois — ^" 
"  Abbe  Francois  7" 

"  Yes,  madame  I  he  was  the  cure  of  the  village  chorch, 
and  the  Confessor  of  the  Convent  at  Belles- (Eavres — he 
was  ordered  to  Ireland,  and  when  he  went  he  took  me  with 
bim,  and  pnt  me  to  school  at  the  Convent  of  the  Yisitation 
in  Fermanagh." 

"  And  how  long  did  yoa  stay  there  7" 
•*  Nearly  three  years." 
*' And  why  did  you  leave  it  ?" 

"Because,  one  day  lasU autumn,  while  the  flowers  were 
•till  in  bloom,  Father  Francis  got  a  letter.  It  was  so  old, 
and  had  followed  him  about  to  so  many  places,  and  was  so 
covered  over  with  post-marks,  that  he  could  not  tell  where 
it  was  from  till  he  opened  it.  Then  he  saw  that  it  came 
from  a  gentleman  in  this  country,  who  was  very  anxious  to 
know  if  a  little  girl  was  dead  or  alive,  and  where  she  was, 
eb  he  was  growing  old  and  ill,  and  wanted  to  see  her  before 
he  died.  Father  Francis  said  that  1  was  the  little  girl  he 
wanted." 
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**  If  joa  have  sot  been  forbidden  to  do  so,  tell  the  name 
of  the  old  gentleman  who  wanted  yon.'' 

"  Oh,  no,  I  have  not  been  forbidden — whj  should  I  be  ? 
His  name  was  Colonel  Malmaison,  of  Mount  Storm.'' 

"Oolonel — Malmaison?    Bnt  go  on.    After  the  letter 
came — what  then  ?" 

"  Father  Francis  answered  it  directlj,  saying  that  I  was 
the  little  girl  inqnired  abont.  And  then  he  got  leave  firom^ 
the  bishop,  and  set  out  with  me  for  this  conntrj.  We  were 
two  months  on  the  water  1  Oh  I  it  was  ?ery  grand  t  A 
week  ago  we  got  to  Baltimore.  And  we  traveled  day  and 
night  till  last  night,  when  we  reached  Eyrie,  and  there  Fa- 
ther Francis  was  taken  so  ill  that  he  conld  go  no  farther." 

"  Fa(her  Francis  I   At  Eyrie  I ,  And  ill  I    Oh  I  Heaven  I" 
broke  in  a  low  voice  from  the  Abbess.   "  Qo  on,  my  child." 

"  The  inn  where  we  stopped  was  kept  by  a  widow.  Fa- 
ther Francis  was  not  able  to  rise  this  morning ;  bnt  he  in- 
quired how  far  Mount  Storm  was,  and  she  told  him  three 
miles.  Then  he  asked  if  the  family  there  were  all  well,  and 
she  told  him  that  Colonel  Malmaison  was  lying  at  the  point' 
of  death.  Then  Father  Francis  grew  very  anxious,  and 
got  out  of  bed,  and  said  that  he  must  go  to  Mount  Storm ; 
but  when  he  found  he  conld  scarcely  stand,  he  had  to  give 
it  up.  Then  he  asked  if  there  was  a  conveyance  to  be  had, 
but  the  landlady  told  him  no.  Then  he  inquired  for  a  mes- 
senger, but  there  was  no  messenger  to  be  had,  except  the 
landlady's  son,  who  would  not  be  home  from  school  until 
evening.  When  I  saw  he  waif  so  anxious,  I  said  that  if 
any  one  would  show  me  the  road,  I  could  take  Fido  with 
me,  and  not  be  afraid  to  go.  And  Father  Francis  thought 
that  would  be  the  best  way.  And  he  said'  it  was  my  patron 
saint's  day,  and  very  fine  weather,  and  no  doubt  the  roads 
were  good,  and  that  with  Fido  along  with  me  I  icould  come 
to  no  harm.  So  he  wrote  a  letter  while  I  got  ready,  and 
he  gave  it  to  me  to  give  to  Colonel  Malmaison.     Then  he 
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giTB  me  bis  blessing,  and  told  me  to  start.  And  I  called 
Fido  and  set  off.'' 

"  It  WIS  a  long  and  rough  walk  for  a  little  girl.'* 

"  It  wu  a  grand  walk  I  and  I  enjoyed  it  very  much,  until 
tl»  eloods  came  up,  and  night  came  on,  and  the  sky  dark- 
ened, and  the  storm  arose." 

"  Poor  child  I" 

"  But  I  got  along  Tery  well,  for  Fido  walked  before  me, 
aad  I  think  he  could  see  in  the  dark,  he  stepped  so  sure. 
Still  I  was  Tery  heedless  to  hare  missed  Mount  Storm." 

"  And  very  happy  to  have  done  so,  my  child.  You  could 
not  possibly  have  crossed  Mad  River,  and  you  might  have 
perished  in  the  attempt.  Your  guardian  angel  brought 
you  aright." 

"  Indeed,  I  think  it  was  Fido,  and  I  like  him  to  haVe  the 

credit  of  it" 

"Well,  my  dear,  don't  you  think  that  good  spirits  may 
goide  faithful  animals  sometimes  ?  Now  say  yoor  prayers, 
my  child,  and  go  to  bed;  rest  well,  and  to-morrow  one  of 
the  sisters  shall  convey  you  to  Mount  Storm." 

The  child  kneeled  before  the  altar  to  offer  up  her  evening 
prajers.  And  soon  after,  the  Abbess  had  the  comfort  of 
•ceing  her  in  bed,  and  in  a  deep,  sweet  sleep. 

Comfort?  She  stood  by  the  bedside,  gazing  as  one  in 
a  trance  upon  the  beautiful  young  sleeper,  as  she  lay  there  with 
one  dimpled  arm  doubled  up  under  the  flushed  cheek,  upon 
which  the  long  dark  eyelashes  lay  delicately  penciled,  while 
the  bright,  chestnut  ringlets  clustered  thickly  around  the 
broad,  fair  forehead.     Long  the  lady  gazed,  murmuring, 

**  The  very  brow  I  the  very  brow  !  Oh  I  if  ever  the  Divine 
set  His  seal  upon  a  human  forehead,  lie  has  set  it  on  that 
angel  brow  i  *  Laglorieuse  I*  Well  named  I  All  night  shall 
I  gaze  upon  that  sweet  face  I  May  your  sleep  be  deep,  lit- 
tle one,  that  when  I  draw  you  to  my  throbbing  heart,  you 
may  not  feel  its  beatings  !  And  so  he  is  at  Eyrie  I  at  Eyrie  1 
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80  near,  yet  so  far  I  within  mj  reach  yet  forever  beyond  it  I 
8aid  I  that  I  was  happy  ?  Oh  1  fool !  Oh  1  misery — mis- 
ery beyond  compntationl" 

Almost  frenzied  was  her  look,  with  her  cormgated  brow, 
and  wild  and  gleaming  eye,  as  in  a  distracted  manner  she 
reft  the  vail  from  her  brow,  the  robe  from  her  shonldera^ 
and  threw  herself  with  a  gesture  of  despair  upon  her  knees 
—not  before  the  crucifix  upon  the  altar,  but  beside  the 
couch  of  the  sleeping  child ;  and  not  to  pray,  but  to  sob, 
to  groan,  and  to  weep.  Long  and  bitterly  she  wept,  soch 
hopeless  tears — ^falling  like  a  hot  rain — as  exhaust  without 
relieving  the  sufferer.  With  cold  and  trembling  hands  she 
pushed  back  those  heavy  masses  of  dark  hair  from  her 
burning  forehead ;  and  as  the  ribbon  that  confined  them 
slipped  off,  those  rich  tresses  fell  and  rolled,  wave  after 
wave,  in  purplish  lustre,  down  upon  a  neck  and  bosom, 
white,  polished,  and  beautifully  moulded  as  the  bust  of  the 
Medicean  statue. 

The  storm  of  grief  raved  itself  into  quietness  at  length. 

Kising,  she  gathered  up  her  fugitive  locks,  wound  them 
around  her  head,  and  throwing  herself  upon  the  bed,  and 
supporting  her  throbbing  brow  upon  her  hand,  she  remained 
gazing  upon  the  features  of  the  sleeping  child — drinking  ia 
as  it  were  to  her  thirsty  heart,  an  eternal  memory  of  the 
face  that  had  come  to  bless  her  vision  for  a  night,  to  le«ve 
it  forever  in  the  morning. 
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How  ihoek?«g  mast  th  j  tmnmoDs  be,  0  death  I 
To  him  thai  m  at  eaae  in  hit  pooeeuiona. 
Who  counting  on  long  yean  of  pleasnre  hero. 
Is  qvito  naftimiahed  for  the  world  to  come  1— flair. 

Ail  was  qaiet  in  the  sick  room. 

StroDj^  oaken  shotters  without,  thick  canvas  blinds  within, 
tod  beayj  crimsSn  moreen  curtains  warmlj  lined,  and  let 
down  from  ceiling  to  floor,  kept  out  all  sound  of  the  storm. 
A  thick,  soft  Turkey  carpet,  stole  all  noises  from  the  feet 
of  her  who  glided  through  the  chamber.  The  ormolu  clock 
on  the  mantle-piece  had  been  stopped,  lest  the  noise  of  its 
ticking,  sounding  preternaturallj  loud  in  the  stillness  of  the 
room,  should  fret  the  ear  of  the  sleeper. 

The  taper  of  chased  gold  that  stood  upon  the  ebonj 
8ttud  between  the  two  windows,  was  shaded  with  a  green 
globe.  Before  the  glowing  fire  in  the  grate,  stood  a  Chi- 
nese screen  of  green  silk  that  tempered  the  light  and  heat. 

Heavy  crimson  moreen  curtains,  warmly  lined  like  those 
*t  the  windows,  hung  from  tester  to  rollers,  around  the  tall 
foor-postcd  bedstead,  upon  which  lay  the  form  of  a  dying 
°^*Q~-Colonel  Malmaison,  of  Mount  Storm  and  Red  Ridge. 

The  watcher  in  his  room  was  Ada  Malmaison,  the  widow 
of  his  younger  son.  A  slight  noise  from  within  the  curtains, 
^^h  the  attentive  ear  of  the  soft-footed  lady. 

"Ada?" 

"My  dear  father  I'» 

"Where  are  you — I  do  not  see  you  my  child." 

(47) 
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"  Here  I  am,  dear  father,*'  she  said,  gliding  to  the  bed« 
side  and  patting  back  the  curtain. 

''  Ada  I  there  came  a  letter,  and  there  is  a  ship  in — did  I 
not  hear  some  one  say  so — or — ^how  was  it,  Ada  ?" 

"  Yon  only  fancied  it,  dear  sir.  Yoar  head  has  been  a 
little  excited  ;  yon  are  better  now." 

"  Ah  1  yoQ  think  1  am  wandering  in  mind,  but  I  am  not 
— I  am  not.  Oh  I  Ada,  I  dreamed — I  dreamed.  Has  there 
been  no  news  in  yet,  Ada  ?" 

"  No,  my  dear  sir,  there  conld  not  be,  yon  know,  since 
there  has  been  no  vessel  in." 

"  Oh  1  Ada,  I  have  had  snch  a  dream  I  I  saw  in  my 
dream  the  wildest  gorge  of  the  north  mountain  in  night, 
tempest,  and  black  darkness,  yet  I  saw  a  young  child  toiling 
through  the  thick  driving  storm,  among  the  dreadful  steeps. 
I  thought  I  had  to  help  her  down  the  pass.  Oh  I  how  often 
and  bow  fearfully  we  slipped,  and  caught  ourselves,  and 
pitched  headlong,  and  recovered  our  position  as  by  a 
miracle." 

''  Such  unpleasant  dreams  are  not  uncommon  with  per- 
sons of  disordered  nerves,  dear  father." 

**  At  last  I  thought  I  got  her  safely  to  the  valley,  and  I 
thought  it  was  poor  Eustace's  orphan  child,  and  I  tamed 
to  clasp  her  to  my  heart,  and  in  my  joy  woke  up." 

"Your  nerves  have  been  very  much  excited,  dear  sir,^ 
said  the  low- voiced  lady,  gliding  away  to  the  ebony  stand 
before  mentioned,  upon  which  stood  the  shaded  taper,  some 
phials  and  a  glass,  into  which  she  poured  a  dark  liquid  from 
one  of  the  phials.     Returning,  she  said — 

**  Take  this  sedative — " 

**  I  will  not  take  it — it  would  benumb  my  faculties,  and  I 
want  them  all  now." 

'*  Do  take  it,  sir ;  it  will  compose  you,  yon  will  sleep 
(gain,  and  wake  with  your  mind  all  the  brighter." 

"  I  will  not  take  it,  girl.     It  will  'compose'  me — yes  I 
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iito  iuensibilitj.  I  shall  'sleep'  again — jeal  the  last 
sleep !  and  '  wake  again  with  my  mind  all  the  brighter' — ^yes  I 
h  another  world  I  No,  Ada,  I  will  not  take  it.  I  have 
•offlething  to  do  in  this  world  yet.  I  will  not  sleep  again 
iitil  I  have  done  justice  to  that  poor  child." 

"  Oh  1  dear  sir,  be  contented.  The  dear  child  of  whom 
jea  speak,  we  know  to  be  beyond  our  poor  hnman  aid ; 
the  ii  provided  for  among  the  many  mansions  of  her 
hesTeniy  Father's  kingdom." 

"We  do  not  know  that  We  have  no  certain  proof  of 
it  Oh  1  fool  that  I  was,  to  take  the  truth  of  that  account 
of  her  death  for  granted  t  But  it  may  not  be  too  late 
jet   Ada,  ring  that  bell." 

"Dear  father,  what  is  it  that  you  want  7  Can  I  not  wait 
upon  TOO  ?" 

"Yon  cannot  go  to  Eyrie  for  a  lawyer  to« night  I  for  that 
i«  what  I  want  I     Ring  the  bell,  Ada !" 

"Father,  the  household  has  retired  long  ago,  every  ser- 
vant is  asleep  in  bed." 

"Go  and  rouse  one  of  the  men,  then — tell  him  to  take 
tiw  fleetest  horse  in  the  stable,  and  go  at  once  for  Mr.  Fer- 
pwoD,  and  bring  him  here  to-night.  Quick,  girl  1 — quick  I 
'■^ny  strength  fails." 

"Father,  it  is  after  midnight — an  awful  storm  is  raging 
OQt  of  doors.  You  cannot  hear  it  in  this  thickly-closed  and 
wtained  room ;  but  it  is  the  worst  storm  I  ever  knew." 

''I  cannot  help  that.  It  will  not  kill  a  man  to  ride 
through  it.  Go!  rouse  Dick;  tell  him  to  ride  to  Eyrie, 
ind  brinjr  back  Mr.  Ferguson  with  him.  I  will  double — I 
*'il  qaadruple  the  lawyer's  fee.  I  will  pay  him  his  own 
price!    There!  he  will  come  on  those  terms  !'^ 

"  Father,  li?Jton  to  that  deep  roar — it  is  Mad  River, 
'wolleo  hy  the  storm  to  a  raging  flood !  impassable  by  man 
0' beast.     We  are  hemmed  in  for  the  night,  sir." 
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**  Is  it  so  7  Oh,  Eustace,  Eustace  I  must  your  child  bo 
beggared  as  well  as  orphaned  7" 

"  Dear  father,  try  to  calm  your  nerves,- and  exercise  your 
own  clear  reason.  Reflect,  sir,  that  when  yon  were  in  soond 
health  of  mind  and  body,  yon  accepted  the  convincing  evi* 
dence  of  that  child's  death,  without  the  slightest  hesitation 
ftnd  only  now  that  yon  are  ill,  do  yon  afflict  yourself  with 
doubts  of  its  authenticity.  Your  doubts,  like  your  dream, 
dear  sir,  are  only  the  bad  effects  of  your  disordered  nerves. 
If  you  were  well  again,  you  would  not  be  disturbed  by  them. 
Take  these  drops  the  doctor  left  for  you,  sir.  They  will 
calm  your  excitement." 

"  No,  no,  dear  Ada  I — ^you  mean  well,  but  I  have  no  faith 
in  those  treacherous  narcotics,  that  give  a  dying  man  ka 
easy  death,  because  it  is  an  unconscious  one  I" 

**  You  are  far  from  being  a  dying  man,  dear  father.  You 
are  only  nervous.  There — let  me  lay  my  hand  upon  yoor 
forehead — it  may  help  your  head." 

"Thank  you,  Ada!  Oh  I  that  hand  is  very  cool  and 
soothing :  bless  that  hand — it  is  as  soothing  as  the  narcotic 
without  being  seductive  to  reason,"  said  the  dying  man,  as 
the  mesmeric  touch  fell  gently  on  his  forehead.  Presently, 
**  Ada,"  he  said,  *'  do  you  really  think  she  is  safe  in 
Heaven  7" 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  it,  sir  I" 

**  But,  oh,  my  Ada  I  if  she  is  not  /" 

"If  she  is  still  upon  this  earth,  sir — ^your  verbal  will 
shall  be  obeyed  as  implicitly  as  your  written  one  could  ht 
fulfilled  I" 

"  How,  Ada — how  7"  inquired  the  patient,  drowsily. 

"Why,  thus — though  I  could  not  touch  the  half  yon  bav« 
left  to  my  child,  your  grandchild — ^yet  the  other  half  thai 
your  bounty  has  conferred  upon  me,  shonld  be  equally  dU 
Tided  with  the  child  of  Eustace,  if  living.'' 

"  Would  you  do  that,  Ada  7" 
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"I  would.'' 

"Ada  1  do  yoa  promise  your  dying  father  to  do  that  for 
fte  orphan  child,  .if  she  can  be  fonnd  f " 

**Tes,  sir,  I  do  promise." 

"Will  you  swear  to  perform  your  promise,  my  Ada  ?" 

"Yes  I  I  swear  to  do  it." 

"Ah,  who  is  like  my  Ada  ?  my  Buth  7  my  angel  7  for  she 
hi  giren  sweet  peace  to  my  dying  honrs,"  marmared  the 
oU  man  to  himself,  like  one  about  to  sink  to  sleep. 

Ada  Malmaison  stole  from  his  side,  took  the  glass  con- 
tuning  the  opiate,  returned,  slipped  her  arm  under  his 
liead,  placed  the  glass  to  his  lips,  and  murmured. 

Ton  woke  in  a  fright  just  now,  your  nerves  were  agi* 
tited,  take  this  for  me,  it  will  soothe  you,"  and  before  the 
half-mesmerized  man  could  recollect  bis  objections,  he  had 
nechanicaliy  obeyed  her,  swallowed  the  narcotic,  and  fallen 
back  in  a  heavy  sleep. 

She  let  down  the  curtains  around  his  bed,went  slowly, 
with  her  noiseless  tread,  and  subdued  the  light  of  the  taper, 
lod  then  sat  down  in  her  cushioned  chair,  scarcely  breath- 
ing, lest  she  might  awake  the  sleeper. 

Ad  hour  passed  away. 

The  wind,  that  for  a  space  had  lulled,  now  suddenly 
rising  with  tenfold  fury,  shook  the  house. 

The  sleeping  man  started  up  in  a  panic. 

"Ada  I  Ada !  have  you  sent  off  a  messenger  for  the  law- 
yer ?  If  not — send,  Ada  I  Quick  I  quick  I  or  it  will  be  too 
ktc." 

Swiftly  and  softly  she  was  at  his  side,  her  right  arm 
around  his  shoulders,  her  left  hand  holding  the  glass  to  his 
lips — her  voice  murmuring  in  his  ear. 

«'  Yes — yes,  I  have  sent.  Swallow  this,  it  will  give  you 
strength  for  the  interview." 

And  ere  the  instinct  of  self-preservation  had  taken  the 
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alarm,  the  sufferer  had  qaaffed  the  stupefying  drag, 
dropped  back  in  the  same  deep  sleep. 

"  I  wonder  how  long  this  is  to  continue  7  how  often 
scene  mast  be  re-enacted  tornight  ?  If  he  wakes  agai 
will  increase  the  dose,"  said  the  watcher,  as  she  pat  d 
the  glass,  and  resumed  her  seat. 

Again  and  again  was  that  scene  re-enacted. 

Again  and  again  was  the  dying  sleeper  roused  up,  a 
some  trumpet-call  of  conscience ;  and  again  and  again, 
ho  became  fully  sentient,  was  placed  to  his  lips  the  stup 
ing  narcotic,  which  he  swallowed  mechanically,  only  to 
back  into  a  temporary  living  death. 

It  was  a  fearful  night  without !  How  the  wind  roa 
and  howled,  and  shrieked  around  the  house  I  shaking 
strong  roof,  and  the  firm  windows,  and  the  thick  walls  t 
they  trembled  at  its  power.  How  the  spirit  of  the  st 
seemed  now  that  of  some  lost  soul,  howling  in  its  desp 
and  now  like  the  Toice  of  some  avenging  demon,  aboa 
shake  the  firm  foundation  of  the  building  into  ruins. 

And  it  was  a  fearful  night  within^  with  the  starts 
panics  of  the  dying  man,  pursued  by  remorse,  and  the  « 
fixidity  of  purpose  in  that  fell  watcher,  with  her  ready  : 
cotic,  to  make  that  remorse  forever  ineffectual. 

So  the  war  went  on  without  and  within. 

The  night  waned — the  morning  dawned. 

Without — the  storm  having  spent  its  fury,  subsided 
calm. 

Within — the  constitution  of  the  dying  man  having 
hausted  all  its  force  of  resistance,  succumbed  to  the  pc 
of  the  drug,  and  he  lay  in  a  dull  lethargy. 

Even  the  watcher,  sitting  back  in  her  downy  chair,  i 
her  head  sunk  forward  upon  her  chest,  and  her  arms  hf 
ing  down  beside  her,  slept  the  deep  sleep  of  fatigue. 

The  sun  arose,  bat  no  single  ray  could  penetrate 
thickly    curtained,    "doubly    darkened"    chamber. 
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witcber  slept  on ;  and  she  might  still  have  slept  on,  bat  that 
t  gentle  knock  at  the  door  was  followed  by  the  cautions 
opeoiog  of  the  same,  and  a  stealthy  step,  and  a  low,  respect- 
fiil  Toice  in  her  ear,  saying, 

"  The  doctor  is  down  stairs,  will  I  show  him  up,  ma'am  f* 

*' No— help  me  to  arrange  ray  dress.  First  pour  some 
nter  into  that  basin,  and  empty  a  half  bottle  of  cologne 
into  it,  and  lay  out  more  napkins.  There;  now,  hand  me  a 
bnsh,  and  get  me  that  white  merino  morning  gown.'' 

With  nimble  hands  the  woman  helped  her  mistress  to 
complete  her  hasty  toilet. 

"Now  go  bring  the  doctor  up,  Bridget,"  said  the  lady, 
ts  she  finished  fastening  the  last  cord  and  tassel. 

As  the  woman  left  the  chamber,  Ada  went  to  one  of  the 
Endows  nearly  opposite  the  foot  of  tlie  bed,  looped  back 
the  heavy  curtains,  drew  up  the  thick  blinds,  and  opened 
tlie  shutters,  Icttincc  in  a  flood  of  moriiin,:^  surivshinc. 

A?  she  stood  there  in  the  full  light  of  day — what  a  woman 
fhe  looked  I  J  low  exceedingly  beautiful,  yet  with  what  a 
nranire  style  of  beauty  ! — a  beauty  at  once  attractive  and 
ri-pQisive — a  beauty  that  fascinated  the  eye,  haunted  the 
iuiagluatiun,  yet  repelled  the  heart.  She  was  au  albino  of 
the  purest  type,  tall  and  slim,  yet  not  thin,  for  her  slender 
form  and  graceful  limbs  were  beautifully  rounded.  Her 
little  head  was  cast  in  the  Grecian  mould.  ITer  features 
«^ere  small,  regular,  and  very  clearly  cut.  Like  Parian 
Divble  for  their  pure  whiteness,  polish,  and  exquisite  finish, 
^ere  the  features  of  that  perfect  face.  Jler  hair,  of  the 
I'alot  g(dd  tint,  ai»pr<.)ac!iing  while,  was  jjarted  over  the 
l"<u-,  rerfdiug  foieheiid,  rolled  in  soil  waves  down  each  side 
the  blui>h  temples,  wound  around  and  gallicred  in  a  grace- 
fol  full  of  ringlets  over  a  comb  at  the  back  of  her  head. 
But  in  strange  contrast  to  her  pure  white  comiilexion  and 
golden-white  hair,  eyebrows  and  eyelashes,  were  her  eyes 
^  small  and  dark  as  to  be  always  taken  for  black,  but  could 
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yoa  hare  met  their  carefollj  guarded  gaze,  yon  would  h 
foand  them  changeable — alternating  green  and  gray— -col 
brilliant,  treacherous,  and  repellant  Yet  a  basilisk's  ft 
power  to  charm  they  had  if  once  you  fell  under  their  sp 
Her  hate  was  baleful,  but  her  love  was  fatal.  A  worn 
she  was,  of  a  type  it  has  never  yet  been  my  task  to  i 
without  genius,  without  passions,  yet  not  without  ap 
tites  ; — calm-blo.oded,  cold-hearted,  clear-headed ;— era 
sensual,  selfish,  and  rapacious ; — whose  avarice  and  an 
tion  were  hungers  rather  than  enthusiasms  ; — whose  po^ 
lay  not  in  strength  of  intellect,  but  in  strength  of  will, 
scrupulousness  of  means,  directness  of  aim,  and  singlen 
of  object.  Her  type,  the  sword-fish,  who  aims  but 
strike,  and  strikes  but  once.  As  **  Xyphias  to  his  mar 
go  she  to  her  object. 

"  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Malmaison,"  said  the  physician 
a  low  voice,  breaking  the  lady's  reverie  as  he  entered 
room. 

Ho  was  a  very  fine  looking  man,  tall,  well-proportion 
with  Roman  features,  dark,  brilliant  gray  eyes,  black  h 
and  black  whiskers  meeting  under  his  chin. 

The  lady  smiled  sweetly,  but  gravely,  as  she  went  to  m 
him,  saying,  in  almost  a  whisper, 

"  Good  morning.  Doctor  Thogmorton." 

The  physician  approached  the  bed,  and  after  regard 
the  dying  man  some  minutes,  inquired, 

"  How  did  he  pass  the  night,  madam  ?" 

"  Very  badly,  sir ;  full  of  nervous  excitability,  sta 
panics,  and  tremors,  verging  at  times  upon  delirium.'' 

''  Ah  I  you  gave  him  the  composing  draught  regularly 

"  Yes — yet  at  first  it  produced  only  a  temporary  effec 

The  doctor  made  such  examination  of  his  patient  as 
nature  of  the  circumstances  admitted,  and  then   wrot 
prescription,  and  handing  it  to  the  lady,  said, 

"  Should  the  Colonel  wake,  madam,  and  suffer  a  ret 
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of  the  Bjmptoms  of  last  night,  give  him  this  mixture,  ac- 
cofdiog  to  these  written  directions.  And  should  anj  other 
ekaoge  take  place,  madam,  jou  will  please  to  let  me  know 
immediatelj.  And  pray  give  yourself  some  repose,  dear 
Mj.    Good  day." 

The  physician  left  the  room.     The  lady  touched  the  belL 
Her  maid  entered. 

"Bridget  I    admit  no   soul — neither  man,  woman,   nor 

duld  to  the  house  to-day  I     Let  none  of  the  servants  come 

op  stairs  upon  any  pretext  whatever.     Tell  them  that  the 

Doise  will  disturb  tbeir  master ;  and  now  go  and  serve  my 

breakfast  in  the  next  room.'' 

The  woman  having  received  these  directions,  left  the 
chamber  to  fulfill  them.  And  in  a  few  minutes  the  lady 
passed  into  the  outer  room,  where  her  breakfast  was  placed 
on  a  stand  before  her,  while  Bricjoret  stood  in  attendance. 
She  had  scarcely  tasted  her  tea,  when — Hark  I  what  sound 
w.is  that  ?  it  came  from  the  room  of  the  patient — a  heavy, 
labored  breathing,  a  struggle,  and  then  the  death  rattle. 

Alia  started  from  her  almost  untasted  meal,  and  hastened 
into  the  chaml>cr  of  death. 

Ah  !  neither  nurse  nor  physician  need  have  feared  his 
relapse  into  the  horrors  of  the  preceding  night — his  suffer- 
ings were  well-nigh  over,  he  was  in  his  last  agony — the  pur- 
ple shadows  of  death  had  settled  in  the  hollows  of  the 
checks  and  temples  ;  the  cold  dew  of  death  had  beaded  on 
the  j>allid  forehead ;  the  film  of  death  had  come  over  the 
fixed  eves. 

She  drew  near  and  gazed  upon  those  mortal  throes  with 
a  steaHy  eye  and  an  unchanfring  cheek — and  wiped  the 
clammy  moisture  from  the  cold  brow  and  lip^,  and  took  the 
poor  wn-t  in  her  hands,  and  with  her  lingers  on  the  pulse, 
watched  the  eljl^ing  tide  of  lile  as  it  beat — slowly — more 
slowly,  till  it  ceased  forever.  Yet  a  little  longer  she  held 
tott  wasted  hand,  to  be  sure,  quite  sure  that  all  was  over-^ 
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that  it  would  never  more  make  or  mar  a  will.  Yes  1  it  wa§ 
over  I  the  long  struggle  was  past,  the  battle  was  fought  and 
won,  and  she  was  victorious  I  She  would  venture  to  sleep 
Dow! 


CHAPTER    V. 

AN     OLD     FAMILY    SERVANT. 

« 

He  draweth  oat  the  thread  of  hii  Yerboaity  finer  than  the  staple  of  hU 
Bent. — SJiak^i>eare, 

"  Well  I  Marse  Colonel's  gone  I  We  mus'  all  go  when 
our  time  come,  childun  I  ebery  singly  mudder's  son  and 
darter  ob  us !  all  hab  to  pay  dat  debt  of  nature  I  wonder 
who  first  'tracted  it!  can't  put  it  off  dongh  I  who  eber  first 
run  up  de  bill !  when  de  'count  persented  we'se  jes  got  to 
settle  it  rit^ht  on  de  nail!  no  supercediii',  no  gcttin' security  I 
no  takin'  de  benefit  ob  de  act  ob  'solvency — no  !  mus'  settle 
right  up  I  no  tcllin'  de  collector  to  call  agin,  you'll  pay  nex* 
time — no!  mus'  settle  right  up  I" 

This  oration  was  pronounced  by  Pharaoh,  once  the  late 
Colonel  Malmaison's  own  man,  but  now,  for  some  years 
past,  superannuated. 

As  Pharaoh  was  rather  an  original,  it  may  be  necessary 
to  give  you  some  idea  of  his  personal  appearance,  as  he 
stood  upon  the  kftchen  hearth,  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and 
his  coat  tails  under  his  arms,  delivering  his  opinions  upon 
matters  and  things  in  general,  and  the  family  bereavement 
in  particular. 

Pharaoh  was  so  black,  so  tall,  and  so  thin,  that  he  might 
have  served  as  a  model  for  the  illustration  of  a  eomio 
almanac.  His  appearance  would  have  been  dismally  spectral, 
but  for  a  full,  bushy  suit  of  hair,  as  white  as  cotton  wool. 


I 
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I,  with  white  eyebrows,  and  white  beard,  formed  the 
glaring  and  laughable  contrast  to  the  jet  blackness  of 
in.  And  if  in  a  fit  of  graciousness,  Pharaoh  smiled, 
jing  a  long,  double  row  of  ivory  teeth,  or  if  in  a 
a  mood,  he  turned  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes,  this 
of  contrast  was  increased  tenfold. 
Pharaoh  bad  little  else  to  do  in  this  world  but  to 
rare  of  bimself,  he  faithfully  performed  that  first  of 

• 

quite  eschewed  the  homespun  cloth  worn  by  the  other 
.ts,  and  as  he  always  succeeded  to  his  master's  cast-off 
ig,  he  preferred  to  wear  ihem.     So  he  generally  ap- 
[  in  a  well  brushed,  though  rusty  and  threadbare  suit 
ck,  with  a  white  cravat,  and  but  for  his  color,  might 
)een  taken  for  a  poor  clergyman,  or  a  decayed  gentle- 
He  loved  to  refer  to  himself  in  his  youth  as  a  wild, 
blade,  and  now  to  aflcct  the  experienced  man  of  the 
lie  was  also  somi'ihiiijj;  of  a  philosopher,  and  of 
the  oracle  of  wisdom  to  the  kitchen, 
audience  now  consisted  of  his  sister  Dido,  the  cook, 
o  nieces,  Servia  and  Dorcas,  and  Mrs.  lirunton,  the 
vidow,  who  had  been  called  into  assist  in  the  grave 
that  they  had  just  completed. 

do  suppose  he's  done  gone  and  lef  ebery  cent  o'  de 
rty  to  she  too !"  he  continued,  looking  around  upon 
arers. 

Tell,  ole  man,  who  would  he  leave  his  property  to 
to  his  own  dear,  widdered  darter-iri-hiw  and  her  son, 
lis  own  dear  j^raii'son  ?"  asked  the  widow. 
'ho  ?  Mrs.  Bruiitoii,  you's  a  white  lady,"  said  Pharaoli, 
g  low,  **aiid  we-drni  .^;  pussons  ob  color — but  I  hopes 
ill  frien's  here  ?  I  hope  dere  is  no  one  wid  in  de 
o'  my  voice  as  ^ould  make  mischief  in  de  yii/uVy." 
r  you  mean  me,  ole  man,  you  know  I'd  die  afore  I'd 
mlBchief  anywhere,"  said  the  widow. 
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"  I  blierea  it  ob  yon,  Missas  Branton.  I  meant  no  dia- 
gerspect;  but  only  made  my  'marks  in  a  gen'al  way  'fora 
enterin'  on  de  'ticlar  'scussion  o'  de  subjcc'  in  ban' — which 
was,  who  should  our  late  demented  frien'  and  marser  lef  bis 
property  to  ?  1  sez — which  it  is  my  hopes  we  all  sez — ^to 
bis  own,  dear  dutiful,  first  born  son ;  de  son  of  his  firstest 
marriaj^e,  Marse  Eustace,  ef  he  is  livin',  an'  ef  not,  to  bis 
darter,  case  she  ebber  should  be  'skivered  I  Cause  why  f 
Why,  cause  all  dis  property,  an'  what's  more'n  dat,  me 
myself  too,  come  'long  of  Marse  Eustace^s  an^  Miss  EuS" 
todays  mother^  who  was  a  lady  bom.  An'  none  at  all 
come  wid  de  secon'  wife,  who  was  de  mother  ob  bis  yonnges' 
son,  Marse  P hilly,  to  which,  his  widow  and  chile— -ole 
Marse — he  has  done  lef  all  de  property  1" 

"  Now,  who  do  debbil  done  make  you  so  smart  f  How  yon 
know  all  dat  ?"  put  in  his  sister  Dido,  to  whom  all  Pharaoh's 
share  of  flesh  seemed  unjustly  to  have  fallen,  she  was  so 
fat  and  unwieldy. 

''  Ah  I  I  done  bin  seein'  how  things  bin  goin'  on  I  I  see 
de  trail  'o  de  sarpint — de  trail  o'  de  sarpint — creep,  creep, 
— crawl,  crawl  1  Well  1  Marse  Colonel  done  gone ;  it's 
my  hopes  he  went  fair,  dat's  all  1" 

**  Good  gracious,  ole  man,  yon — ^you  don't  mean  thai    »^ 

'*Yes,  I  do  mean  jes'  eto." 

"You — ^you  turn  me  sick,"  said  the  widow,  growing 
white  about  the  lips ;  ''  if  I  thought  so,  I  couldn't  stay  in 
the  house  a  minit.  I  should  stifle  I  poison  I  hearens  I 
urh-rh-rh  I  nrh-rh-rh  1" 

"P'ison  I  hush  I  no !  what  a  horrid  word  I  dat's  a  bang- 
ing  word — dat  is  1     You  said  it,  not  me." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  then  ?  Urh !  urh !  you  make  my 
blood  run  cold  'long  o'  your  looks  an'  grimaces  1" 

'*  I  means  jes  dis  I    Did — you — nebber — heem — tell — ob 

— de — ^EBIL  EYE  ?" 

"Urhl    XJrh-rh-rb!   no!   donH  roll  youm  9o!    Ton 
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atke  me  feel  like  I  was  la  the  house  with  the  Witch-of- 
lador 1" 

"  Well,  den  I  now  listen  to  me  yood  while  I  tell  yoa 
fomething.  If  I  was  a  lady,  or  a  gemman,  I  shouldn't 
like  to  be  any  whar  in  Miss  Ada's  tvay,  ef  she  didn't  want 
ffle  dar — cause  I  should  be  dead  sure  o'  having  to  get  oiU 
ob  her  way  I  I  shouldn't  want  Miss  Ada  to  want  me  dead^ 
eaose  I  should  be  sartain  some  day  soon  artcr  to  go  dead  t 
I  takes  'tickalar  notice  dat  ebery thing  she  wants  to  happen 
^-happens,  Eberything  she  wants  to  go  on — goes  on. 
Eberjthing  she  wants  to  stop — stops.  Ef  she  wants  any- 
body as  is  an  eye  sore  to  her  out  of  her  sight — dey  travels, 
Ef  she  wants  anybody — no  matter  how  far  off  dey  may  be — 
in  her  sight— ^r  dey  is.  She  ain't  got  no  more  heart  nor 
a  white  herring,  same  time  ef  she  wants  anybody  to  love 
her— dey  goes  ravin'  stracied  mad  arter  her!  Ef  she  wants 
anybody  to  die — dey  dies.  An'  hush,  honey  I  ef  she  wants 
anybody  to  be  born — dey  are  horn.  Dar.  I's  summed  up 
her  corrector^  an'  I  could  prove  it  by  summin'  up  of  her 
history. ^^ 

"Yes!  much  you  know  of  her  history  or  anybody  else," 
exclaimed  Dido,  testily,  for  she  felt  that  Pharaoh  was  *'  let- 
ting his  tongue  run  before  his  wit,"  in  other  words,  talking 
indiscreetly. 

"  I  mean  her  history  since  here  she's  bin  1  Firs'  place 
she's  a  furriner,  which,  of  course,  you  couldn't  expect  much 
of  sich!  same  time  I'm  willin'  to  make  'lowance  for  sich, 
'vided  dey  'ducks  derselves  properly,  comin'  inter  comp'ny 
like  c//^,"  here  Pharaoh  made  a  circular  bow  to  his  au- 
dience. 

*'Well,  it  is  dreadful,"  said  the  widow,  "to  think  how 
in  so  few  years  all  this  fine  family,  so  prosperous,  an'  so 
promising,  should  a'perished  one  may  say  out  of  the  land  I 
And  none  be  left  but  this  foreign  'oman  and  her  child." 

"  Listen,  children  I"  said  Pharaoh,  gravely.      "  Der  be 
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two  deffunt  sort  of  rainatioDS  as  maj  come  to  a  hofom  I 
An'  de  one  may  be  liken'  to  de  fire  as  blazes  all  in  a  snd* 
den  an'  'sumcs  cberjthing  to  cinders  in  an  hour,  an'  leavei 
behind  it  nothing  but  a  heap  of  black  ashes,  which  hows'- 
ever,  don't  taint  the  air  ;  or  it  may  be  liken'  to  tempest  as 
eomes  wid  wind  an'  rain  an'  flood,  and  sweeps  eberjthing 
to  'struction  in  a  minuit,  but  leaves  nothing  baleful  behind 
—an'  dis  is  debblish  bad  passions,  when  brudder  rises  op 
agin  brudder  in  a  fam'lj,  and  Cain  slayges  Abel  I  an'  makes  a 
gen'al  wrack  o'  things  all  of  a  suddent  an'  forever,  an'  a- 
done  wid  it!  But  oh  I  childunf  de  oder  ruination.  It 
may  be  liken'  to  de  mildew  as  creeps  an'  creeps — cold  an' 
damp  an'  slow — cold  an'  damp  afn'  slow — up  de  wall,  an* 
troo  de  wall,  an'  inter  de  parlor,  an'  inter  de  chamber,  inter 
de  closet,  till  eberything  eberywhere  is  cold  an'  damp  an' 
clammy ;  spotted,  musty,  an'  pisenous — ^in  de  cellar  an'  de 
garret,  in  de  parlor  an'  de  chamber,  in'de  cradle  an'  de 
couch,  eberywhere  I  eberywhere  I  And  dat  mildew  is  cold 
blooded,  'ce'itful,  cruel,  househol'  treach'ry  1"  said  Pharaoh, 
shaking  his  white  head  and  throwing  up  his  trembling  hands 
with  a  wild,  weird  manner,  peculiar  to  himself,  as  he  stalked 
away. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

NELL. 

In  trnth  she  was  a  Strang*  and  waj^rard  child. 

Fond  of  each  gentle  and  each  dreadful  scene, 

In  darkness  and  In  storm  and  winter  wild, 

No  less  than  when  on  Katare's  &oe  serene, 

The  summer  sun  diff\ucd  his  morning  sheen.— BsottCtfi 

"  Uncle  Pharaoh  1  whcre's  Blaise  ?  There's  about  a 
hundred  thousand  millions  of  snowbirds  down  on  Mad 
River,"  exclaimed  a  little  girl,  breaking  open  the  kitchea 
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7tf  ihaking  a  shower  of  snow  from  her  skirts  and  shoes, 

I  panting  for  breath,  as  she  stood  waiting  impatiently 
an  answer. 

[er  obstreperons  entree  drew  at  once  npon  her  the  eyes 

II  the  little  circle  around  the  kitchen  stove. 

jid  in  truth  she  presented  rather  a  singular  appearance, 
name — Miss  Helen  Wildman,  at  your  service,  reader,  a 
dre  of  Mr.  Bazil  Wildman,  of  Red  Kidge,  and  at  present 
test  at  will  of  Mount  Stonn. 

he  was  about  ten  years  of  age,  in  stature  scarcely  seem- 
so  many,  yet  in  face  looking  almost  any  imaginable 
iber  of  years  old,  her  little  visage  was  so  weird  and  witch- 
Her  little  figure  was  thin  almost  to  emaciation.  Her 
was  pale  and  dark,  nearly  to  gipsy  darkness.  Her  hair 
jet  black,  lustrous,  long  and  straight  as  an  Indian's,  and 
g  down  her  shoulders,  and  reached  below  her  waist. 
•  eyebrows,  also  jet  black,  and  shining  like  water-leeches, 
led  a  pair  of  eyes  in  ])iquant  contrast  to  her  whole  com- 
:ion.  Those  eyes  were  light  gray  generally,  yet  of  no 
nanently  fixed  color ;  being  in  gladness  or  in  excitement 
:ht,  sparkling,  blazing,  now  blue,  now  gray,  now  green, 
springing  about  from  object  to  object,  they  flashed  rays 
ight  wherever  they  fell;  or,  in  sadness  and  thought, 
er  the  deep  vail  of  their  drooping  lids  and  long,  black 
es,  they  smouldered  into  a  dull,  uncertain  brown  or  black, 
wore  a  dress  of  broad-striped  linsey,  of  many  colors, 
mately  crimson,  black,  blue  and  orange.  A  broad- 
amed,  black  felt  hat,  adorned  with  a  drooping  crimson 
her,  and  tied  loosely  under  her  chin  with  a  crimson 
lon,  had  fallen  back  upon  her  shoulders.  And  red 
kings  and  black  boots  completed  her  dress,  which  was 
gether  rather  the  worse  for  wear  and  tear.  She  now  stood 
ling  on  a  cross-bow,  as  tall  as  herself,  with  her  eyes 
cing  from  one  object  to  another  as  she  waited  for  her 
irer. 


yiTiA. 

"What  de  chile  Bay?  What  dat  you  layi  honey r* 
asked  Dido. 

"  I  say,  Where's  Blaise  ?  There's  more  than  a  hundred 
thonsand  millions  of  snowbirds  down  on  Mad  River  1" 

"  Oh  1  go  'long,  right  'traight  out'n  dis  here  kitchen,  wid 
your  'raculous  stories,  Miss  Nelly  I  go  I" 

"  Well,  I  don't  care,  there  were  a  thousand^  anyhow,  or 
else  there  mast  have  been  a  hundred^"  said  Nell,  nodding 
her  head,  in  the  most  absolute  manner,  and  increasing  her 
emphasis  as  she  lessened  her  numbers. 

"  Dar  1  now  you  talkin'  1  now  you  corain'  toward  the 
trufe  1  Dat's  allers  de  way  long  o'  you  1  You  goes  up  like 
a  rocket,  an'  comes  down  like  a  stick  I  You  allers  raises  a 
great  cry  when  der's  werry  little  wool  I  a  great  smoke,  when 
der's  no  fire  I    Dat's  you  1" 

**  I  asked  you  where  Blaise  was  ?  Willjon  tell  me  where 
Blaise  is  ?" 

"  How  de  mischif  I  know  anything  'bout  Blaise,  chile  T 
I  ain't  seen  no  Blaise  since  long  afore  Christmas." 

"He  said  he  was  coming  over  here  very  early  this  morn- 
ing," said  Nell,  with  an  air  of  vexation. 

"  Now  what  de  chile  want  long  o'  Blaise — want  him  to 
set  trap  to  catch  snowbirds  for  you,  I  s'pose  1" 

'*  Set  traps  for  snowbirds  ?  No  I  I'd  scorn  to  set 
traps  I"  exclaimed  Nell,  quickly. 

"  Whipp  I  honey  !  don't  bite  my  poor  ole  head  off.  I'd 
like  to  know  what's  the  harm  o'  settin'  traps." 

"  It's  60  mean,  it's  so  cunning,  and  deceitful  and  treach- 
erous to  set  traps  I  I  hate  and  despise  and  scorn  traps  I 
You  raise  a  trap  like  a  little  roof  of  a  house,  and  you  spread 
a  feast  of  crumbs  under  it,  as  much  as  to  say — '  Come,  littlo 
storm-beaten,  hungry  wayfarer,  here  is  shelter  and  food  foi 
you ;  here  is  a  nice  little  house  that  I  have  built,  and  a  table 
that  I  have  laid  especially  for  you  I  I  know  the  air  is  biting 
cold,  and  the  earth  is  now  barren,  because  the  snow  coTen 
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til  jtm  food ;  and  the  forest  has  no  shelter  for  joa  becanse 

the  feicles  hang  from  the  trees  for  leaves.     Then  come, 

bng^y  and  half-frozen  little  stranger,  come  under  this  snug 

roof  that  I  ha?e  raised  for  you,  and  eat  from  this  board  that 

I  hare  spread  for  you.'     And  the  pretty,  trusting  crea- 

tares,   dart  into  the  trap,  but  before  they  have  picked  a 

grain — instantly  the  treacherous  roof  falls  and  crushes  them 

to  death !     Oh  I  it  is  past  mean  I     Why,  the  wild  Arabs  of 

Uie  Desert  know  better,  for  if  their  bitterest  enemy  eats  at 

their  board  he  is  sacred  from  harm  I     And  I'd  jn^t  as  soon 

pilfer  from  the  poor-box  at  the  church  door  as  set  a  trap 

for  a  bird  1'* 

**  Dar  now !  tell  yon  all  so  I  Jes'  listen  to  dat  gal !  on'y 
jes'  set  her  off  wid  a  word,  an'  whiff  I  like  a  spark  in  a 
powder  can  I  she's  off  I  she'll  preach  you  a  'ration  in  de 
time  you  bat  you  eye  I  An'  den  she's  so  ^sistent,  too  I  She 
won't  set  trap  for  bird  !  not  she  I  but — what  she  gwine  do 
'long  o'  dat  bow-arrow  f" 

"  I'm  going  to  shoot  with  it." 

"  Oh !  you's  gwine  to  shoot  wid  it  I  not  de  poor,  dear, 
Innercen'  birds— dey  mus'n  be  torched,  you  know,"  said 
Dido,  ironically. 

"  Yes,  I  am  I  I  know  it's  wrong,  too  !  but  I  can't  help  it  I 
At  any  rate  it  is  not  so  bad  as  setting  a  trap  for  them, 
though.  I  do  nothing  deceitful,  nothing  treacherous ;  I'd 
9Com  it,  I  tell  you !  No  I  but  I  go  with  my  bow  and  arrow 
and  wait  till  I  sec  a  cloud  of  snowbirds  rise  in  the  air,  and 
then  I  take  aim,  cry  '  Look  out  for  yourselves,  little  fellows,' 
and  let  fly  my  shaft  in  the  midst  of  the  flock  I  If  I  strike 
one  I  strike  him  dead  at  once — he  lias  not  suffered — for  one 
minute  he  was  on  the  winjr,  and  the  next,  without  knowing 
how  he  got  there,  in  the  bird's  heaven." 

'*  Now,  dere's  unoder  'ration  1  an'  all  about  a  bird's  hea- 
bm,  too !    Pray,  Miss  Nelly,  what  would  Fader  Simeon 
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Bay  to  dat  ?    Oh  I  70a  little  hairtick  I  wbar  does  jon  IqMC 

to  go  to  when  you  die  ? — to  de  birds'  heaben,  maybe  1" 

"  I  don't  know  but  I  should  like  to  go  there !" 

"  An'  take  your  bows  an'  arrows,  too !" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Nell,  disregarding  the  uplifted  hands  an( 
eyes  of  her  mouitress.  Then  quickly  changing  the  curren 
of  her  thoughts,  she  grew  restless,  and  exclaimed,  in  an  irri 
table  mood,  *'  Oh,  where  is  Blaise  ?  he  promised  to  be  hen 
early  this  morning  I  Why  donH  he  come  along !  It's  pas 
nine  o'clock  now." 

"  How  de  wengeance  does  you  'spect  he's  gwine  to  ge 
ober  Mad  Ki?er  arter  such  a  storm  as  dat  las'  night  ?" 

"  Oh  I  easy  enough  I  Why,  the  water  has  gone  dowi 
ever  so  much  I  The  river  can  be  crossed  as  well  as  neei 
be.  Just  before  I  ran  in  here,  I  saw  one  of  the  sisters  fron 
the  convent  crossing  the  ford!  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Oh  I  the^ 
looked  80  queer  1  the  parly  did,  I  mean  I  the  sister  aJ 
shrouded  in  blax:k,  and  a  little  girl  in  a  red  cloak  and  hood 
and  both  riding  on  a  white  donkey — the  little  girl  was  rid 
ing  behind  the  sister,  holding  on  with  her  arms  around  he: 
waist;  and  they  had  a  great  tawny  bull-dog  following 
them  I" 

"Humph I  dere's  anoder  'raculous  story!" 

"Why,  Dido  !"  exclaimed  the  child,  with  flashing  eyei 
"dc  you  mean  to  hint  that  what  I  say  is  not  true  ?" 

"N-n-no,  chile!  I  doesn't  mean  to  say  dai.  I  on'j 
means  dat  you  stretches  ob  de  trufe  'till  it'  a'most  breaks  ii 
two — ^likewise  also  dat  you  ^maginaies  things  as  isn't  alwayi 
true,  an'  tell  'em  as  sichf  I  doesn't  blame  you,  chile  I 
cause  it's  your  nature,  an'  you  can't  help  of  it,"  repliec 
Dido,  with  an  air  of  toleration. 

**  I  wish  I  oh  I  how  I  do  wish  somebody  else  had  said 
that  of  me  besides  youl  somebody  that  it  would  not  bi 
mean  to  punish  for  the  insult  I  for  if  I  were  to  tell  of  thbj 
you  know  what  would  be  the  end  of  it,  Dido  I" 
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Tes ! — now  go  raise  a  fnw  here — " 
'Toa  are  sure  I  won%  liiilo,  and  that  is  the  reason  jon 
M  free  to  affront  me." 

"I  tcould  now,  if  I  wiis  yon  I  0\i\  do  please  now  ^o 
aod  raise  a  fnss  ronn'  de  house  de  very  momin'  as  your 
poor,  dear,  ole  step-nncli«-inlaw  lays  dead  on  his  bed  I" 

"£h  I"  exclaimed  the  child,  suddenly  changing  color. 

"  Yes  I  do  pray  now  I  you  don't  owe  him  nnffin,  you 
don't  I  he  nebber  was  good  to  you  in  his  life  I  he  never  guT 
you  nnffin,  no  more  he  didn't" 

**  Dead  /  oh  f  dead  r 

**  Yes,  honey,  yes  I  Sure  we'se  all  got  to  die.  My  good- 
ness all  re,  chile,  git  out'n  dis  yer  way !  Stop  I  don't  drap  ! 
don't  fall  down  I  least  ways,  not  till  I  git  to  yer,  hold  on  to 
the  chair  !  Lor',  Lor',  whoM  a  thought  it  would  a'  took 
Hch  an  effect  on  her  I"  said  Dido,  as  she  rolled  her  round 
body  toward  the  spot  where  Nelly,  pale  and  still,  leaned 
asrainst  the  wall.  She  was  so  dark,  that  her  change  of  color 
only  betrayed  itself  in  the  pallid  lips,  stricken  aj^art  with 
the  shock  she  had  received,  while  her  eyes,  started  and  di- 
lated, were  Gxed  in  an  agony  of  questioning  npon  the  face  of 
the  old  negro  ;  and  her  fjilterinp^  tongue  rcprated  mechani- 
cally, incredulously,  as  one  unable  or  unwilling  to  receive 
the  truth, 

"  Dead  !  dead  I" 

"  Miss  Nellv  I  Miss  Nellv,  chile  !  Don't  do  so  !  don't !" 
said  Dido,  laying  her  hand  upon  the  little  girl's  shoulder  ; 
but  with  one  half  suppresFcd  scream,  Nelly  shook  off  the 
messengr^r  of  grief  as  she  woul'l  have  shaken  off  the  grief 
itfk*-lf,  and  then  turned,  pulled  open  the  door,  and  fled,  as  if 
fhe  would  outrun  and  escape  her  lirst  trouble,  that  never- 
theless ]»nrsned  her,  kcjH  up  with  Iht,  clung  to  her,  and  like 
a  cleaving  garment,  remained  with  her. 

Old  Dido  could  not  go  after  her;  the  idea  was  prepof* 
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teroub  She  conld  only  lift  up  both  her  hands  in  a  Bort  of 
pity  and  amazement,  and  ejaculated, 

''  Dat  de  way !  dat  de  way  she  take  ebery  thing  I  ebery 
thing  I  ebery  thing  I  cbery  thing  in  excess!  If  de  mo 
shines,  she  thinks  all  de  yeth  is  a  fire  wid  it  I  If  a  cloud  come 
ober  it,  she  thinks  it's  a  total  'clipse  I  If  a  rain  fall,  she 
sees  Noah's  flood  I  If  a  deep  snow  come,  she  thinks — she 
thinks — "  here  Dido,  never  having  heard  of  the  avalanches 
among  the  Alps,  or  of  the  climate  in  the  Arctic  regions, 
came  to  a  halt  for  the  want  of  a  hyperbole,  until  happening, 
by  association,  to  think  of  the  snowbirds,  she  took  up  the 
thread  of  her  argument  again  with — **  an'  if  dere's  a  han'fnl 
o'  snowbirds  in  de  bresh,  she  sees  a  million  of  millions! 
'Sides  which,  ebery  body  is  either  a  angel  or  a  debil  wid 
her,  an'  she  hates  jes'  as  hard  as  she  loves  !  But  I  means 
to  try  to  break  her  ob  her  ways,  'case  I  thinks  it's  my  duty 
to  de  poor  mudderlcss  gal  1  Dar  I  I  wonner  who  de  wen- 
geance  dat  is !"  exclaimed  Dido,  breaking  off  in  the  midst 
of  her  soliloquy,  as  she  heard  the  hall  doorbell  ring. 
"  Well,  dar  I  I'm  comin' — you  necd'n'  pul  do  bell  down ! 
dough  I  mos'  wish  you  would,  'cause  nobody  'bout  here 
could  put  it  up  agin,  an'  den  I  should  nebber  have  its 
racket  to  sturve  me  in  my  meditations!  Darl  well,  I'm 
corain'  I"  she  repeated,  as  she  rolled  her  little  round  body, 
ns  rapidly  as  possible  toward  the  hall,  to  answer  the  reiter- 
ated appeals  of  the  bell. 

The  door  had  not  been  opened  that  morning;  all  the 
outgoers  from  the  house  had  used  the  back-door ;  and  now 
it  was  so  clogged  on  the  outside  with  drifted  snow,  and 
frozen  up  with  ice,  that  Dido  had  a  great  deal  of  difficulty 
in  pulling  it  open.  At  last  it  gave  way,  and  Dido,  with  a 
frightened  exclamation  of  **  Lor'  save  ray  soul  I"  tumbled 
back  and  rolled  down,  as  a  huge  bull-dog  rushed  in  and 
passed  over  her. 

But  the  dog  was  followed  by  a  nun  in  her  black  habit 
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tod  nil,  and  bj  a  little  girl  in  a  scarlet  cloak  and  hood, 
who  Immediatelj  laid  her  hand  on  the  dog's  neck,  while 
Brdo  tombled  npon  her  feet,  and  the  Sister,  advancing, 
•id, 

**  Goed-moming,  aunty.  How  is  Colonel  Malmaison  this 
morning  ?" 

"  Oood-momin'  to  yourself,  Sister  Angela  I  How  does 
JOQ  do,  ma'am  ?  Lor',  Lor',  what  a  bnUe  I  made  no  more 
o'  walkin'  right  ober  me  an'  ef  I'd  been  his  ekals  !  Dear, 
dear,  chile  I  how  did  you  ebber  git  cross  de  river  ? — Lor'-a- 
massy !  npon  top  o'  me,  ef  dat  brute  ain't  tuk  all  my  breaf 
wid  de  scare  he's  put  on  me  I  Whose  little  gal  is  dat  ? 
Bot,  dear  me,  Sister — I  ax  yer  pardon,  ma'am — here  I  is 
talkin'  an'  keepin'  of  yer  in  de  cole  halL  Come  in  out'n 
de  cole,  sister  I  Come  out'n  de  cole,  chile ! — Here,  come 
inter  dis  parlor.  I  s'pose  dey's  made  a  fire  here  dis  mom- 
in'  1  leastways  I  hopes  dey  has,  dough  we's  bin  so  much 
tipso^  wid  what  has  happen',  an'  I  myseT  has  so  much  on 
my  TniW  dat  I'm  not  able  to  'tend  to  nothin',  an'  de  gals, 
an'  dat  good-for-nothiii'  ichite  nvjfjcr,  Briddy,  has  ebery 
thing  her  own  way  in  de  house,  which  likewise,  her  worfless, 
drunten  brudder,  Jimmy,  has  his  on  de  plantashun  I  It 
wer'  my  hopes  der'd  bo  a  change  1  Yes  1  here  is  a  fire  for  a 
won'er  I"  said  Dido,  as  having  waddled  to  a  door  on  the  left- 
hand  side  of  the  hall  she  opened  it,  and  admitted  the 
visitors  into  a  snug,  comfortable  parlor,  green  oarpeted  and 
green  curtained,  and  warmed  by  a  glowing  coal  fire  in  a 
grate.  **  Sit  down  an'  get  warm,  Sister,  honey  I  sit  down 
here  by  sister,  little  gal  I  dere's  room  for  both  ob  you  I"  said 
Dido,  wheeling  up  a  great  green  sofa  toward  the  fire. 
"  Get  out,  yer  brute  I — docs  dey  'vite  great  dogs  to  take  a 
•eat  in  de  parlor  where  you  come  from  ?" 

This  latter  courtesy  was  atMrcsscd  to  the  dog,  and  ac- 
companied by  a  menace  with  the  poker.  But  Fido,  who 
had  laid  himself  quietly  down  at  the  feet  of  his  mistress, 
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now  slightlj  rdsed  his  bead,  aiKl  replied  with  a  low  g^owt, 
which  rather  deci(}ed  Dido  not  to  prosecute  the  war  any 
farther. 

"  He  is  a  good-hearted  dog,  annty,  but  he  doesn't  know 
':ow  to  return  good  for  evil,  any  more  than  human  beings 
do,  and  so,  if  yon  speak  cross,  and  threaten  him,  he  will  be 
sure  to  growl  back  ;  and  if  you  were  to  strike  him,  he  mighi 
bite  you.  It  is  dogs'  nature,  you  know,  and  human  nature, 
too.  I  will  put  him  out  if  you  want  him  to  go,"  said  the 
little  girl. 

**  No,  let  him  stay  if  he'll  'have  hisself  proper,  honey,** 
said  Dido,  replacing  the  poker  in  its  ring. 

"And  now,  aunty,  will  you  reply  to  my  question,"  asked 
Sister  Angela,  **  and  tell  me  how  the  Colonel  is  this  morn- 
ing, and  whether  we  can  see  him  ?" 

"  De  Colonel  I  Ah,  chile  I  we's  all  poor  mortal  sinners  I 
Marsc  Colonel  'parted  dis  life  dis  mornin'  'bout  little  arter 
sunrise  I" 

"What  do  you  tell  me  I     That  Colonel  Malmaison — " 

**  Is  breave  his  las' — which  dere  ought  to  bin  crape  on  de 
door  to  warn  wisitors  o'  what  had  happen',  on'y  de  un'er- 
taker  is  not  riv,  and  derc's  no  crape  in  der  house." 

*'  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it  I" 

**  Oh,  it  don't  much  matter  'bout  it,  chile,  'cause  werry 
few  people  can  get  ober  here  dis  momin',  an'  de  crape  will 
be  on  all  right  an'  proper  afore  noon." 

'*  I  spoke  of  the  Colonel.  I  am  truly  grieved  to  hear  oft 
his  death.  How  is  his  daughter  ?  How  is  Mrs.  Malmaison^ 
poor  lady  ?" 

'*  Oh,  chile  I  done  shet  herse'f  up  in  her  room,  an'  won't 
let  any  body  come  near  her,  'cept'  'tis  dat  white  nigger, 
Briddy  Dirty  I" 

"  Poor  lady  !  I  will  remember  her  in  my  prayers ;  and 
you,  Genevieve,  must  say  the  rosary  of  the  Five  Doleful 
Mysteries  for  her.    Where  is  I'ridget  Dougherty  ?  can  you 
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iid  ber,  aantj,  and  call  her  to  me  f  I  mast  send  her  with 
taessage  to  her  mistress.  It  seems  very  hard  to  interrapt 
tbe  Itdy  in  her  retirement,  upon  such  an  occasion,  bat  as 
thii  ehild  concerns  her  more  than  any  one  else,  I  am  sore 
ibe  would  not  like  the  interrievir  to  be  delayed" 

"Yes,  chile,  I  know  where  to  come  at  she,"  said  Dido, 
tnuKQiiig  herself  oat  of  the  room. 

But  she  need  not  have  moved ;  for,  not  far  from  the  door, 
ibe  eame  fall  tilt  apoa  Bridget,  who  was  making  the  best 
of  ber  way  to  the  parlor. 


CHAPTER   VII. 

I  SISTSR      ANGELA. 

J 

I 

I  Oh  I  her  nalle,  It  seems  h&lf  holy, 

[  As  if  drawn  from  thoughts  more  tsLt 

Than  our  common  Jestings  are. 

And  If  any  pafnter  drew  her, 

He  would  draw  her,  nnaware, 
i  With  a  Ixaio  round  her  hair.— £.  B.  Brvtoning,   « 

Rkvirentially,  Bridget  Dougherty  saluted  the  Sister, 
wjd  Btood  waiting  her  commands. 

Sister  Angela  explained  her  wishes,  and  Bridget  left  the 
^^^  to  fulfill  them. 

And  while  the  woman  is  gone,  let  me  describe  the  fair 
PrI,  whose  enthusiasm  had  led  her  to  adopt  the  laborious 
and  sdf-denjing  life  of  a  Sister  of  Charity. 

She  was  of  medium  height,  slight  and  fragile  in  form, 
®'  Terr  fair,  transparent  complexion,  with  large  hollow, 
^^^vnj  blue  eyes,  and  a  pale,  high  forehead,  elevated  with 
**o«volence  and  veneration.  The  close  black  cap  and 
*^tle  bonnet  concealed  every  vestige  of  her  flaxen  hair, 
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while  the  ample  black  shawl  shrouded  the  outlines  of 
delicate  figure. 

A  stepmother  with  daughters  of  her  own,  and  then 
second  brood  of  children,  had  made  her  presence  unnecessi 
and  almost  unwelcome  in  her  father's  house,  while 
fervor  of  her  veneration  and  benevolence  had  impelled  hei 
the  ministering  life  of  a  self-dedicated  servant  of  the  poor, 
sick,  the  sinful,  and  the  imprisoned.  And  who  shall  bla 
her  zeal,  though  that  zeal  wasted  her  own  life,  while 
served  and  blessed  so  many  other  lives  ? 

When  Bridget  had  closed  the  door  behind  her,  Sis 
Ajigela turned  to  Genevieve,  who,  since  hearing  the  anoun 
ment  of  Colonel  Malmaison's  death,  had  remained  up  tol 
time  in  pensive  silence,  and  took  her  hand,  and  while  pre 
ing  it  afifectionatelj,  said, 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  my  dear  child,  but  I  hope  f 
believe  that  Mrs.  Malmaisou  will  prove  a  kind  friend 
you." 

"  I  do  not  mind  about  myself  at  all.     I  am  thinking  &b< 
the  old  gentleman.     It  must  be  so  sad  to  wait  and  long 
any  one's  coming,  and  then,  without  seeing  them,  die.    A 
Pather  Francis !     It  will  be  such  a  grievous  disappointmi 
to  him!" 

"  The  aged  man  rests  in  peace,  we  trust ;  Father  Fram 
as  a  faithful  servant  of  heaven,  will  bend  to  the  hand  ti 
never  wounds  but  to  heal." 

As  the  gentle  nun  ceased  speaking,  the  door  opened,  a 
Bridget  appeared  and  invited  ihem  to  walk  up  into  I 
mistress's  room,  where  the  latter  was  waiting  to  recei 
their  visit. 

Sister  Angela  and  Genevieve  arose,  and  Fido  got  up  a 
shook  himself,  preparatory  to  accompanying  them. 

But  the  child  laid  her  hand  upon  his  head,  and  bade  h 
remain  where  he  was  and  wait  for  their  return.    Ajid 
laid  himself  down  again  accordingly. 
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They  left  tbe  room,  passed  down  the  broad  hall,  and  up 
the  wide  staircase  that  led  to  an  upper  hall,  from  which 
three  doors  on  either  hand  led  into  different  suites  of  rooms. 
Thii  hall  was  furnished  as  a  library,  the  walls  being  lined 
with  book-cases  and  pictures,  after  the  following  manner : 
Orer  the  doors  were  hung  family  portraits,  while  the  spaces 
between  the  doors  were  fitted  up  with  well  filled  book- 
ihelfes.  A  green  carpet  on  the  floor,  a  round  reading- 
tihle  coTered  with  a  green  cloth,  a  settee,  and  several  easj- 
chun  covered  with  green  damask,  and  lastly,  a  tall  cylinder 
itore,  completed  the  appointments  of  the  hall  library,  which 
tenuoated  at  its  front  or  eastern  extremity,  in  a  green 
ortaioed  bay  window,  situated  immediately  over  the  main 
front  entrance  of  the  house. 

Bridget  conducted  the  visitors  up  the  whole  length  of 
thb  hall,  and  opening  the  last  door  on  the  left  hand,  ad* 
iDltted  them  into  a  room  immediately  over  the  parlor  into 
*hich  they  had  first  been  introduced. 

Tbe  waiting  woman  closed  the  door  and  retired.  And 
Sister  Angela  and  Genevieve  found  themselves  in  a  chamber, 
fitted  up  with  a  refinement  of  comfort  that  would,  at  any 
other  time,  have  arrested  their  attention.  The  bed-curtains, 
window  curtains,  and  chair  and  sofa  covers,  were  all  of  bluo 
utin  damask,  and  white  lace,  and  the  Brussels  carpet  was  of  a 
^hite  ground,  with  a  running  vine  of  blue  water  lilies.  A 
•creen  of  blue  and  white  silk,  with  a  transparency  representing 
Juno  throned  amid  the  clouds,  stood  before  the  glowing  grate. 

On  a  luxurious  couch,  amid  silk  covered  cushions  of 
^own,  reclined  the  lady.  "Without  risinpr,  she  motioned 
*^i^i» T  Angola  and  the  child  to  approach  and  be  seated. 

Sister  Angela  wheeled  up  a  low  sofa,  and  she  and  the 
iiiild  sat  down. 

The  nun,  in  a  gentle  voice,  bccran  to  express  her  sym- 
pathy and  condolence  with  the  lady  in  lier  bereavement. 

Bot  Mrs.  Malmaison,  whose  eyes  v  ere  riveted  opon  '«bc 
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face  of  the  little  girl,  suddenly  interrnpted  ber  by  inqniriiii 
abroptlj, 

"  Who  18  this  little  girl,  Sister  ?" 

"  I  beg  your  forgiveDess,  dear  lady,  I  should  bare  pn 
sented  her  in  another  moment — ^her  name  is  Genem? 
Lagloricnse,  madame." 

The  name  was  heard  with  scarcely  a  perceptible  stai 
and  change  of  color,  and  a  tremor  qaickly  controlled  b 
the  lady,  as  she  extended  her  hand  to  welcome  the  child. 

"  She  comes  from  the  village  of  Eyrie,  and  brings  a  lettc 
of  introduction,"  continued  Sister  Angela. 

The  lady  took  the  letter,  and  her  fingers  trembled  86  sh 
examined  the  superscription  and  the  seaL  Presently  sKi 
said, 

"  You  are  both  aware  that  all  scaled  packets  that  eoni 
addressed  to  the  late  Colonel  Malmaison  must  remain  wit 
their  seals  unbroken  until  after  the  reading  of  his  will,  whe 
the  legal  executor  appointed  by  that  will,  shall  hare  it 
sole  privilege  of  opening  them." 

"  No — we  did  not  know  that,"  said  the  simple  nun. 

"  It  is  so,  however,"  replied  the  lady. 

And  then — ostensibly  as  a  matter  of  legal  etiquette  an 
propriety — but  really  as  a  piece  of  policy  to  gain  time  to  ri 
cover  complete  composure,  and  to  be  unobserved  while  reac 
ing  it,  Mrs.  Malmaison  placed  the  letter,  with  its  seal  sti 
unbroken,  on  the  satin-wood  stand  beside  her,  and  intimate 
that  their  interview  was  at  an  end,  saying, 

"  You  will  easily  excuse  me,  dear  sister  Angela,  when 
tell  you  that  many  nights  of  unremitted  watching  hav 
quite  exhausted  my  strength,  and  make  repose  a  vital  nc 
cessity." 

''  But  this  little  girl,  madame ;  from  all  that  I  can  undei 
stand,  her  arrival  here  was  expected,  or  at  least  very  muei 
desired  by  Colonel  Malmaison,  and  I  brought  her  under  th 
impression  that  she  would  remain  here  for  the  present  i 
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JmI,*  aid  the  Sister,  looking  in  sarpriBe  and  perplexity 
from  the  lady  to  the  child. 

"And  I  must  beg  yon,  dear  Sister  Angela,  to  take  charge 
of  her  for  the  present.  At  snch  a  sorrowful  time  as  this,  a 
btit  girl,  a  stranger,  conld  scarcely  find  our  troubled  home 
endQiible,  or  any  member  of  the  household  sufficiently  dis- 
cmbanissed  to  attend  properly  to  her  comfort.  Pray, 
belie?e  that  in  recommending  her  return  with  you  to  the 
ujlam,  I  consult  her  best  welfare,"  said  the  lady  in  a  tone 
•0  gentle,  and  with  a  look  so  tender  and  winning,  that 
Sister  Angela  lost  sight  of  the  real  unkiudness,  inhospitality, 
SBd  discourtesy  of  the  act,  and  at  once  accepted  her  ex- 
pitottion  9S  perfectly  reasonable  and  satisfactory. 

She  arose,  and  with  Genevieve,  made  her  adicns  and 
left 

A  few  minntes  passed,  dnring  which  the  lady,  with  her 
^rhead  raised  upon  her  elbow,  listened  to  the  sound  of 
their  retreating  footsteps,  until  they  passed  out  of  hearing. 
Still  she  listened  until  she  heard  the  outside  door  open  and 
fchnt.  Then  she  arose  and  went  to  the  front  window  and 
matched  until  she  saw  the  white  mule  led  up  to  the  steps  of 
the  porch,  and  the  nun  get  into  the  saddle,  and  the  child 
climb  to  the  pillion  behind  her,  and  the  animal  set  off  in  a 
Fober  jorr-trot  down  the  avenue  that  let  to  the  bridal-path 
^ofn  the  hill. 

^hen  she  left  the  window,  returned  to  her  seat  on  the 
w'*,  took  np  the  letter  and  broke  the  seal. 

As  she  read,  her  cheeks'  faint  color  ebbed  and  flowed, 
"*'  bosom  heaved,  her  limbs  trembled.  More  than  once 
hh^  n^elfd  as  she  sat,  and  threw  her  hand  up  to  her  forehead 
*•  if  to  compel  self-possession.  Her  senses  were  on  the 
'•^n  for  external  sounds,  too.  Hearing  footsteps  in  the 
"•^1  below,  and  dreading:  lest  any  one  should  ascend  the 
•^Nand  enter  her  chamber,  and  discover  her  in  her  present 
'^  of  agitation,  she  arose  and  went  to  the  door  and 
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secured  it.    And  then,  instead  of  returning  to  her  Bof%  i 
walked  up  and  down  the  floor,  muttering  with  pale  lips, 

"It  is  as  I  almost  knew  at  once.  This  child  is  1 
daughter  of  Eustace  Malmaison,  and  the  heiress  of  all  t 
property.  And  of  all  persons  on  earth,  Francois  I 
glorieuse  has  brought  her  home  1  Can  he  know  of  Eustaci 
whereabout  ?  At  all  events  a  meeting  must  be  prevenl 
between  them." 
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Cannt  thon  forget  tliat  sad,  that  solemn  day 

When  victim  at  yon  altar'n  Tout  I  lay  ; 

Canst  thou  furget  what  tears  that  moment  fell, 

When  warm  with  youth,  I  badi>  the  world  farewell, 

As  with  cold  lips  I  klMsed  the  sacred  vail, 

The  shrines  all  trembled  and  the  lamps  grew  pale  7 — Fop€. 

Some  days  had  passed.  The  weather  continued  sever 
cold,  and  the  mountain  roads  were  impassable. 

The  funeral  of  Colonel  Malmaison  had  taken  pla 
Upon  account  of  the  impracticable  state  of  the  roads,  \ 
solemnity  had  been  but  thinly  attended. 

After  the  funeral  the  will  had  been  read  in  the  presei 
of  all  the  household,  and  all  the  guests  who  returned  fr 
the  burial  ground  and  remained,  from  motives  of  friendsh 
self-interest,  or  mere  idle  curiosity,  to  hear  how  the  v 
Malmaison  estate  had  beeu  devised. 

The  will  was  made  in  sole  favor  of  Ada  Malmaison,  f 
her  son  Austin.  The  landed  estate  and  personal  prope 
was  left  divided  nearly  equally  between  the  mother  f 
son  during  the  life  of  the  former ;  at  her  death  the  wh 
was  to  descend  to  the  latter.     Ada  Malmaison  and  Era 
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ThofDorton  were  appointed  gaanlians  to  the  child,  and 
aecDtors  of  the  will. 

Alter  the  reading  was  completed,  the  household  and  the 
pnests  separated  to  talk  over  the  provisions  of  the  will. 
5o  mention  had  been  made  of  the  ])rodigal  son,  or  of  the 
kst  dtoghter  of  that  house.  Many  who  had  stayed  to  that 
mdlD^,  had  done  so  in  the  hope  of  again  hearing  the 
naiDes  of  the  jonth  and  maiden,  whose  disa))pearance  ten 
Tctrs  before,  had  ever  since  been  the  standing  romance  and 
mystery  of  the  valley,  and  to  whose  fate  they  had  hoped  by 
nwiis  of  the  will  to  obtain  a  cine.  But  the  name  of 
Eustace  and  Eustacia  were  not  mentioned  in  the  will,  nor 
»a?  their  existence  alluded  to  by  any  member  of  the  family. 
Ar.i]  in  all  that  concerned  their  fate  the  guests  went  away 
5"  ^'isor  than  they  came.  But  all  departed,  wondering 
'^^:i>\  over  the  unknown  history  of  the  missing  son  and 
"•■i^-'litvF,  and  praising  again  the  beauty,  and  goodness,  and 
''t  l"Ttfiiii.»-^  ortlio  youncr  and  wi«lowcd  mistress  of  Mount 
^'•nn,  fair  A'la  Malniai>on. 

The  iJay  after  the  fumral,  tlio  AI»b(»s.s  paced  up  and  down 
•r parlor.  Sho  was  alono,  and  wailing  the  return  of  Bro- 
^''*r  I*et»*r,  the  porter,  wljoni  .slw*  had  S'»nt  on  an  errand. 
^*">*  the  first  or  the  soc«^nd  time  had  >lio  tliu^  sent  him,  and 
^^»n?awai:e'l  him. 

The  Abbt'ss  has  chancred  in  tlie  fi-w  days  since  we  first 
"^■licM  h'.r.      Il'-r  face.  Uvin  pale  and  thin,  has  become  jnil- 
■'^  ami  fharpenr-l.      II'T  manner,  I'nua  tlioiiLrlitful,  has  be- 
^■•Hii.'  i:!oo!nv,  with  alternations  of  nervnu-n*^^. 

*Vic  was  ah>ne — -lie  cowh]  not  bear  th^  lonk  of  anvof  lier 
^'^••>.  She  l;a(i  not  sl*pt  si!w«'  that  s;<»r:ny  niirht,  and  her 
' '■»<■>>  niav  be  bv  tiie  most  si'npl'.'-inint^"il  ani'»n'r  tliem  re- 
*'n^«l  hai'lv  to  the  events  «•["  tint  ev'i.in-  Sli-  f..lt  thnt, 
•'I'i  rli.v*.^   to  avoi<l   <)]'i  «rv;;V<M    r.  ■   i^i  .-^      •  '..- •      e  v.^j^t'^rit 

''itli  prudence.     She  paused  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  her 
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hurried  and  impatieut  walk,  when  she  heard  the  outer  doo^ 
open. 

Another  moment,  and  the  old  porter  ente]:ed  the  room. 

"  Well,  Brother  Peter  ?  Well  ?"  she  exclaimed,  hurry- 
ing to  meet  him — but  suddenly  recollecting  and  checkiocp 
herself,  she  said,  more  calmly — **  Did  you  sncceed  in  deliver* 
ing  the  note,  Brother  Peter  ?" 

"No,  reverend  Mother,''  answered  the  porter,  who  w^M 
old  and  gray,  and  withered  enough  to  be  the  grandfather 
of  her  whom  he  so  addressed — '*  no,  reverend  Mother — th^ 
good  Priest  still  lies  insensible  to  all  around  him,  nor  can 
they  tell  whether  he  will  ever  speak  again  1" 

A  tighter  clench  of  the  clasped  hands,  a  firmer  pressnra 
of  the  lips  together — no  other  token  of  emotion  escaped 
the  Abbess. 

^*  Aud  the  note,  Druther  PeLcr?" 

"  Here  it  is,  revcren<l  Mother,"  answered  the  porter,  put- 
ting in  her  hands  a  small  envelope — "the  woman  at  the 
house  wanted  me  to  leave  it  with  her,  but  I  told  her  it  was 
of  no  consequence  to  be  left." 

**  Thank  you,  Brother  Peter — you  may  go  now.  Go  to 
the  refectory  and  get  something  comfortable.  I  may  send 
for  you  again  this  afternoon.  We  must  not  neglect  a  dying 
Brother,  you  know.  Remember  him  in  your  prayers,  good 
Brother  Peter.     Farewell.     BeneJicUej  benedicUe/* 

Brother  Peter  retired. 

The  Abbess  dropped  upon  her  knees,  and  bowed  her  face, 
with  its  streaming  tears,  npon  her  hands. 

"A  lady  to  see  the  Mother  Superior,"  announced  the 
Sister  portress,  ushering  a  visitor  into  the  parlor — a  slender, 
graceful,  gliding  woman,  dressed  in  deep  mourning. 

The  Abbess  arose  hurriedly,  turned  to  escape  from  the 
room,  and  stood — face  to  face  with  Ada  Malmaison. 

A  half-snppressed  cry  escaped  her  lips,  as  she  sank  down 
into  the  nearest  seat. 
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Tke  Tiritor  was  perfectlj  calm — she  took  a  chair,  drew  it 
ip  opposite  to  that  of  the  Abbess,  and  said, 

"It  is  a  long  time  since  we  two  hare  met,  Lady  Abbess  1" 

"It is!  whjT  are  you  here  now?"  asked  the  nnn,  in  a 
isep,  hoskjT  tone. 

"The  erent  that  has  just  transpired.  Mother  Agatha 
light  well  explain  my  visit  to  yon.  Well  I  know  how  yoa 
■1st  hare  suffered  while  that  soul  was  passing — " 

"Yes  I  yes  I  masses  have  been  offered,  and  are  still  of- 
ftitd,  for  the  repose  of  his  soul.  Prayers  and  fasts  and 
vigils  of  those  more  worthy  than  I,  shall  still  plead  for  him  I 
Bat  DeTer  would  that  event  you  just  referred  to  have  brought 
JM  here  I     What  was  it,  then  ?" 

"Your  prescience  informs  you  that  the  death  of  Colonel 
Malmaison  diil  not  occasion  my  visit  to  you — does  it  not 
•Is)  teach  you  ichai  did  bring  inc  here  ?*' 

The  Abbess  was  silrnt. 

The  eyes  of  Ada  fell  upon  the  note,  that  lay  unheeded  on 
the  table.     She  took  it  up. 

"  This,  then,  is  what  broujrht  me  hither.  I  knew,  be- 
fore setfinir  this  note — for  I,  too,  have  some  gift  in  presci- 
ence-—that  you  \fere  tempted  to  break  oar  compact — and 
tWBper  with,  at  least,  if  not  profane  all  your  obligations, 
f^Hpons  and  secular !" 

"This  to  me  ?" 

"Ay!  for  what  does  this  mean  ?"  she  said,  reading  the 
''•P^r^cription — "  *  To  Father  Francois  Laglorieuse.  The 
Kers.  Evrie!'" 

"Open  it,  and  see!  Yes!  since  you  have  touched  it 
'Md  it,  and  see  !" 

"Are  you  really  iu  eanicst,  or  is  this  merely  bravado, 
Ud?  Abbe<s  ?" 

"Read!  road  !'• 

"Very  well,  then,  I  will,"  said  Mrs.  .Malmaison,  opening 
tht  imall  billet,  and  reading — 
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"*  Convent  of  St.  Genevieve,  January  Qih^  18— 
"'Father  Francois: — 

*'  *  The  little  girl,  Geneviepe,  whom  joa  dispatched 
from  Eyrie  to  Moant  Sterm,  has,  for  several  reasons,  too 
lengthy  to  here  explain,  found  a  temporary  home  at  our 
house,  where  we  should  be  glad  to  see  yon,  when  you  shall 
be  able  to  travel. 

*"  Your  Sister  in  Religion, 

"'AGATHA, 

**  *  Mother  Superior.'  ^ 

She  folded  the  note,  and  restored  it  to  its  envelope-^all 
in  silence.  At  last  she  raised  her  eyes  furtively,  to  meet 
the  burning  gaze  of  the  Abbess  fixed  upon  her  face.  Drop- 
ping her  lids,  to  avoid  that  searching  look,  she  asked, 

*^And  is  this  all?" 

"All  I" 

**  And  you  have  given  him  no  clue  ?" 

"Nonel" 

Ada  again  raised  the  note  to  her  eyes,  and  examined  the 
Buperscriplion. 

*' Ay,  look!"  said  the  Abbess,  "does  that  tremulous,  un-^ 
certain  tracing  resemble  the  fuir,  characterless,  Italian  hanj 
writing  you  knew  of  old  ?" 

"  No,  for  it  is  not  the  same — ^not  written  even  by  the 
same  person.     This  is  the  writing  of  some  aged  hand." 

**  You  are  right — it  was  written  at  my  dictation  by  Mo- 
ther Monica." 

**  And  whij  was  it  written  ?" 

"  Does  not  your  *  gift  of  prescience'  inform  you  of  that, 
too  ?" 

"  No  1  for  you  write  to  him,  withholding  the  name  by 
which  you  were  known  in  the  world ;  you  send  for  him  to 
come  hither,  yet  know  well  that  you  cannot  meet  him  with- 
out sin,  nor  even  make  known  yoar  existence  to  him,  with- 
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Mt  a  Tiolation  of  yoar  oath.  No,  Lady  I  no  gift  of  pre- 
ideDce  of  miney  can  explain  a  coarse  so  inconsisteni/'  said 
Adi^  in  her  sweet,  pnre,  silvery  tones — ^her  eyes  still  cast 
don,  for  the  eyes  of  the  hnn  were  still  bnming  upon  her. 

"And  is  there— oh!  woman  I — in  yonr  own  breast,  no 
boiQ  tenderness,  that  can  by  sympathy  plead  for  me? 
SciTce  ten  years  ago — ^yon  by  death — I  by  a  doom  worse 
tba  death — lost  all  that  was  most  dear  to  ns.  And  now 
—oh!  yon  know  it  has  been  said  that — 'A  living  sorrow  is 
is^tely  hkrder  to  bear  than  a  dead  onl  1' " 

"A.  foolish  saying." 

Tea,  if  taken  literally — ^bnt  we  understand  it,  madamel 
when  the  grave  has  covered  our  beloved,  the  worst  that  we 
c»n  goffer  through  them  is  over — as  in  the  case  of  you  and 
bim  you  lost.  But  when  they  still  live  and  suffer — oh  1 
Ada  1  you  asked  me  why  I  sent  for  him  to  come  here — it 
WIS  that  1  might — unseen,  look  upon  him  from  behind  the 
'larkeucd  cloister — unheard,  unsuspected — hear  the  tones 
of  his  voice  ouce  more.  Then  ne  would  have  gone  away 
oneonscious  of  my  having  been  so  near  him,  unconscious 
ofmy  verv  existence — and  /,  oh  I  Ada!  I  should  have  had 
some  drops  of  the  elixir  of  life  to  have  lived  upon  1  for  each 
*^adc  of  exi>ression  on  that  face,  each  inflection  of  tone  in 
tbatYoice,  each  attitude  and  movement  would  have  wrought 

• 

J*'*«f  into  my  brain  and  heart,  and  become  a  part  of  my 
^'•^^,  and  reproduced  itself  continually  throujrh  all  the  days 
*nfi  Weeks  and  months  and  year?,  I  may  still  have  to  bear 
^\^  'ifc !"  said  the  Abbess,  twisting  and  wringing  together 
^^f  pale  fincrors. 

"What  infatuation  1     Why  do  you  rave  in  this  way  to 

ine?*» 

**  Why  ?  I  cannot  toll !  perhaps  it  is  because  you  have 
*^'^^binp  new  to  learn  of  me  as  others  miirht  have ;  because 
y^tknow  my  ghastly  story  as  others  do  not — cannot;  and 
^^^ttose  to  TOO  I  must  speak,  or  this  beating  heart  must 
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break  I    Ton  ask  me  for  what  purpose  I  had  sent  for  hi 
to  come  hither.     I  have  told  yoa.    Yoa  see  it  was  not 
break  my  promise  to  you." 

"  Bat  yoa  would  have  broken  your  oath.  Yoar  oath  w 
— never  to  see  Francois  Laglorieuse  again,  and  never  to  ma 
yoar  existence  known  to  him  1" 

"  Never  to  make  my  existence  known  to  him  I  I  nei 
contemplated  doing  so  for  a  moment — but  never  to  see  b 
in  the  way  I  named — oh  I  Ada  I  sureJy  that  was  not  t 
terms  of  the  proraise^or  if  it  was  the  literal^  it  was  not  1 
implied  meaning  1  how  could  it  have  been  ?  how  could 
have  sworn  never  to  see  him,  when  I  might  not  have  be 
able  to  avoid  seeing  him,  when  I  might  have  seen  him  ( 
cidentaHv  ?" 

"If  your  mind  were  not  weakened  and  obscured,  y 
would  never  deceive  yourself,  or  hope  to  deceive  me, 
such  poor  sophistry.     We  all  know  that  an  oath  is  bind! 
in  its  literal  meaning.     And  you  are  bound  by  yours  nei 
to  look  upon  Francois  Laglorieuse  again." 

"  Ada  1  Ada  1  you  can  release  me  from  that  part  of  t 
promise,  and  you  will !  Let  me  see  him  once  more — ^let  i 
hear  him  once  more — but  once  more—" 

"What  madness  I" 

"  But  once  more,  Ada  I" 

"It  is  insanity  to  think  of  such  a  thing  1" 

"  Oh  I  Ada  1  what  harm  could  the  granting  of  this  f^ 
do  ?" 

"  What  good  could  possibly  come  of  it  ?" 

"Ohl  Ada  I  my  heart  is  starving!" 

"  A  woman's  infatuation  about  a  man  she  has  once  Ioy 
is  proverbial,  I  know.     Yet  by  experience  I  know  not 
it,  and  by  nothing  in  my  own  nature  can  I  imagine  it, 
onderstand  yours.     Methinks  if  I  had  proved  a  man 
doubly-dyed  traitor,  I  should  be  able  to  disengage  my  son 
life  from  bis,  I  should  shake  him  off  into  the  fire  of  t 
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tkooe  he  spnuig — eren  as  St  Paal  shook  off  the  ser- 
peDt" 

"Yet  I  coald  not,  and  cannot.  I  know  the  eyidence  was 
itnmg,  was  convincing — and  to  me  it  was  overwhelming— 
ball  Yet  I  communing  with  my  heart  of  hearts,  I  cannot 
teolize  or  believe  it  I  have  almost  distrusted  the  evidence 
of  Bj  own  ejes  and  ears,  as  well  as  of  those  more  impartial^ 
edol  aad  collected,  and  therefore  more  trustworthy  than 
■Tsein  And  yet  all  night  I  fold  that  little  child  to  mj 
bourn  with  a  comfort — oh  1  a  comfort  that  I  should  die  in 
ksing.  Her  sweet  brow  and  eyes  plead  his  cause  to  me 
erery  hour  I  No  evil  could  spring  from  a  spirit  throned 
vpoa  such  a  brow,  looking  from  such  eyes  as  hers,  and  her 
«Tes  and  brow  are  his.  Oh !  Ada  1"  said  the  Abbess,  in  her 
^p  and  thrilling  tones,  **  I  must  see  him  once  again  I" 

"It  cannot  be  I  do  you  not  know  that  you  are  not  now 
a  responsible,  moral  agent  ?     Could  you  dare,  with  so  little 
Kjf-control  as  you  seem  to  have  now,  to  trust  yourself  near 
^im?    For,  if  you  couUl,  /  could  not  trust  you — no!  no 
flJore  than  I  cuuld  trust  a  maniac,  for  you  would  speak  to 
l»iin,  if  you  were  sure  of  losing  your  soul  by  it  1     I  know 
JOQ,  Abl)es5  !  better  than  you  know  yourself  I     I  know  of 
old  that  impulsive,  almost  reckless  nature  of  yours  I   Thank 
lieaven  that  a  '  hedge  of  thorns'  closes  you  into  a  straight 
and  narrow  path  of  safety,  and  do  not  tear  your  flesh  and 
filled  your  blood  in  trying  to  scale  or  break  through  the  in- 
accessible barrier.     Do  not  send  for  him  again.     Do  not 
at*.*rmpt  to  see  him,  or  be  seen  by  him.     Do  not  directly, 
or  indirectly,  any  thing  that  shall  in  any  way  lead  him  to 
kouw,  or  even  to  suspect,  yoiir  existence,  or  that  of — my 
€:*:.'  for  from  all   this  does  your  sacred  oath  debar  you, 
which,  if  it  be  broken — hear  nie  1  so  help  mc,  heaven  !   I 
give  up  to  the  world  my  share  of  this  secret,  and  retire  from 
this  country,  leaving  you  all  to  that  ruin  which  you  will 
haTt  palled  down  upon  your  own  heads  I 
5 
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"  Ada  I  for  the  lore  of  Heaven  1" 

"  You  think  me  cruel,  and  I  think  yoif — mad  I    We 
both  wrong,  perhaps  1     Come  let  ns  reason  together — let 
US  understand  each  other  better.     In  your  present  state  of 
agitation,  jon  must  not  think  of  having  him  here.     And  for 
the  present — " 

**  Oh,  Ada,  for  the  present  I  know  as  well  as  you  ^o,  It 
is  impossible.  For  he  lies  very  ill,  Ada,  and  they  say  it  if 
uncertain  whether  he  will  ever  rise  from  that  bed." 

**  Better,  far  better,  for  all  concerned,  if  he  never  did— 
that  is — if  such  were  the  will  of  Heaven." 

"  He  vrill  rise  !  he  will  not  die  now  1  Heaven  will  not  be 
deaf  to  the  prayers  and  tears  of  one  who  has  suffered  and 
expiated  so  much  as  I  have.     He  will  recover!" 

**  And  if  he  does?" 

"  He  will  journey  hither  to  see  this  child — she  will  be 
sent  to  him  in  the  common  parlor.  I  shall  see  him  and 
hear  him  from  behind  the  grating;  myself  unseen,  my  pre- 
sence unsuspected,  as  I  said  I" 

"And  then  ?" 

"  He  will  depart,  unconscious  of  the  fact  that  I  had  been  so 
near  him — unconscious  of  the  fact  of  my  being  in  existence.'' 

"  And  then  ?" 

"  But  I  shall  have  seen  and  heard  him,  and  shall  haTB 
the  memory  of  that  interview  to  live  on,  through  all  the 
weary,  dreary  years  of  my  future  life." 

**  What  else  ? — will  any  other  blessings  have  accmed 
from  the  visit  ?" 

"  Yes  I  he  will  have  left  me  his  child  I" 

"  *  His — child  I' "  repeated  Ada,  slowly,  looking  furtirelj 
yet  deeply  into  the  face  of  the  nun. 

"  Yes !  his  child,  Genevieve  1  Good  Heaven  I  did  jou 
imagine  I  did  not  know  her  again  ?" 

"  *  Not — know — her — again  V  "  slowly  echoed  the  ladj^ 
looking  with  almost  irrepressible  amazement,  yet  with  a 
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ieaitliingy  stealthy  glance  at  the  downcast  face  of  the 
Abbess. 

"Ay  !  did  jon  think  that  I  should  not  know  he;  again, 
though  I  have  not  seen  her  since  that  day,  when  an  infant, 
ike  was  borne  out  from  L'Hospital  des  Belles-CEavres,  in 
the  arms  of  that  man." 

While  the  Abbess  spoke,  a  change  had  again  passed  over 
the  face  of  the  lady,  and  she  answered,  calmly — 

"  I  am  surprised  that  you  should  have  recognized  her.  It 
most  hare  been  a  Tery  painful  recognition." 

"  Oh  I  it  was  I  it  was  I  and  yet  when  I  gathered  her  to 
my  bosom  that  night — oh  !  the  inexpressible  comfort  that 
infused  itself  into  my  heart  It  seemed  so  good  to  have 
her  there  1  What  a  strange  fatality  was  that  which  brought 
her  to  my  door — she  was  sent  to  Mount  Storm  ! — the  tem- 
pest drove  her  in  here.  What  a  recognition  1  She  had  a 
letter  directed  to  ColoQel  Malmaisou.  She  was  sent  really 
to  you,  I  suppose,  Ada." 

"  Yes — she  was  sent  to  me.  The  letter,  as  you  may 
judge,  was  a  mere  passport  to  mv  presence,  carefully  worded, 
of  course,  lest  it  should  fall  into  other  hands.  I  destroyed 
iU  And  now  let  us  leave  the  subject  of  the  child,  and  re- 
turn to  that  which  led  to  it." 

'*  Not  yet.  That  child  told  me  that  she  was  expected  by 
Colonel  Malmaison.  That  a  letter  had  been  received  by 
Francois  Laglorieuse,  inquiring  for  her,  and  desiring  her 
presence — which  -was  the  cau>e  of  her  being  brought  over. 
That  part  uf  her  statement  iillcd  me  with  perplexity.  Can 
you  explain  it  V^ 

**  Ctfriaiuly — Colonel  Malmaison  lias  always  been  kind 
and  indulgent  to  me.  I  naturally  fell  an  interest  in  that 
little  girl,  of  whom  I  had  never  lost  trace,  I  assure  you. 
At  laat  I  told  him  of  an  orphan  7iiece  1  had  in  France — 
and  he  wrote  the  letter  of  which  the  child  spoke,"  said  the 
lady,  quietly. 
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"  Toa  are  kind  I  yon  are  not  stern  I"  nid  the  Abbao^ 

puttiDg  out  her  hand,  and  taking  and  pressing  that  of  her 
visitor.  "  You  are  tender-hearted,  and  yon  will  do  yet  more 
than  yon  hare  done  I — ^yon  will  release  me  from  that  clause 
of  ray  oath  that  debars  me  from  seeing  Francois  again  1" 

"  Never  I"  exclaimed  Ada ;  and  there  was  a  new  earnest- 
ness in  her  tone,  that  impressed  the  nnn  with  the  force  of 
unrelenting  fate. — ''Never!  for  it  would  be  a  sin !  Know 
that  it  is  impossible,  and  think  no  more  of  it  You  cannot 
leave  this  convent.  He  must  not  be  permitted  to  approach 
its  sacred  walls.  He  must  see  and  take  leave  of  this  child ; 
but  I  myself  will  convey  her  to  Eyrie  for  that  purpose.  She 
has  been,  as  you  surmised — consigned  to  my  guardianship. 
Sacrifice  your  sinful  and  insane  desire  to  see  this  double- 
dyed  traitor  again — and  this  child,  since  her  presence  is  a 
comfort  to  you — shall  remain  here  as  long  as  you  will.  At- 
tempt to  evade  your  oath,  and  be  seen  by  this  man,  and  yon 
bring  destruction  upon  all  I-^for  then,  as  Heaven  hears  me, 
I  will  speak  what  1  know  I"  / 

A  half-suppressed  cry — and  the  hands  she  had  been  writh* 
ing  and  twisting  together,  wrenched  apart — and  the  nan 
flung  herself  forward  at  the  feet,  and  clasped  the  knees  of 
the  lady,  and  with  all  the  burning  eloquence  of  passionate 
sorrow,  poured  forth  her  prayer  for  mercy — ^for  pity. 

"  Rise  1  rise  I  Agatha  I  you  are  frantic  1  some  one  may 
come  I"  exclaimed  the  lady,  as  nearly  alarmed  as  one  of  her 
cold  blood,  clear  head,  and  steady  nerves  could  be  I  She 
might  as  well  have  talked  to  a  fire  or  a  flood.  At  last,  slip* 
ping  away  from  the  clasping  arms  of  the  prostrate  womai^ 
she  went  and  locked  the  door,  and  then  returned,  and  ad» 
dressed  herself  to  soothing  the  mourner,  even  while  die 
steadily  refused  her  prayer. 

At  length  the  agony  of  grief  was  over — the  tempest  of 
Bobs  and  tears  had  exhausted — without^  alas  1  much  relier* 
ing  their  sabject    And  then  the  lady  arose  to  leave  the 
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r,  sajiog,  as  she  bade  adien :  ''  Yon  will  not  send  an- 
other sole  or  message  to  the  Tillage  of  Eyrie.  I  will  see 
Mi  spon  the  subject  of  Vivia." 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE     PRIEST. 

Ah !  weary  prtect,  with  pale  huids  prwed 

Ob  thy  throbbing  brow  of  pain, 
Bafled  ia  thy  lU;»-loiiff  qoMt, 
OTer-wom  with  tolling  T&ln, 
How  ill  thj  troubled  mniingi  fit 

Tb«  holy  qaiet  of  n  breut 

With  the  DoTe  of  Peaoe  at  rewt 
Sweetly  brooding  OTor  i\.—WhiUter. 

Xo  matter  how  great  has  been  the  burden   of   regret, 
imef,  or  anxiety  that  has  oppressed  us — and  we  have  had 
^'ir  share  of  each — we  have  seldom  fallen,  upon  days  so 
enl,  when  the  lovely,  the   plorious,  and   even   the   awfnl 
pitases  of  nature,  have  not  ministered  to  our  spirit's  need, 
have  not  soothed,  sustained  and  consoled  us — when  the  ge- 
nial, vivifying  sunshine,  and  the  blooming  flowers,  and  the 
fruitful  trees  and  vines  have  not  breathed  to  us  of  Divine 
\oTt',  when  the  lofty  mountain  and  the  shadowy  forest  have 
not  spoken  to  us  of  Divine  protection,  and  when  even  the 
terrific  storm  has  not  thundered  the  presence   of   Divine 
power.     Therefore  have  we  always  worshiped  nature  only 
less  than  nature*s  God. 

No  matter  how  humble  the  house,  how  small  the  chamber, 
and  how  low  the  roof  that  sheltered  us,  if  its  windows  did 
bat  look  out  upon  the  never- wearying,  ever  beautiful  face 
of  our  common  mother,  that  only  face  whose  infinite  variety 
••  age  cannot  wither,  nor  custom  stale." 
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No  tenement  conld  be  much  hnmbler  or  more  common^ 
place  in  its  appearance  and  character,  than  the  little  Yillagt 
inn  at  Eyrie.  And  no  tenement  could  be  placed  in  tlw 
midst  of  more  sablime  and  beaatiful  scenery.  It  was  built 
when  the  road  was  first  opened,  and  the  stage-road  laid  off 
across  the  monntains,  as  a  place  to  refresh  the  passengeri^ 
and  rest  or  change  the  horses.  The  range  of  moantains 
throngh  which  this  route  passed,  was,  from  their  beiog 
bristled  all  over  from  base  to  summit  with  quill-lilce  pine 
and  cedar  trees,  called  the  Porcupines.  Through  the  most 
*'  feasible"  gorge  of  the  Porcupines  the  turnpike  was  laid 
out,  and  in  the  most  accessible  spot  the  inn  was  erected.  It 
was  a  very  plain,  double-fronted,  two-storied  house,  bnilt 
of  rough  hewn  rock,  and  fronting  southeast,  while  behind  it 
arose  a  gigantic  ridge  of  rocks,  quilled  over  with  sharp  look- 
ing evergreens  and  mountain  thorns,  and  thence  called  the 
Porcupine's  Rock.  This  towering  pile  of  rocks  and  pines 
and  cedars,  effectually  protected  the  building  from  the  fierce 
northwest  winds  of  winter,  and  from  the  burning  aftemooa 
sun  of  summer.  While  between  the  back  of  the  building 
and  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  there  was  ground  enough  for 
a  spacious  yard,  and  all  the  out-buildings  necessary  for  a 
country  inn. 

Before  the  house  grew  two  great,  old  gnarled  and  twisted 
elm-trees,  that  in  the  forenoon  shaded  the  upper  and  lower 
piazzas  that  ran  along  the  front  of  the  house.  At  the  south* 
west  corner  of  the  house,  from  a  post  and  an  extension 
beam,  looking  dismally  like  a  gallows,  hung  the  tavern  sign* 
end  a  pair  of  crossed  keys. 

Around  every  country  tavern,  if  it  only  stands  long 
enough,  will  gather  in  course  of  time  a  hamlet  Such  a 
hamlet  collected  around  the  Keys.  First,  on  the  same  side 
of  the  street,  just  below  the  sign,  was  opened  a  countij 
store  that  supplied  the  neighboring  district  with  eveiy  Be* 
cessary  in  the  grocery,  dry  goods,  hardware,  druggist,  shoe 
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maker,  fancy  and  confectionery  line.  Then,  on  the  same 
ride,  just  above  the  hotel,  where  a  mountain  torrent,  now 
bridged  over,  dashed  across  the  road,  came  a  milW  Then, 
as  a  steep  hill  at  either  extremity  rather  shortened  the 
street,  the  new-comers,  instead  of  extending  their  buildings 
on  the  same  side  with  the  hotel,  began  to  erect  tenements 
OQ  the  opposite  side,  which  was  soon  taken  up  by  a  black- 
amltb's  shop,  built  just  across  the  street  from  the  country 
store — a  lawyer's  office  and  dwelling  house  all  in  one,  oppo- 
site the  hoteV,  a  doctor's  home  and  office  opposite  the  mill 
— and,  lastly,  a  shoemaker's  shop,  and  a  carpenter's  shop 
opposite  the  mill-stream.  Behind,  as  a  sort  of  suburb,  were 
the  small  cabins  of  wood-cutters,  farm-laborers,  and  other 
rery  poor  country  peoi)le,  of  that  forlorn,  destitute,  and  de- 
graded class,  called  by  the  negroes,  poor  "White  Her- 
ring?." 

Thus,  yon  perceive  that  the  village  of  Eyrie,  though  in 
that  wild  and  sparsely  settled  neighborhood  enjoying  quite 
a  local  celebrity,  was,  in  fact,  only  a  small  mountain  hamlet 
built  along  one  street,  and  consisting  of  less  than  a  half- 
d'>zon  shops,  offn'cs,  and  dwelling  houses,  collected  aronnd 
its  first  nucleus,  the — hotel ;  and  onl>i(lc  of  them  a  few 
scattered  huts  seeming  to  play  at  hide-and-seek  among  the 
rocks  and  ravines  of  the  mountain-i)ass. 

To  return  to  the  inn.  In  the  second-floor  chamber,  at 
the  southeast  corner  of  the  house,  lay  a  sick  man — that 
Father  Francis  of  whom  (lenevieve  spoke.  He  had  now 
been  there  lonir  and  wearvdavs.  Clean,  but  otherwise  most 
comfortless  were  the  bare  walls,  the  uncarpeted  fl<)<)r,  the 
f  relets  hearth,  and  the  niicurtaini.'d  windows  of  this  room. 
Ik'ing  a  C'^rn«T  r  ;(<in,  it  nj'»ieed  in  the  liLilit  of  lour  win- 
dows, two  :n  front,  an'l  two  at  the  end  —  <»!ie  being  on  eaeh 
side  nf  the  firepl.'iee.  Tlivse  windows  l.-t  in  the  wt-ak,  red 
rays  of  the  winter's  sun,  and  half  a  solierc  of  >n-)W-eovered 
mountain  and  valh-y  seenerv.      The  seantv  furniinre  of  this 
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room  consisted  of  a  tall,  spectral  looking,  four-post  bedsteAdi 
Qii  oakcu  chest  of  drawers,  a  wash-stand,  and  two  leather- 
covered  chairs — all  of  which  were  so  old-fashioned,  that 
they  might  really  have  come  over  in  one  of  Raleigh's  ships. 
The  bed  was,  however,  as  usual  in  those  country  boases, 
the  most  comfortable  article  in  the  chamber,  abundaDtly 
filled,  well  supplied  with  soft,  full  pillows,  domestic  lineD, 
thick  homespun  blankets,  homemade  yarn  counterpanes, 
and  elaborately  pieced  quilts.  The  bedstead  was  placed 
with  its  head  against  the  partition  wall  next  the  passage. 
and  its  foot  toward  the  fireplace  and  the  end  windows. 
And  though  the  wind  whistled  around  from  the  north,  and 
shook  and  rattled  the  window  sashes,  and  flurried  b^k 
again  only  to  gather  force  to  whistle  around  from  the  west> 
and  play  the  same  trick — and  though  Father  Francis's 
breath  congealed  in  a  crystalline  wreath  of  frost  within 
three  inches  of  his  nose  upon  the  bed  quilt,  yet  he  might 
have  kept  up  euough  of  vital  heat  for  healthful  action,  If 
only  he  would  have  economized  the  same  by  lying  still  and 
keeping  covered.  And  had  his  mind  been  disengaged,  he 
might  have  found  occupation,  amusement,  and  inspiration 
enough  in  watching  through  the  front  windows  the  magni- 
ficent landscape  spread  out  before  him — the  endless  prospect 
of  mountain  and  valley,  forest  and  river,  all  frozen  and 
covered  with  snow — forming  an  interminable  ocean  of  snow, 
as  it  rose  and  fell  in  great  waves  of  ridge  and  dell,  and 
rolled,  purer,  bluer,  faiuter  in  color  and  in  tracery,  until  it 
gradually  faded  away  in  the  extreme  distance,  and  was  lost 
under  the  southern  horizon.  But  Father  Francis  cared  for 
none  of  these  things  now,  and  ever  and  anon  he  tossed 
about  in  restlessness,  and  threw  the  cover  from  his  chest 
and  shoulders,  until  chilled  almost  into  torpor,  he  gathered 
them  around  him  again.  There  was  no  bell-rope  or  hand- 
bell in  the  room — probably  none  in  the  whole  establishment^ 
but  by  his  bedside  stood  a  stick  that  answered  the  same  pur- 
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In  his  restiess  changing  of  position,  his  eyes  happened 
to  light  upon  this  sabstitute,  and  divining  its  use,  he  seized 
it  and  thumped  a  peremptory  summons  upon  the  floor. 
He  was  promptly  answered  by  the  appearance  of  the  land- 
lady in  the  room. 

She  went  up  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  said, 

**  Father  Francis,  there  is  a  lady  down-stairs — Mrs.  Mal- 
maison,  of  Mount  Storm.  She  wishes  to  see  you.  Are 
joa  able  to  have  visitors  ?" 

"Yes — ^yes — show  the  lady  up  directly  I"  exclaimed  the 
invalid. 

The  landlady  left  the  room,  and  soon  returned,  ushering 
in  the  visitor,  and  immediately  retired,  closing  the  door  be- 
hind her. 

"  Fair  and  full  of  blessing  as  the  Angel  of  the  Annunci- 
ation,  Ada  1  Oh  I  how  strange  tliat  such  words  should 
spring  to  my  lips  on  this,  the  Grst  meeting  for  so  many  years, 
Ada !  But  for  many  days  before  I  was  taken  sick,  you 
were  in  my  mind,  and  almost  the  Grst  tliought  of  my  sentient 
convalescence,  was — Ada  I"  said  the  sick  man,  extending  hia 
hand  to  his  visitor. 

The  lady  took  that  hand  and  pressed  it,  and  then,  in  the 
calm  and  deliberate  manner  usual  to  her,  she  drew  a  chair 
and  sat  down  by  his  bedside. 

"Yes,  it  is  long,  very  long,  nearly  ten  years  since  we  last 
met.  Father  Francis  1"  she  said. 

"I  thought  iicvcr  to  have  seen  your  face  apain,  Adal" 

"  Until  the  comnieuccment  of  your  voyage  and  journey 
hither  I'' 

**  Until  tlie  comnK.'ucerni'nt  of  my  lra\>ls  liitlior !  Yes  I 
Well,  Adal  I  came  only  to  Ijrinjj:  that  dtuir  cliiM  ovjt — 
then  to  return  to  my  parii^ll,  and  wear  out  my  life  among 
my  poor  people." 

"You  came,  dear  Father  Francis,  only  to  bring  that 
child  over.     I  am  glad  you  came  and  brought  her.     Only 
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please  tell  me — I  ask  from  the  deepest  interest  In  that 
child's  welfare — what  encouragement  had  you  to  bring  her 
hither,  Father  Francis  ?" 

''A  letter  from  Cuionel  Malmaison,  addressed  to  the 
American  Consul  at  Havre,  and  forwarded  to  me.  The 
letter  had  fallowed  me  from  station  to  station  over  France, 
and  lialf  over  Ireland  before  it  reached  mc  at  Fermanagh. 
I  lost  no  time  and  spared  no  expense  in  obeying  the  wishes 
of  Colonel  ^lalmaison,  as  set  forth  in  the  letter,  and  bring- 
ing Genevieve  over  to  this  country.  And  now,  dear  ladj» 
tell  me  of  the  child — " 

''  She  b  well.  She  is  now  at  the  Convent  of  the  Visita- 
tion." 

**  I  know  that — ^but  her  future  prospects  ?" 

"  Alas  I  in  all  that  relates  to  her  future,  yon  will  hare  to 
trust  to  971^.  Colonel  Malmaison,  hearing  nothing  of  his 
eldest  son,  or  that  son's  only  child,  naturally  enough  con* 
eluded  them  to  be  no  more,  and  made  his  will  according]/, 
leaving  the  bulk  of  his  property  to  the  only  child  of  hit 
second  son — my  child,  Austin  I  I  am  sorry  for  all  this— 
truly  sorry — especially  as  nothing  can  be  legally  done  nntil 
Austin  attains  his  majority." 

The  lady  ceased  speaking.  The  countenance  of  the 
priest  betrayed  the  deepest  grief  and  disappointment.  The 
lady  observed  this  expression,  and  hastened  to  say — 

"  Therefore  you  will  please  to  conGde  to  me  the  fntnre 
welfare  of  that  child ;  and  her  fortune  shall,  believe  me,  be 
just  the  same  as  if  she  were  a  daughter  of  my  own.  If 
you  should  feel  now,  or  at  any  future  time,  any  doubt  abont 
it,  you  can  test  my  sincerity." 

"Lady,  humility  is  a  beautiful  virtue,  but  yours  is  always 
doing  you  wrong.  '  Doubt'  you,  Ada  1 — wish  to  '  test' 
your  sincerity  I  Why  that  were  little  short  of  blasphemy ! 
Do  but  assume  the  care  of  this  child,  and  all  mj  anxieij 
for  her  will  be  soothed  to  rest." 
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"  Then  be  at  rest — I  will  care  for  the  child  as  for  my 
own." 

"Thank  you  !  I  thank  you  with  the  whole  strength  and 
warmth  of  my  heart — and  if  there  were  any  stronger  words 
than — God  forever  bless  yon,  Ada — to  express  my  grati- 
tode — ^they  should  be  yours — God  love  and  bless  you, 
Ada!" 

Her  bead  was  averted,  her  eyes  cast  down ;  if  there  was 
one  thing  that  woman  could  not  face,  it  was  the  fervent, 
earnest  "  God  bless  yon,"  that  somehow  she  often  managed 
to  eroke  from  others'  lips,  yet  which  alwajrs  seemed  in- 
Terted  to  "  God  judge  you,"  before  it  reached  her  ears. 
Her  face  was  averted,  her  eyes  cast  down,  the  priest  could 
not  see  the  expression  of  her  countenance,  and  even  if  he 
conld  have  done  so,  that  fair,  impassable  mask  would  have 
revealed  nothing.  As  it  was,  he  attributed  her  bearing  to 
meekness,  to  humility,  for  in  very  truth  she  had  the  look  of 
%  fair,  sensitive  woman,  painfully  abashed  at  her  own 
praises. 

"  And  now,  dear  and  excellent  lady,  may  I  trouble  that 
serene  soul  of  yours  with  one  painful  subject — ^Eustacial 
Enstacia  I  where  is  she  ?     What  is  her  fate  ?" 

Ada  shook  her  head. 

"In  the  last  ten  years  I  have  wandered *over  half  the 
globe  in  search  of  her — 'I  cannot  make  her  dead.*  Oh  I 
ten  me,  you  were  her  friend  and  confidante — do  yon  know 
nothing —  ?" 

Again  Ada  shook  her  head. 

"  Speak !  have  you  )\eard  nothipg  ? — no  reports  ?" 

Once  more  Ada  shook  her  head  most  mournfully — her 
sUence  was  more  expressive  than  words. 

"  Yet  speak !  oh  I  speak  1  tell  me  I  do  you  surmise 
nothing  ?  Speak,  Ada !  I  can  bear  any  thing  for  a  reliei 
from  this  long  and  deathlike  nothingness,  in  all  that  relates 
to  her  fate." 
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*'  Well !  I  will  speak  I  In  all  your  searches  after  ihsft 
lost  woman,  did  yon  ever  think  of  the  opera  companies  f* 

"Good  Heaven  I" 

"  I  repeat  that  I  know  nothing — and  that  I  have  heard 
nothing.  Yet,  on  a  visit  to  Baltimore,  some  years  since,  I 
was  induced  to  go  to  the  opera,  to  hear  a  celebrated  siagec 
i— Signora  Yozzia,  of  whom  you  have  heard.  Well  I  I  re- 
cognized, or  thought  I  recognized — and  with  what  painful 
astonishment  you  may  judge — Eustacia  I  It  was  the  last 
appearance  of  the  popular  artiste,  and  when,  at  the  end  of 
the  performance,  she  was  summoned  by  acclamation  before 
the  curtain,  and  in  a  few  words  made  her  acknowledg^enis 
for  the  favor  of  the  public,  I  could  not  be  mistaken — Hey 
one  could  ever  mistake  her  voice  in  speaking.  I  knew  that, 
notwithstanding  the  strangeness,  the  almost  impossibility 
of  the  situation — I  looked  upon  Eustacia — ^Eustacia,  in  the 
vainglorious  shimmer  of  diamonds  and  white  satin,  and 
amid  all  the  profane  surroundings  of  theatrical  life  I" 

"And  yon  sought  to  reclaim  her? — ^yesl  nndonbtedlj, 
yon  did — it  were  superfluous  to  ask  it.  Well  I  and  then  f 
and  then  ?" 

'*  Yon  may  be  sure  I  lost  no  time  in  seeking  her ;  but 
she  had  left  the  theatre  before  my  messenger  reached  the 
green-room.  I  then  followed  her  to  her  lodging,  and  sent 
np  my  name,  but  received  for  an  answer  that  the  Signora 
had  retired.  In  the  morning  I  went  again  to  her  hotel,  bat 
she  had  left  the  city  in  the  early  three  o'clock  coach,  on  her 
way  to  Philadelphia.  I  still  followed,  but  never  overtook 
her,  for  when  I  reached  New  Y'ork,  she  had  sailed  for 
Havre.  Her  withdrawal  had  all  the  features  of  a  flight  Or 
at  least  I  thought  so.  At  a  venture  I  addressed  a  letter  to 
her  at  Paris.  Whether  it  ever  reached  her,  I  have  no  meant 
of  knowing — for  from  the  time  of  her  leaving  Havre  for 
Paris,  I  have  lost  trace  of  her." 

"WeUFwell?" 
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"  I  returned  home.  Haying  no  longer  the  present  eyi« 
dence  of  mj  senses  before  me,  I  was  sufficiently  in  doabt 
aboat  the  reality  of  my  former  convictions  as  to  the  identity 
of  Enstacia  with  the  popular  singer,  to  keep  silence  on  the 
tnbjeet,  until  I  should  be  able  to  substantiate  my  assertions, 
and,  for  the  time,  to  content  myself  with  watching  the 
musical  intelligence  in  the  newspapers,  and  sending  off 
letters  at  a  Tenture,  that  never  brought  any  response." 

"  Well  ?  dear  lady,  well  ?" 

**  That  is  all.  I  never  again  saw  her  name  in  any  paper 
that  came  to  us — and  never  received  an  answer  to  any  letter 
that  I  addressed  to  her.  And  still  I  felt  forced  to  maintain 
a  strict  silence  on  the  painful  subject,  and  still  from  time  to 
time  I  have  pursued  my  investigations." 

The  priest  groaned  deeply,  and  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands. 

The  lady  drew  nearer  to  him,  and  her  voice  was  silvery, 
sweet  and  persuasive,  as  she  murmured, 

"  Father  Francis — forget  that  evil  woman.  It  is  a  severe 
sentence  for  me,  who  was  once  her  friend,  to  utter,  but 
the  good  must  not  wreck  themselves  upon  the  evil — and 
reflect,  that  most  unworthy  of  regret  or  grief  is  she  whose 
%iu  darkened  all  your  earthly  life.  And  remember,  that  in 
your  deepest  despair,  when  you  turned  from  the  world  to 
God,  how  Heaven  restored  the  heart  that  earth  had  broken. 
Remember  I  and  by  a  cheerful  fortitude,  be  worthy,  dea4 
father,  of  the  service  to  which  you  are  vowed." 

"  Young  monitress  1     I  do  remember,  and  thank  yon  for 
recalling  me  to  duty.     But,  oh,  Ada !  Ada  I  that  woman 
that  woman  I     I  said  just  now^  that  I  could  not  ^  make  her 
dead  '/ — as  she  rises  before  me  now,  in  imagination^  I  cannot 
*  make  her/ahe,* " 

**  Ah,  sir  I  would  that  I  could  truly  encourage  you  in  that 
view  I  but,  yon  know  too  well  the  condemning  evidence. 
And  you  know  also  it  is  but  the  dotage  of  sorrowful  memory 
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that  shows  her  to  you  in  that  falsely-fair  light.  Orieve  no 
looger,  sir ;  dismiss  that  foredoomed  daughter  of  perdition 
from  your  mind,  or  only  remember  to  pray  for  her,  if  indeed 
you  think  lier  a  proper  subject  of  prayer." 

"I  may  not  do  so.  No,  though  the  world — ^may  the 
Lord  pardon  me,  for  I  was  about  to  say — ^though  heaven 
reject  her,  yet  will  not  I.  Paris — ^you  said  it  was  at  Paris 
that  you  had  last  heard  of  her  ?" 

"  Of  the  opera  singer  that  I  fully  believed  to  be  her.** 
"Well,  as  soon  as  I  am  able  to  rise  from  this  coach,  I 
set  out  Immediately  for  Paris.     The  clue  is  a  slight  one, 
but  I  have  often  followed  slighter  still.     Shdll  I  trouble 
you,  dear  lady,  to-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  at  your 
earliest  convenience,  to  send  Genevieve  hither,  that  I  may 
take  leave  of  her.     It  will  save  me  a  day." 
"  I  myself  will  bring  her  here  to-morrow." 
"  Many  thanks,  dear  Ada.     May  Heaven  reward  yon  I** 
Again  the  lady's  face  was  bowed,  seemingly  in  meek  ac- 
ceptance of  the  blessings — really  in  shrinking  avoidance  of 
the  coals  of  fire  thus  heaped  upon  her  head. 

She  was  about  to  speak  again,  when  the  little  hosteflB 
flitted  in  to  say  that  Dr.  Thogmorton  was  coming  np. 

And  Mrs.  Malmaison  arose  and  took  her  leave,  and  de« 
parted. 

And  the  next  morning,  true  to  her  promise,  notwithstand- 
ing  the  dreadful  state  of  the  mountain  roads,  Mrs.  Mal« 
maison  drove  from  Mount  Storm  to  the  Convent,  took  np 
the  little  Genevieve,  and  carried  her  to  take  leave  of  her 
guardian  the  priest.  Ada  chose  to  be  present  daring  the 
whole  of  the  interview,  which  lasted  from  the  middle  of  the 
forenoon,  until  the  low,  descending  sun  threw  the  shadow  of 
the  great  Porcupine  over  the  house,  and  warned  the  priest  to 
[;ive  his  ward  the  parting  benediction.  After  which  they 
diTparted.  Mrs.  Malmasion  took  her  yoang  protege  back  to 
iV^Oonvent,  and  gave  her  np  to  Mother  Agatha,  and  then 
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ictorned  to  Moont  Storm,  which  she  had  scarcely  time  to 
reach  before  the  dark,  cold,  winter  night  fell  over  the 
seeoe. 

Two  days  from  this,  the  priest,  though  still  very  feeble, 
and  unfit  for  travel,  set  out  by  easy  stages  on  his  return  to 
Baltimore,  in  order  to  be  in  time  to  embark  in  an  outward 
bound  clipper  for  Havre.  Ada  Malmaison  had  furnished 
the  funds  for  his  traveling  expenses. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THEODORA. 

We  will  call  her 
Theodora, 
ChUd  of  Ood.^EdUh  May. 

"Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord,  for  they 

rest  from  their  labors,  and  their  works  do  follow  them.     In 

peace  depart  then,  oh !  Christian  soul,  out  of  this  world,  in 

the  name  of  God  the  Father  Almighty,  who  created  thee ; 

in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God,  who 

suffered  for  thee  on  the  cross ;  in  the  name  of  the  Holy 

Ghost,  whose  graces  were  infused  into  thee.     Come  to  her 

assistance,  all  ye  saints  of  God.     Meet  her,  all  ye  angels  of 

of  God ;  and  present  her  now  before  her  Lord."    The  words 

were  sweetly  and   fervently   breathed  by  Sister   Angela. 

They  were  breathed  forth  for  an  aged  and  dying  woman, 

who  had  no  other  mortal  comforter  than  the  fair  and  fragile 

girl  who  knelt  and  prayed  by  her  bedside.     The  departing 

pilgrim  had  lost  all  power  of  motion  or  of  speech ;  her  lips 

could  no  longer  move  in  response  to  the  prayer.     She  was 

dying  fast  though  calmly^  her  eyes  were  fixed  and  filmed^ 
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bat  their  gaze  was  settled  npon  the  face  of  the  sweet  nlvt^ 
kneeling  before  her,  who,  as  she  prayed,  still  looked  hope 
and  comfort  and  courage  into  those  fust  darkening  orbs. 
It  seemed  so  good  to  have  that  young  and  holy  maiden 
there,  so  full  of  faith  and  hope  and  love  that  she  was  able 
to  transfuse  them  into  that  fainting  soul. 

"  May  Jesus  Christ  recoive  her  1" 

"Amen." 

This  last  response  was  made  in  a  low,  half-suffocated 
Toiee,  by  a  child  that  had  all  this  time  been  kneeling  by  the 
opposite  side  of  the  bed.     Then  both  arose. 

"Slie  is  gone,"  said  Sister  Angela,  reverently  closing  the 
eyes  from  which  the  last  light  had  fled,  and  composing  the 
limbs  that  were  now  cold  in  death.  Then  she  smoothed  the 
coverlet.  The  child  on  the  other  side  timidly  assisted,  and 
then  stood  waiting.  She  was  not  crying,  not  sobbing — ^but 
she  stood  so  motionless,  so  silent,  so  hopeless,  with  such  a 
still,  patient,  heart-broken  look  upon  her  little  face,  down 
which  the  great  tears  were  slowly  rolling,  that  it  almost 
broke  poor  Angela's  own  heart  to  look  at  her.  She  went 
around  and  sat  down,  and  took  the  child  in  her  lap,  and 
embraced  her  tenderly,  saying,  as  she  laid  the  grief-bowed 
young  head  upon  her  loving  bosom, 

'^  Theodora,  remember,  dear,  that  she  who  an  honr  ago 
was  suffering  here  all  the  ills  of  poverty,  sickness,  and  old 
age  together,  and  who  bore  them  so  meekly  and  so  bravely, 
is  now  a  glorious  saint  in  Heaven.     And  try  to  realize,  I 
mean,  try  to  feel  that  it  really  is  so,  and  think  that  if  any- 
thing could  trouble  her  in  her  heavenly  home,  it  would  be 
to  know  that  you  were  grieving  here.     Yon  are  not  a  deso- 
late orphan,  my  dear  one^  for^  while  we  both  live,  I  amyou^ 
earthly  mother.     And  besides  me,  you  have  a  mother  in 
Heaven.     And  above  all,  and  yet  nearer  than  all,  you  have 
a  Father  in  H^ven.    Little  one,  I  am  almost  as  poor  ai 
was  the  Master  that  I  love  and  follow;  yet  not  qoitei  for 
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ffe  bad  not  where  to  lay  His  blessed  head,  while  the  ham 
blest  of  His  serrants  have  all  things  really  needfal  at  least. 
And  joa,  Theodora,  shall  share  my  home  and  my  heart. 
And  now,  dear  one,  do  yon  know  what  we  have  to  do  ? 
Can  yon  be  coarageons,  little  one  ?  Bat  you  shall  do  as 
joo  please.  Listen  I  As  there  is  no  one  in  the  hoase,  we 
must  get  help  from  the  Convent  That  is  half  a  mile  off. 
It  is  Tery  dark,  but  one  or  both  of  us  must  go.  It  is  best 
that  I  should  go,  and  go  alone,  and  that  you  should  remain 
here  nntil  my  return.  Are  you  afraid  to  stay  here  alone  till 
I  come  ?  If  so,  I  will  shut  up  the  house  and  take  you  with 
me.     Answer,  Theodora,  are  you  afraid  7" 

"  May  be  I  might  be,  dear  Sister,  bnt  still  I  would  rather 
stay  than  leave  her  alone,  you  know,"  answered  the  little 
girl,  meekly. 

The  blending  of  truth,  affection  and  humility  in  her 
answer,  touched  the  sympathy  of  the  gentle  nun. 

•*  I  wish  thai  some  better  plan  were  possible,"  she  said. 

**  I  will  stay,  dear  Sister.  I  will  kneel  and  pray  while 
joQ  are  gone.  And  then  I  shall  not  feel  lonesome  or 
frightened." 

"  May  the  angels  guard  you,  good  child.  Now  fasten 
the  door  after  me,  and  keep  it  so  until  you  hear  ray  voice 
at  the  door  again,"  said  the  Sister,  as  she  donned  her  hood 
and  mantle,  and  passed  out  into  the  wintry  night. 

In  less  than  an  hour,  the  assistance  she  went  for  was 
obtained,  and  she  returned  to  the  house  accompanied  by 
two  other  nuns,  who  remained  through  the  night  and  through 
the  next  day  until  the  humble  funeral  was  over.  And  then 
Sifter  Angela  led  the  orphan  from  the  desolate  home  to  the 
Convent.  And  it  was  a  very  desolate  house  indeed  tiiat 
they  had  left.  An  old  dilapidated  gray  stone  house,  con- 
sisting of  only  two  rooms  and  an  attic,  and  very  poorly 
fa-jished  also-^o  poorly,  that  all  it  contained  being  sold, 
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bronght  but  a  few  dollars,  which  were  appropriated  to  fhe 
payment  of  the  few  email  debts  owed  bj  the  late  tenant 

Tlie  very  day  of  Theodora'.s  orrivnl,  Sister  Angela  songht 
an  interview  with  the  Superior.  She  foand  the  Abbess  in 
the  green  parlor  already  described.  Silting  down,  she 
said, 

*'  I  have  come  to  yon,  Mother,  about  this  child,  Theo- 
dora. Slie  has  at  present  no  home.  Can  she  remain 
here  ?" 

"Most  certainly  she  must  stay  here  nntil  farther  pro* 
Tided  for — although  the  house  is  very  full  and  the  receipta 
from  the  Academy  are  scarcely  adequate  to  the  support  of 
the  Institution./' 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Angela,  meekly,  "  I  know  it,  yet  *  the 
cattle  upon  a  thousand  hills,  is  the  Lord's,'  and  he  who  fed 
tiic  seven  thousand  with  the  live  loaves  and  two  small  fishes, 
will  not  suffer  us  to  want." 

"But  this  child  has  kindred  who  are  well  able  to  take 
charge  of  her.  I  think  I  have  heard  a  rumor  that  the 
grandmother,  who  is  just  dead,  was  a  lady  of  fortune  and 
family — and  that  she  had  very  wealthy  relatives,  even  a 
daughter  and  son-in-law  whom  she  left  in  anger,  and  from 
whom  she  remained  away  in  pride." 

Dear  Mother  Agatiia,  you  have  been  here  sb  short  a 
time,  and  you  arc  so  averse  to  gossip,  that  you  know  very 
little  of  tiie  neigiihorhood.  Will  you  permit  me  to  tell  you 
that  story,  as  I  happen  to  know  it  ?  And  to  do  it,  I  will 
be  obliged  to  speak  of  myself." 

"  Say  on,  dear  Angela.  Your  words  will  be  all  the  more 
interesting  to  me,  if  they  relate  to  yourself,  for,  dear  child, 
I  have  often  wished  to  know  the  circumstances  that  led  to 
your  taking  the  vail." 

"  I  will  make  my  account  us  short  as  possible,  dear  Mother. 
My  own  sainted  mother  was  called  to  Ileaven  when  I  wai 
bat  four  years  old,  yet  I  remember  her  angel-face  well 
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Fftther  Bernard,  our  aged  confessor,  taught  me  that  she 
had  become  my  gnardian  angel,  and  watched  over  her  child 
constantlj,  and  was  near  her  always.  Thus  I  always  had 
the  feeling  that  my  mother  was  with  me ;  and  if  ever  I  was 
tempted  into  any  childish  sius,  the  thought  that  the  angel- 
mother  watching  over  me  would  be  grieved  by  my  fault, 
withheld  me.  If  any  thing  pained  or  grieved  me,  the  thought 
that  my  sainted  mother  would  be  distressed  by  my  tears, 
restrained  me  from  weeping  and  complaint.  Thus,  you  see, 
the  love  of  my  dear  mother  became  a  religion  to  me,  before 
I  coald  understand  a  higher  and  holier  religion.  And  every 
night  I  woold  fall  asleep  smiling,  with  my  hands  folded  on 
my  bosom,  as  in  prayer,  and  with  the  name  of  my  mother 
OD  my  lips.  I  tell  you  this  because  it  will  enable  you  to 
onderstand  the  bitter  grief — perhaps  I  ought  to  say  the 
morbid  and  unreasonable  grief — with  which  I  learned  from 
the  old  servants,  who  were  fond  of  me,  that  my  father. 
General  Garland,  was  going  to  bring  mc  home  a  'new 
mother.'  •  A  *  new  mother' — the  very  words  seemed  to  me 
to  be  profane — and  it  was  not  only  with  grief,  but  with 
amazement,  and  a  sort  of  blank  horror,  that  I  met  the  gay, 
showy,  laughing  girl  of  eighteen,  that  was  introduced  to  me 
as  my  new  mother.  I  fear  I  spoiled  the  wedding-day,  but 
without  intending  it.  I  wept  passionately,  refusing  to  be 
comforted — they  said,  and  thought,  no  doubt,  that  I  wept 
with  an^er,  when  I  only  wept  with  grief — with  grief — for, 
as  it  seemed  to  me  then,  not  only  was  my  dear  mothered 
memory  deaccrated,  but  I  instinctively  and  deeply  felt  that 
I  had  lost  my  father.  And  that  was  true — I  had  lost  him 
Let  mc  be  just  to  my  stop-mother — slic  was  a  bright,  gay, 
jovou.s  creature,  full  uf  vivacity,  and  thus  ha<l  a  very  en- 
livening influence  upon  a  dull,  weary  man  liiie  my  father, 
and  8'>  po>><'s>ed  almost  nnbouiiiled  power  over  him.  She 
was  not  only  without  a  portion  herself,*  hut  she  had  a 
vidowed  mother  and  a  younger  sister  in  such  straightened 
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circamstances,  that  soon  after  her  marriage  their  aflkin 
arrived  at  such  a  crisis,  that  they  were  under  the  necessity 
of  coming  to  live  at  mv  father's  house.  Mrs.  Carlisle,  my 
step-mother's  parent,  I  mast  say,  was  very  kind  to  me, 
indeed.  So  was  Miss  Carlisle,  for  the  short  time  she  was 
with  us,  but  soon  after  licr  arrival  she  was  married  to  Mr. 
8hellev,  a  young  merchant  of  Baltimore,  and  accompanied 
her  husband  to  that  city.  My  step-mother  at  first  seemed 
disposed  to  be  very  fond  of  me ;  but  I  felt,  without  nnder- 
Btanding  it,  that  there  was  no  depth  or  earnestness  in  her 
show  of  affection.  I  felt,  besides,  as  if  it  were  a  sort  of 
treason  to  my  own  dear  mother,  to  call  that  laughing  romp 
by  tliat  sacred  name.  So  I  did  not  return  her  caresses  or 
call  her  mamma,  and  I  wept  passionately  when  they  wished 
to  make  me  do  eitlier.  They  naturally  enough  thought  it 
was  ill-temper,  when  indeed  it  was  only  grief,  and  perhaps 
mistaken  fidelity  to  my  own  dear  mother.  However  that 
mij^ht  be,  Mrs.  Garland,  though  very  kind  to  everybody 
else,  seeing  that  I  could  not  return  her  kisses,  took  a  dislike 
to  me.  My  father  also  misunderstood  me,  said  that  I  was 
a  perverse,  spoiled  child,  and  must  be  sent  to  school,  to 
learn  better  manners.  And  as  I  was  eigut  years  old,  I  was 
placed  at  this  very  Institution. — Mrs.  Carlisle,  who  was 
always  kind  to  me,  interceded  for  me,  and  would  have  had 
it  otherwise  ;  but  my  father  was  not  to  be  turned  from  his 
purpose,  at  least  by  any  other  than  his  wife,  and  she  would 
not  interfere.  Therefore  I  was  sent  here.  And  here  I 
lived  very  happily  until  I  was  sixteen  years  old.  Tbea  I 
was  recalled  home.  In  the  mean  time  some  change  had 
taken  place.  My  falht.T  hj^d  oilier  children,  and,  besides 
that,  was  bunkned  with  several  of  his  wife's  needy  relations 
— lirst,  there  was  old  ^Crs.  Carlisle,  her  mother,  and  then 
there  was  her  widowed  sister,  Mrs.  Shelley,  whose  husband 
had  failed  and  died,  leaving  her  with  two  children,  and 
without  any  support.     They  all  found  a  home  in  my  father'fc 
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ftcmae.  Bat  my  father  still  doted  on  his  wife,  and  every 
thing  she  did  was  good  in  his  sight.  When  I  returned 
home,  I  fonnd  myself  not  only  a  snpemnmerary  bnt  an 
additional  bnrden.  I  had  been  happy  in  the  Convent 
The  aenrice  of  Christ  in  snffering  humanity  was  a  vocation 
that  irresistibly  attracted  me.  I  mentioned  my  wish  t6 
consecrate  mj  poor  faculties  to  such  a  life.  I  met  no  oppo- 
sitioD  except  from  Mrs.  Carlisle,  who  erroneously  imagined 
the  step  to  be  a  sacrifice.  I  was  encouraged  by  my  father, 
and — the  step  was  taken.  I  left  the  Convent  for  the  first 
time  after  taking  the  vail,  to  attend  my  father  during  the 
long  illness  that  terminated  in  his  death." 

Angela  pansed  here  to  wipe  away  the  team's  that  forced 
their  way,  and  the  Abbess  inquired  in  a  low  voice, 

"What  were  all  those  women  that  lie  was  supporting  do- 
ing, while  you  had  the  sole  charge  of  nutsing  him  ?" 

"  Mrs.  Carlisle  was  giving  mc  what  assistance  she  could. 
Mrs.  Shelley  was  taking  care  of  her  eldest  girl,  who  died 
aboot  the  time  my  dear  father  did." 

"  And  your  father's  wife  ?" 

"  Was  keeping  house  for  the  large  family.  I  must  has- 
ten now  to  conclude  this  account.  After  these  two  deaths, 
of  my  dear  father  and  the  little  girl,  I  returned  to  the  Con- 
vent and  to  my  labors  among  the  poor.  I  have  only  rumor 
now  for  what  happened  after  I  left,  for  though  I  loved  m} 
half-sisters,  especially  Rose  the  eldest,  very  much,  yet  I 
seldom  visited  them,  and  they  never  came  to  see  me.  With 
the  solitary  exception  of  a  small  bequest  to  this  institution, 
given  upon  my  account,  mj  father  had  left  the  whole  of  his 
property  unconditionally  to  niv  step-mother,  trusting  confi- 
dently in  her  attachment  to  their  children  to  secure  those 
children's  future  welfare,  at  least  as  far  as  money  and  her 
efforts  could  secure  it.  But  look  what  resulted.  Mrs. 
Garland,  a  handsome  woman,  but  little  over  thirty,  thought 

proper  to  marry  again.     And  if  she  probably  wedded  the 
6 
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first  time  for  monej  and  position,  and  attained  them,  anrely 
she  wedded  the  second  time  only  for  lore,  for  Doctor  Thog- 
morton,  her  second  husband,  has  nothing  but  his  professioD, 
which,  yon  may  judge,  is  not  very  lucrative  in  a  neighbor- 
hood  like  this.  In  bestowing  her  hand,  she  made  no  reser* 
ration  of  any  part  of  her  property,  either  for  herself  or  her 
children." 

**  A  piece  of  deplorable  carelessness,  or  else  more  calpa- 
ble  recklessness,  as  far  as  those  children  are  concerned,"  said 
the  Abbess. 

Angela  made  no  comment,  but  went  on. 

"  This  second  marriage  has  not  turned  out  very  happily 
for  all  parties.  Doctor  Thogmorton  seemed  to  consider  his 
wife's  children  to  have  some  sort  of  right  to  shelter,  and 
food,  and  clothing,  especially  as  the  house,  plantation,  ne- 
groes, and  bank-stock,  of  which  he  had  become  possessed  by 
his  marriage  with  their  mother,  had  come  to  her  through 
their  father ;  but  this  toleration  did  not  in  any  wise  extend 
to  his  wife's  mother,  sister,  and  niece,  who  were  still  living 
there,  whom  he  certainly  considered  very  superflnons  mem* 
bers  of  the  family — and  he  soon  contrived  to  make  them 
feel  themselves  interlopers.  Mrs.  Carlisle,  perhaps,  be 
might  have  endured,  upon  account  of  her  great  age,  bat 
Mrs.  Shelley  and  little  Theodora,  he  would  not  tolerate  at 
all.  No  one,  however,  thought  that  he  would  go  so  far  as 
to  request  Mrs.  Shelley  to  provide  herself  with  another  home. 
But  he  did.  Mrs.  Carlisle  was  a  proud  woman,  not  in  the 
sinful  and  offensive  sense  of  the  word,  but  she  was  what  if 
called  high-toned — she  would  not  remain  in  a  house  from 
which  her  nnhappy  younger  daughter  had  been  requested  to 
retire.  She  had  a  little  money,  but  very  little.  So  she 
rented — at  a  merely  nominal  rent — that  dilapidated  build- 
ing on  Basil  Wildman's  place,  and  with  the  poor  remnants 
of  unsaleable  furniture  that  she  had  brought  to  Gray  Rock, 
iihe  moved  into  the  old  house,  and  made  there  snch  a  borne 
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■8  she  conld  for  her  daughter  and  grandchild.  What  a 
tnin  of  calamities  I  Immediately  after  moTing  into  that 
old  wind-riyen  bnilding,  Mrs.  Shelley,  always  delicate,  and 
BQch  more  so  since  her  misfortunes,  took  cold,  and  died 
within  two  weeks.  The  family  at  Oray  Rock  did  not  hear 
of  ber  sickness  nntil  a  few  days  before  her  death.  Then 
Mn.  Ghurland,  I  should  say  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  came  orer, 
bringing  a  carriage  fall  of  comforts  ;  bat  the  old  lady  would 
receive  none  of  them.  After  the  death  of  Mrs.  Shelley, 
Doctor  Thogmorton,  with  a  late  repeotence,  came  over  and 
besought  his  mother-in-law  to  return.  But — ^yonwill  un- 
jkrstand  it — it  was  not  pride  nor  anger — ^her  heart  was  bro- 
ken— she  refused,  and  begged  him  to  relieve  her  of  his  pain- 
ful presence.  He  did  so ;  but  returned,  accompanied  by 
his  wife,  the  next  day.  And  to  his  renewed  entreaties  she 
joined  tears  and  prayers.  But,  as  I  said,  the  poor  old 
ladj^s  heart  was  broken,  and  perhaps  her  mind  was  slightly 
deranged.  She  refused  to  go  back  with  them,  and  besought 
them,  as  the  only  thing  left  them  now  to  do  for  her  com- 
fort, to  go  away  and  leave  her  alone.  They  went  to  con- 
sider what  could  be  done  to  induce  her  to  change  her  pur- 
pose. The  neighborhood  severely  censured  the  doctor,  and 
his  practice  fell  off.  He  could  not,  however,  do  any  thing 
for  the  old  lady  then.  He  talked  of  applying  to  the  Court 
for  authority  to  take  her  as  an  imbecile  under  his  own  pro- 
tection. But  death  arrested  that  purpose.  Last  Friday 
night  while  I  was  repeating  my  Office,  little  Theodora  came 
running  to  me,  telling  me  that  her  grandmother  had  been 
suddenly  taken  very  ill.  I  hastened  to  her  assistance  ;  and 
when  I  got  to  her  bedside,  found  her  dying.  It  was  not 
possible  to  find  a  messenger  that  time  of  night  to  go  ten 
miles  through  the  dreadful  roads  to  Gray  Rock,  to  inform 
her  daughter  of  her  extremity.  Besides,  she  was  going 
Tery  fast,  and  I  dared  not  leave  her.  I  stayed  with  her  to 
the  last;  and  in  the  morning  sent  off  a  man  with  the  intel- 
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ligence  of  her  death  to  Oray  Bock.  The  news  threw  Mrs. 
ThogmortOQ  into  a  brain  fever.  Thns,  joa  see,  it  happened 
that  tlie  poor  old  lady  died  and  was  buried  withont  tbm 
presence  of  her  only  living  daughter.  Doctor  Thogmortoa 
feels  very  dreadfully  about  the  sorrowful  affair,  and  his  owa 
disgraceful  share  in  it  I  expect  that  he  will  endeayor  to 
atone  by  taking  charge  of  Theodora.  But  at  present  he 
cannot  leave  the  bedside  of  his  wife,  who  is  lying  very  ilL" 

"  In  the  mean  time,  Theodora  must  remain  here,"  said 
the  Abbess. 

The  Orphan  Asylum  dependant  upon  the  GonTentwas 
full,  and  even  crowded,  as  the  Abbess  had  said.  There  wai 
not  a  spare  cot  in  the  dormitory,  a  vacant  seat  in  the  school* 
room,  or  an  empty  chair  at  the  table  for  another  child. 

Nevertheless,  by  day  a  place  was  made  in  the  school-room 
for  the  latest  orphan,  and  a  chair  was  placed  for  her  at  the 
Sister's  board,  and  at  night  she  shared  the  cell  of  Bister 
Angela. 


CHAPTER  XL 

THE     CHAMPION. 

YalUtnt  Helen  is  as  fire— 

Seeking  danger,  braving  iro. — Anon, 

Tmsoi>ORA  had  scarcely  a  friend  in  the  establishment  ex- 
cept Sister  Angela.  Not  that  any  one  was  unkind  to  the 
newly  bereaved  orphan ;  but  that  she  herself  was  one  of 
those  silent,  shy,  sensitive  children,  who  never  venture  to 
make  advances  toward  the  acquaintance  or  friendship  of 
others,  and  who  often  even  shrink  with  fear  or  dislike  from 
advances  rudely  or  coarsely  made  by  others.  And  now 
over  her  constitutional  shyness  had  fallen  the  dark  ahadoir 
of  a  heavy  sorrow,  doubly  deepening  her  natural  reserve. 


THK    CHAMPION.  106 

Her  first  iDtrodaction  into  the  school-room,  was  a  time 
of  Berions  trial  to  a  grieyed  and  sensitiTe  heart  like  hers. 
She  was  brought  in  daring  the  time  of  recess  by  the  Mother 
Soperior,  who  chose  that  hoar  as  the  one  most  likely  to 
make  the  little  alien  acqaainted  with  her  school*mates,  and 
who  in  presenting  her,  said — 

**  Little  girls,  here  is  a  yoang  companion  that  I  bring 
jon.  Her  name  is  Theodora  Shelley.  I  hope  you  will  love 
her  very  much,  for  she  is  very  sorrowful ;"  and  so  leaving 
her  the  Abbess  retired. 

But  the  lady  had  not  calculated  on  the  thoughtless,  wor- 
rying, hunting  instinct  of  the  school-children,  or  on  the 
shrinking  nature  of  the  poor  little  "  stricken  deer,"  that  she 
had  cast  among  them.  As  the  last  arrival,  Theodora  im- 
mediately found  herself  an  object  of  curiosity  and  remark  to 
these  secluded  children,  whose  temporary  separation  from 
the  rest  of  the  world,  made  them  many  degrees  more  inqui- 
sitive and  observing  than  the  children  of  the  villages,  or  of 
the  day  schools.  Feeling,  without  understanding  this, 
little  Theodora  drew  more  and  more  away  from  notice.  And 
this  made  affairs  much  worse  for  the  poor  child.  Her  mor- 
bid sensitiveness  became  a  matter  of  amusement  to  hei 
thoughtless  little  companions.  A  few  of  the  most  mischiev- 
ous among  them  gathered  around  her,  with  teasing  ques- 
tluus  and  remarks,  examining  and  criticising  her  poor 
clothing,  ami  usinjr  many  other  injrenions  methods  of  annoy- 
ance, until  the  child,  wounded  and  suffering  in  spirit,  and 
shriukinj?  into  herself,  was  almost  on  the  verge  of  tears. 

**  Oh  !  if  she  ain't  agoing  to  cry,"  jeered  one  tall,  coarse- 
IcHjking  girl,  that  they  called  Joanna. 

**  See  I  see  I  she's  tuning  up  her  pipes  now  1  watch  how 
she  does  it,"  said  another.    * 

"  Why,  she  pipes  her  eyes  /" 

**  DoiiH  she  look  pretty,  though  ?"  inquired  another  girl, 
of  an  ironical  torn  of  mind,  whom  they  called  Liddy. 
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"  Look  at  her  I  what  is  sho  trying  to  hide  behind  J^  ask- 
ed Joanna,  mockingly,  as  the  little  creature  shrank  and 
erooched. 

"  She's  trying  to  hide  behind  herself,  I  reckon  7"  mocked 
Li^dy. 

**  Oh  I  she's  going  to  swallow  her  head  now,  like  a  land 
t/MTrapin  I"  shouted  Joanna,  as  the  poor  child  dropped  her 
f.vchead,  and  covered  her  face  with  both  hands. 

'*  She's  got  such  a  pretty  face,  she  ought  to  hide  it/'  ob* 
!  ived  Miss  Irony. 

"  So  she  ought." 

'*  I  wonder  if  she's  crying  ?" 

"Let's  see,"  said  the  leader,  Joanna. 

And  then  the  rude,  thoughtless  girls,  ignorant^  most 
likely,  of  the  real  pain  they  were  inflicting,  and  instigated 
by  that  school-girl  instinct  of  hunting,  worrying,  and  tor- 
menting any  thing  that  fled  or  shrank  from  them,  gathered 
around  her  and  commenced  pulling  away  her  hands,  peeping 
into  her  face,  mocking  her,  and  there  is  no  telling  to  what 
extremity  they  miglit  not  have  gone,  if  in  the  midst  of  her 
distress,  a  champion  had  not  arisen. 

A  little  wiry-limbed,  durk-browed,  scowling,  angry,  im- 
petuous witch,  dashed  into  the  midst  of  the  group — felled 
Joanna  down  on  one  side,  and  Liddy  on  the  other,  scattered 
the  remaining  three,  and  planted  herself  in  front  of  Theo- 
dora, before  any  one  had  recovered  their  surprise,  or  found 
tongue  enough  to  object.  And  then  still  shielding  Theo- 
dora with  her  own  valiant  little  person,  she  read  her  own 
Riot  Act  after  her  own  fashion  to  the  surprised  and  stupe- 
tied  girls,  who  had  picked  themselves  up  ffom  where  she 
bad  thrown  them,  but  had  not  as  yet  collected  sensea 
tnough  to  calculate  whether  they  should  close  upon  and 
ittack  such  a  dangerous  antagonist,  or  take  the  safer  course 
of  reporting  her  to  "Sister." 
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Noify  fbr  fhe  fston^  70a  let  Theodora  akme  I  Ain^yov 
loied  otjoxamltfmt  yon  little — ^'^ 
he  was  aboat  to  say,  miierable  beggars ;  'but  In  tbe  niib 
iBger  she  remembered  jostioe  |md  compassioDy  and  felt 
I  the  poor,  ignorant  children  were  not  to  be  reproaohe*. 
I  thnr  misfortoneSy  so  she  continued : 
Oh,  it  is  not  yonr  ianlt  what  yon  are !  bot  if  yon  wa^uh 
;,  wouldn't  I  giro  it  to  yon,  thafk  all  I  Listen  here, 
!  yon  know  Teiy  weU,  if  I  were  to  tell  Sister  how  yoa 
e  been  teazing,  and  worrying,  and  dragging,  and  pnOing, 
making  fnn  of  poor  Theodora,  Sister  woidd  pntyoo  aO 
«r  penance  till  yon  had  come  to  the  sense  of  yonr 
i.  And  if  yon  don't  go  right  off  to  the  other  end  of  the 
HB^  and  leare  me  alone  here  with  Theodora,  111  walk 
Jght  in  to  Sister,  and  bring  her  right  straight' here  to 
Theodora  weeping,  and  I'll  tell  her  all  about  it  right 
>re  yonr  hcea  I  I  will,  as  true  as  I'm  a  tramp  1" 
This  threat  was,  in  some  degree,  effectaal,  The  most 
seience-strlcken  among  the  delinquents  slunk  away, 
ering  their  inglorioas  retreat  by  soch  mntterings  as 
he'd  better,"  and  **  I'll  tell  Sister  myself,  if  it  comes  to 
V  etc.  Then  tnming  to  her  protege,  the  little  cham- 
Dsaid, 

'  DonH  you  mind  them  I  They  don't  know  any  better  I 
I  yon  know  they  are  poor  white  peoples'  children,  what 
yon  expect  1  Why,  dear  me,  it's  their  nature  I  Why, 
n  when  I  turned  my  pretty  white  bantam  pullet  into  the 
nyard  among  the  common  poultry,  you  have  no  ideahow 
chickens  pecked  at  her.  It's  the  same  way  all  over  the 
rid,  I  reckon.  But  don't  you  mind  them!  I'm  your 
ndl  And  if  Miss  Joan  or  Miss  Liddy  trouble  you 
in,  just  call  on  me  I  I'll  give  them  a  lesson  I  Why 
i*t  yon  look  up  at  me  ? — I  do  believe  the  child  is  a  fool. 
tr  all,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  Theodora,  who  had  shrunk 
B  her  impetuous  friend  with  only  less  of  dread  than  she 
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had  from  her  foes,  now  turned  np  a  pair  bf  tbe  ahyeil^ 
tweetest,  sorest  brown  eyes  that  ever  were  seen. 

"  Why  are  yon  afraid  of  me  ?" 

*'  I  dont  know  I"  softly  whispered  the  child, 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  burst  in  derisire  laughter  from  the  giri% 
who  heard  this  reply. 

But  the  champion  made  a  step  forward  in  a  threatening 
attitude,  the  laugh  quavered  into  silence,  and  she  retomed 
and  put  her  arms  caressingly,  protectingly,  around  the  neck 
of  Theodora. 

"  What's  the  matter  now  ?    Are  you  afraid  of  me  ?" 

"  Ye-es,"  whispered  the  child,  more  lowly  than  before. 

"  Why,  you  don't  think  I'll  bite  you,  do  yon  ?"  inquired 
the  champion,  laughing. 

"  No !"  said  Theodora,  very  softly. 

"  No,  to  be  sure  not !  Why,  I  wouldn't  hurt  yon,  or 
even  hurt  your  feelings,  for  the  whole  world  !" 

"  Oh,  hurting  feelings  hurts  worse  than  all!"  ventured  the 
child,  stealing  a  glance  at  her  friend's  face. 

"  Oh,  does  it  ?  I  didn't  know,  because  nobody  ever  hurt 
my  feelings,  and  I  r-a-t-h-e-r  think  that  they  had  better  not 
try!" 

"  Why,  what  would  you  do  to  them  ?"  shily  questioned 
Theodora. 

"  They^d  find  out!"  said  the  champion,  mysteriously; 
"  I  don't  want  to  frighten  you  again,  by  telling  yon  how  I 
But  what  makes  you  such  a  little  coward  ?  I  thought  jon 
were  a  brave  girl,  and  I  would  have  some  comfort  in  yoiL 
I  thought  you  were  full  of  spunk  !  Sister  Angela  said  yoa 
had  a  great  deal  of— let's  see,  what  did  she  call  it— eoarage 
and  fortitude. 

"  She  said  that  you  stayed  all  alone  in  the  old  house,  aid 
watched  by  the  side  of  your  poor  grandmother  when  aho 
was  lying  dead." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Theodora,  her  soft  eyes  filling  at  tUi 
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to  the  departed.  "  Yes,  bat  yon  know  the  holy 
ftDgels  were  there,  and  so  I  was  not  afraid." 

"  Ha  I  ha  I  ha  I     Oh  I  hear  her  1"  langhed  the  other  girls. 

A  menacing  demonstration  on  the  part  of  the  champion 
rfleoced  them. 

"  The  hoi  J  angels  were  there,  and  so  yon  were  not  afraid  ? 
Hsmph  I  Well,  do  yon  know,  I  should  hare  been  as  mnch 
afraid  of  them  as  any  thing  else  J  TJh  I  yon  make  me 
shiver  I  Wh,  I'm  more  struck  with  fear  at  the  thought  of 
seeing  an  unearthly  being  than  any  thing  in  the  world  1  I'd 
rather  meet  a  roaring  lion,  or  an  angry  schoolmistress,  or 
Sister  Shining  Skylights  herself,  than  the  ghost  of  a  saint 
or  a  live  angel  I  Ur-r-r-r-r  I  I  tell  you  that  at  the  very 
sight  of  an  angel  I. should  fall  flat  upon  my  face  and  yowll 
I  know  I  should !  and  I'm  no  coward  neither  I  but  if  one 
of  them  was  to  appear  to  mc  all  alone  in  a  dark  house,  it 
would  be  the  death  of  me." 

"The  glorious  angels  know  that  I  they  know  that  our 
eyes  cannot  look  upon  them.  Why,  you  know,  we  hear  it 
read  in  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  that  even  the  holiest  of  the 
taints  also  fell  flat  upon  their  faces  sometimes  before  the 
blazing  splendor  of  some  glorious  angel  that  suddenly  ap- 
peared to  them.  So  the  good  angels  that  love  and  guard 
small  children  do  not  show  themselves,  you  know." 

**  No  1  I  don't  know  any  thing  about  them  I  but  I  know 
If  /  had  been  in  that  lonesome  old  house  in  the  dead  of 
night  alone  with  a  corpse,  and  thought  that  the  angels  were 
near  me,  I  should  have  taken  to  my  heels  and  never  stopped 
till  I  had  left  the  old  house  far  behind,  and  got  into  com- 
pany that  I  did  know  something  about  I  Well  I  what  I'm 
going  to  say  is  this:  If  joa  got  into  any  more  trouble,  such 
as  yon  goi  into  this  morning,  when  the  angels  ain't  on 
hand,  you  know,  just  call  on  a  little  sinner — that's  me !  I'm 
always  on  hand  when  innocence  is  to  be  defended,  and 
wickedness  defeated,  and  justice  done.     And  my  name  is 
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Ilelen  Wildmanl  that  valgar  folks  call  Nelly  and  Kell 
Gwin  and  Mad  Nell,  and  sometimes  Nell  Fire  I  Now  mind  I 
don't  yoa  make  a  mistake  in  that  last  pet  name,  and  begin 
it  with  an  H ;  joa  know,  if  70a  do — '  angels  and  ministers 
of  grace  defend  you' — and  that's  a  prayer  I  didn't  lean 
out  of  a  missal  I" 

"  No,  it  ain't  in  my  prayer-book,  but  it  is  very  pretty- 
where  did  you  learn  it  ?" 

*'  Out  of  a  wicked  play-book  that  I  had  to  read  In  the 
barn,  because  Blaise  swore  at  me  for  hi^^in?  it — because  he 
said  it  wasn't  a  book  for  a  liltle  girl,  no  way  he  could  fix  it 
I  didti't  mind  his  swearing  any  more  than  his  singing  or 
whistling,  but  ho  just  happened  to  be  stronger  than  I  waa, 
and  he  took  the  book  away  from  me.  So  when  I  got  it 
again  I  hid  it,  and  read  it  iu  the  barn,  and  in  the  cow-shed, 
and  the  hen-house,  and  in  the  corn-loft ;  and  the  way  I  have 
to  run  and  hunt  and  hide  with  that  book  this  winter 
weather,  is  a  caution  1  Then  I  ran  away  and  went  to 
Mouut  Storm,  where  there  is  a  big  house  warm  all  OYeri 
and  where  nobody  cared  what  I  read." 

"  But  would  you  read  vvliat  you  were  told  not  to  ?"  asked 
the  child,  cautiously. 

*'  La  I  yes  I  I  don't  belong  to  any  body,  you  know  I  JPm 
an  or{)han,  too — only  I  know  how  to  take  care  of  myself 
like  the  rabbits.  And  ns  to  doing  what  I  am  told  not  to 
do — why  I  alwai/8  do  that — sure  to  do  it.  And  when  I  got 
hold  of  the  book  a^ain,  I  hunted  from  one  end  to  the  other 
to  find  out  the  wickedness  that  Blaise  kept  such  a  fuss 
about,  because  I  was  determined  to  know  all  about  it. 
And,  oh!  I  tell  vou  it  was  wicked — no  doubt  about  it-— it 
made  me  shiver.  There  was  a  horrid  lady  that  killed  • 
good  old  king.  And  an  awful  hunchback  that  killed  tw« 
innocent  little  princes.  And  two  hateful  women  that  tomed 
their  poor  old  father  out  in  a  stonu  to  die  I  Oh,  it  was 
wicked  I  that's  certain  I    But  then  it  was  beautiful,  too  1 
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good  and  beaatifal  ladies,  sach  braye  and  handsome 
gwUemeD,  soch  loTely  islands  oat  in  tho  snmmer  sea — sncli 
fairies — oh  I  it  was  beaatifal,  too  I  It  was  jnst  as  i(  joa 
know,  all  yoor  favorite  saints  and  angels,  and  all  the  hatefal 
iiaoeTt  and  demons  were  pat  into  one  grand  book  1  And 
Blaise  needn't  have  been  such  a  fool  as  to  think  /  woald 
take  pattern  bj  the  sinners  and  demons,  and  gp  to  marder- 
iog  old  kings,  and  turning  graj-headed  fathers  oat  in  the 
ttorm  to  die — and  smothering  jonng  princes  I  No  1  it 
made  mj  blood  boil  to  read  about  it  only — and  if  Td  been 
on  the  spot — ^well,  joa  know,  I  should  have  got  into  a 
•crape,  that's  all,  because  I  couldn't  have  stood  still  and 
seen  all  that  done.  T\\  lend  you  tho  book  if  you'd  like  to 
have  it,  it  is  as  wonderful  as  the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  or  the 
Arabian  Nights — but  I  reckon  you're  too  little  to  care 
about  it." 

"  No  !  oh  I  I  can't  read  much,  but  I  should  like  to  hear 
about  the  beautiful  things  in  it,  and  I  will  get  Sister 
Angela  to  read  it  to  me." 

**  Sister  Angela  I  whew  1  don't  think,  of  it  I  Why  she 
would  think  it  was  a  great  sin  to  touch  a  play-book,  and 
cry  her  eyes  out  at  the  wickedness  of  children  1  No  1  I'll 
read  some  in  it  to  you.  And  mind,  don't  you  let  Sister 
Skylights  find  it  out." 

'•  Sister  Skylights  ?" 

"  Sister  Simeon  Stylites,  honey  I" 

"Ohl" 

"Yes!  you  see  slie  is  named  in  honor  of  that  awful  saint 
that  always  makes  my  hair  bristle  up  when  I  think  of  hira 
—especially  on  freezing  winter  nights,  in  high  winds,  or  in 
baming  j^u^rust  noons — him  you  know — that  awful  man 
that  spent  forty  years  upon  the  top  of  a  pillar  a  hundred 
feet  high." 

**  You  mean  holy  St.  Simeon  Stylites." 

"  Skylights,  kitten,  Skylights.     1  prefer  to  call  it  Sky- 
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lights ;  it  is  so  mnch  more  appropriate.  Yes,  well,  Mki 
Griffin,  when  she  came  here  to  be  a  sister,  which  she  didn't 
do  till  she  was  *  age-able,'  as  the  niggers  call  it,  had  the 
ghastly  taste  to  name  herself  fur  that  hoary  saint.  So  she 
is  called  in  the  convent,  Sister  Simeon  Stylites — ^but  /eali 
her  Sister  Shining  Skylights  I  And  I'd  rather  advise  yoe 
to  keep  on  the  bright  side  of  her." 

Little  Theodora's  soft  gaze,  that  nsnally  fonnd  repoM 
only  on  the  ground,  was  now  raised  and  fixed  upon  the  Due 
of  Helen,  in  a  sort  of  amazed,  anconscions  eamestneaa,  as 
If  she  were  magnetized  to  that  study  of -character. 

"  What  are  you  staring  at  me  so  hard  for,  child  7"  asked 
the  wild  one,  uneasily. 

"Was  I?     I  didn't  know." 

"  Are  you  subject  to  falling  into  trances?  Becaase,  if 
you  arc,  I  can't  stand  it,  you  know  I  I  told  you  I  coaldnt 
itand  any  thing  in  the  ghostly  way,  you  know.  Cornel 
don't  look  so  down  about  it  either,  for  we  are  going  to  be 
sworn  friends,  you  know — brothers-in-arms,  and  all  that  ■ 
I  read  about  that  in  a  book  called  Sir  Fabian  and  Sir  Juliaa 
^4hey  were  brothers-in-arms." 

"  Do  you  go  to  school  here  ?" 

"  Why  of  course  I  do  I  that  is,  I  do  when  I  choose,  and 
only  when  I  choose,  and  I  wouldn't  come  at  all,  only  to 
please  Sister  Angela ;  and  she  is  a  sweet  saint,  sure  enough  1" 

**  You  only  come  when  you  choose  ?•'  repeated  Theodora^ 
in  soft  amazement. 

"That's  all,"  said  Ilclen,  taking  evident  pride  in  her 
superior  independence ;  "I've  got  nobody  to  mind  1  I  don't 
belong  to  any  body — I'm  my  own  woman.  Sister  is  coming 
m  to  call  school.  Hemember  what  I  told  you — if  the  girli 
plague  yon,  let  me  know — I'm  only  a  day  scholar,  any  how, 
and  don't  come  regular  at  that/  but  if  I  cume  only  once  a 
reek,  I  could  keep  them  from  ill-treating  yon." 
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Tte  Sister  teacher,  who  had  now  taken  her  seat^  rapped 
•pott  lier  desk  and  called  the  children  to  take  their  placea. 


As  time  passed,  and  nothing  was  heard  from  Theodora's 
rdatif  es,  she  gradnally  fell  into  her  place  as  one  of  the  per- 
maneiit  inmates  of  the  Asylum.  Domestic  economy  formed 
a  part  of  their  education,  and  manual  labor  occupied  a  por- 
tioB  of  their  time.  Thus  it  was,  that  the  Orphan  Asylum 
often  tomed  out  girls  really  better  qualified  to  become  in* 
tclfigeat  and  competent  women,  than  the  fine  expensive  fe- 
male academy  in  the.  opposite  wing,  where  all  the  arts,  sci- 
^Bcea,  and  accomplishments,  attempted  by  such  institutions 
anywhere,  were  taught. 

Theodora  by  degrees  became  domesticated  among  the 
children,  bat  remained  the  same  gentle,  retiring  creature 
that  she  had  been  from  the  first  The  weird  witch,  Nelly, 
continued  to  be  her  fast  friend  and  protectress.  But  soon 
she  found  another  and  a  better  friend  in  Yivia. 

QeneTieve  was  some  two  or  three  years  older  than  Theo- 
dora, and  was  a  pupil  in  the  academy,  while  the  latter  was 
tn  inmate  of  the  asylum.  Thus  it  happened  that  some 
months  passed  before  they  met  and  became  acquainted  with 
each  other. 

QeneTieTe,  with  her  bright,  healthful,  confiding  nature, 
was  almost  the  very  opposite  to  the  shy,  sensitive,  shrinking 
Theodora ;  and  was  for  that  very  reason,  perhaps,  the  best 
friend  and  companion  she  could  have,  and  therefore  strongly 
attracted  the  gentle  child. 

The  circumstance  that  brought  about  their  first  acquaint- 
ance, and  led  to  their  life-long  friendship,  was  ratlicr  a  qiieor 
one  ;  and  as  it  serves  to  illustrate  the  early  characters  of  thno 
children  who  take  prominent  parts  in  this  story,  I  hope  I 
may  be  pardoned  for  relating  it,  and  that  no  CatholK' or 
PrMU-»lant  friend  will,  for  opposite  reasons,  take  cxcopiiuu 
tti  its  narration. 
7 
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It  was  this :  Little  Theodora  had  not  lost  ber  slngiihr 
and  saving  faith  in  the  ever  present  watchfulness  of  ninti 
and  angels — especially  of  her  own  especial  patron  saint  of 
imperial  memory,  and  her  own  guardian  angel — and  nertf 
failed  silently  to  invoke  their  aid  in  time  of  need,  and  gnal 
and  frequent  was  the  need  of  the  poor  little  one.  She  WM 
continually  misapprehended,  and,  with  the  best  intentiioni 
on  the  part  of  the  teachers,  often  unjustly  punished.  For 
instance,  from  some  constitutional  or  educational  defed^ 
her  senses  were  as  dull  as  her  sensibilities  were  delicate; 
her  soft  brown  eyes  were  short-sighted,  and  her  ears  wera 
not  quick  to  catch  a  passing  sound;  often  she  could  not  dis* 
tinguish  an  n  from  a  u,  and  her  consequent  mistakes  ia 
spelling  and  reading  passed  for  negligence,  and  tried  the 
teacher's  temper  quite  as  severely  as  it  did  the  pnpiPs  poor 
little  tender  heart ;  and  then  her  tears  of  grief  and  ahame 
passed  for  anger,  her  timidity  for  sullenness,  and  her  abstrao* 
tion  for  stupidity,  and  Sister  Simeon  would  think  it  an  ab- 
solute duty  to  punish  so  refractory  a  child,  for  the  good  of 
ber  temporal  and  eternal  life.  And  then  Theodora,  in  her 
woful  prison — "  the  dark  closet" — would  invoke  her  sdnt 
or  angel  to  her  aid,  and  whether  either  one  or  the  otber 
came  or  not,  the  child  was  comforted  in  the  thoagbt  tbat 
they  were  near.  In  those  days,  the  dear  Heavenly  Father 
had  been  made  too  awful,  and  placed  too  far,  and — it  is  a 
strange  thing  to  say — but  it  was  the  effect  of  her  babyhood'k 
teaching,  that  little  Theodora  was  far  too  humble  to  dare  to 
pray  to  the  Lord,  to  make  a  spontaneous  appeal,  I  mean. 
She  said  the  Lord's  prayer,  because  she  knew  she  was,  with 
all  otber  Christian  children,  permitted  to  do  so ;  but  no 
more.  And  when  she  felt  her  orphan  state,  her  lonelin^pi^ 
or  any  other  sorrow  very  deeply,  it  was  to  her  patron  saint 
or  guardian  angel  she  appealed. 

Sister  Simeon  was  Theodora's  especial  terror ;  and  the 
child  never  entered  the  arithmetic  class-room,  over  which 
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BT  Skylights  presided,  withoat  trembliDg,  tnrniog  pale, 
growing  maoy  degrees  blinder,  deafer,  and  dnller  than 
re ;  and  consequently  never  failed  to  pat  Sister  Sky- 
ts^  temper  to  the  severest  test,  and  to  get  herself  into 
ludeoQS  closet,  or  into  some  other  deep  troubles.     It 
not  in  Sister  Skylights'  nature  not  to  take  a  dislike  to 
did  that  gave  her  so  mnch  trouble  continually,  and  it 
not  in  the  nature  of  any  thing  that  the  little  one  should 
be  made  to  feel  it     Not  that  Sister  Skylights  was  na- 
Bj  a  bad  hearted  woman,  but  she  labored  under,  yea, 
wrestled  with,  a  constitutional  infirmity  of  temper,  a 
ife  nervous  irritability,  subject  to  periodical  aggrava- 
a  of  symptoms  that  were  really  awful  to  witness.     And 
disciplining  of  little  Theodora  was  the  favorite  safety- 
re  of  her  perilous  ill  humor.     And  often  and  often  were 
ts  and  angels  silently  invoked  to  stand  between  the 
d  and  her  teacher's  wrath.     It  was  curious,  that  though 
;er  Skylights  was  considered  a  very  sensible  and  strictly 
BCientious  woman,   and   fatigued  her  confessor  every 
orday  evening  with  the  list  of  her  trivial  peccadillos, 
never  dreamed  of  repenting   or  confessing  her  sins 
lost  poor  Theodora ;  but  as  the  wearied  priest  himself 
erved — "  consciences  are  as  different  as  individuals." 
>ne  day  in   early  spring,  a  trifling   indisposition  sent 
lodora  to  the  infirmary,  and  the  child  welcomed  the  pain 
langour  that  gave  her  a  few  days  relief  from  the  terror 
he  class-room  and  Sister  Skvlic^hts.     But,  alas,  she  did 
rejoice  in  mental  ease  at  the  expense  of  physical  dis- 
tance long.     It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  Sister  Sk'vlights 
e  fated  to  be  her  evil  genius,  and  to  follow  her  everywhere, 
she  had  not  occupied  her  new  cot  three  days,  under  the 
;h€rly  care  of  Sister  Petronella,  whoso  heart  was  by  no 
U18  so  strong  as  her  name  might  saprgcst,  when  a  change 
I  made  in  the  adminbtration  of  that  department,  and 
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Sister  Skylights  was  made  directress  of  the  ixifirmaTyi  Ucf 
Sister  Pctrouclla,  removed.  ' 

I  am  not  sure  that  the  appearance  of  that  terrible  bn([« 
bear  at  her  bedside  did  not  in  some  occult  manner  prodaoe 
a  powerful  reaction  in  the  system  of  the  feeble  child,  aa4 
frighten  her  into  a  miraculous  convalescence,  so  that  A$ 
was  well  before  she  had  had  time  to  be  properly  sick.  At 
all  events,  it  is  certain  she  was  out  of  bed  the  day  after 
Sister  Skylights'  inauguration.  And  she  was  pronoance4 
well,  though  weak  and  unfit  for  study  and  close  confine- 
ment, and  in  need  of  gentle  exercise  and  fresh  air.  A114 
now  poor  Theodora  found  that,  in  getting  ont  of  bed,  she 
had  not  got  out  of  Sister  Slcylights' jurisdiction  ;  for  that 
exemplary  woman,  with  the  view  of  combining  utility  with 
hygiene,  set  her  pupil  to  taking  gentle  exercise  in  sweeping 
out  the  infirmary  every  morning. 

It  was  her  first  lesson  in  sweeping,  and  a  sorrowful  bnsi- 
ness  it  was,  with  such  a  task  -mistress  to  teach  her.  *  But 
Helen  had  found  her  out,  and  was  on  the  watch,  and  ereij 
opportunity  she  had,  would  come  in  and  help  her,  but  al- 
ways in  the  absence  of  Sister  Skylights. 

One  morning  in  the  sweeping,  Theodora's  little  broom 
knocked  over  a  ewer,  and  broke  the  handle  ofL  Down 
dropped  her  broom  I  and  there  was  never  such  a  picture  of 
consternation  as  the  child  presented,  as  she  stood  g^ing  at 
the  fragments  1 

"  Fall  of  Jerusalem,  Theo'  I  what's  the  matter  f "  called 
Helen,  running  to  her  when  she  saw  her. 

*'  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  I  what  shall  I  do  1"  exclaimed  Theo* 
dora,  in  the  extremity  of  terror  and  despair. 

^*  Why,  what  have  you  done  already  ?  that's  the  qaef* 
tion." 

'*0h,  see  what  I've  gone  and  done  I  See  whai*  I 're 
gone  and  done  I"  said  Theodora,  dropping  down  on  the 
floor,  in  a  sitting  posture,  drawing  the  ewer  and  handle  oa 
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Imp  kp,  taa  ttytujg;  wHh  tmUiBf  Isgm.  to  m«* 
■  tog^dier.  «'0h,  dearl  wbaiduJlIdor  whttdudll 
P  ibe  cried,  dfieoiisolatel j. 

*To«  eaat  do  toy  tiling,  and  Wu  do  qw  erying  aboat 
rt  flHi*t  bo  lidped/'  nid  MIm  WUdmu,  pbilofopU- 
ly.  '      •  ■ 

"Oh,  Hahnl  If  I  eoald  <mlf  make  h  groir  together 
da  I**  Btid  Theodora,  despen^y  making  Oe  attaaq*; 
^  I  eoald  only  aake  them  grow  together  agaiii  I*    ' 
'V  joa  coaM  oalyperfiOTm  a  miracle  I  Bat  yoir  ieleadi, 
[«iata aad aogela,  can, 70a loiow.    WhydMljasadr 
Bi^  nggeited  He1«i,  malicionalj. 
■M,ao  thej  caa,  HdenI  and  ao  IwOlP  aadafaaed 
ioloia,  ia  perfectly  good  fidth. 
Hlic  Wildmaa  etared. 

'Oh,  Helen,  I'm  ao  glad  yon  thought  of  it  t    Stay  here, 
ic  Helen,  tQl  I  ran  and  get  my  prayer-book  I    I  ahall 
at  yon  to  make  the  responses,  yon  Imow  V*  and,  hidfaig 
broken  ewer  ander  the  bed,  slie  ran  ooL 
Sden  gaaed  after  her. 

'What  is  the  little  natural  going  to  do  now,  Fd  nfce  to 
iw?"  she  thought 

[a  a  fiiw  minutes  Theodora  returned,  bringing  the  tuoKh 
Ik. 

'  Kow,  Helen,  I'm  going  to  say  tiie  Mitany  of  ssinla'  Ofer 
I  broken  ewer,  to  see  if  it  won't  mend  it  P' 
'la  the  name  of  Moses,  what  are  yoa  going  to  do  r* 
ad  Nelly,  in  immeasurable  astonidiment. 
'To  say  the  'litany  of  saints'  over  this  broken  ewer^  to 
if  they  won't  please  to  make  it  whole  again  for  me  I^ 
'  And  do  you  really  think  they  will  do  it  f" 
'Why,  yes,  I  hope  so,  you  know,  Helen  I     Becaaaa 
ler  one  of  them  could  have  done  it  as  easy  as  kiss  your 
id,  when  they  were  on  the  earth,  and  would  hare  dnne 
00,  to  sare  any  poo*  child  from  bUme ;  and  do  yoo  tbhik 
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thej  olat  Jut  as  able  to  do  a  IdDdneea,  and  Jnrt  ai  iriDiag; 
too,  now  thejare  in  Hearen  f  I  don\''  said  Theodora,  who 
was  all  this  time  basilj  engaged  in  toniing  OTer  the  leares 
to  find  the  place  in  the  book.  Haring  found  it»  she  tarned 
the  book  down,  open,  npon  the  floor,  and  then  took  up  the 
ewer  and  handle. 

**  Why,  yon  are  not  agoing  to  do  that,  sure  enough  I* 
exclaimed  the  amazed  Helen. 

**  Oh,  yes,  I  am,  Helen  I  indeed  I  am  I  Here^  I  want 
roa  to  kneel  down  just  there,  and  take  the  twer  and  the 
handle^  and  hold  them  together  the  way  they  ought  to  grow* 
Sol" 

"  This  way  f "  asked  Helen,  doing  as  she  was  bid,  kned* 
ing  down,  taking  the  articles  in  question,  and  holding  them 
together  in  the  required  position. 

**  Yes — ^that  way,  Helen — that  will  do  Tery  well  I  Now, 
Helen,  1 11  kneel  down  opposite  to  you,  and  take  the  book, 
and  read  out  the  petitions,  and  yon  make  the  reaponieB 
while  yon  hold  the  handle  to  the  ewer.  And  belieTo  with 
all  your  heart,  Helen,  and  see  if  the  saints  don't  hear  na  l** 

"  Piddle  1" 

"  No — ^ybu  musn't  say  '  fiddle,*  yon  must  beUeve,  if  yoa 
want  the  saints  to  help  us  I  Now  I'm  going  to  be|^* 
said  Theodora,  crossing  herself. 

And  there  they  knelt  on  the  floor  of  the  Infinnaiy— 
facing  each  other — one  holding  the  broken  ewer  and  handle 
together,  and  making  resposes,  while  the  other  held  the 
book,  and  read  the  litany  of  saints,  in  the  full  faith  that  the 
saints  would  hear  and  help  her  by  a  miracle. 

At  it  they  went— occasionally— children-like— Intenpei^ 
ing  the  ritual  with  impatient  improrisions  of  their  own. 

At  it  they  went — ^Theodora  hailing  and  Helen  respond- 
ing,  as  thus — 

'"St  Michael  I'" 

•••Pray  for  us.  »w 
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-•  8t  Gabriel !"» 

— "  *  Pray  for  ua.* " 

"  •  SL  Raphael !'  "^ 

"  •  Prav  for  us.'  ^ 

** '  All  je  holy  angels  and  archangels !' " 

— "  •  Praj  for  ns.'  ^ 

"  Helen,  has  the  handle  grown  on  yet  ?" 

**  So,  I  tell  yon  I  And  I  don't  believe  It's  going  to  grow 
on  either  1" 

"Ohl  Helen,  that's  becanse  yon  havent  fkithi  Yon 
Biiist  hetteve,  if  yon  want  the  saints  to  help  ns  I  19'ow  let's 
go  on  again — 

"•St  John?'" 

—"•Pray  for  ns.*" 

"  -  St.  Paul  I' " 

—"•Pray  for  us.'" 

"  •  St  Vincent !' " 

—"•Pray  for  us.'" 

" '  All  ye  holy  martyrs  I' " 

—•••Pray  for  US.'" 

"  Has  it  grown  together  yet,  Helen  ?" 

"iVb/  and  the  plaguey  thing  ain't  a-goin'  to  grow 
together,  neither !" 

"  Oh,  dont  Bay  bad  words,  please — It's  rery  sinful,  par- 
ticularly now — try  again — " 

••  •  St !' " 

She  stopped  short,  dropped  the  book,  and  clasped  her 
handi  in  an  agony  of  terror,  for — 

There  stood  the  terrible  Sister,  looking  at  them  !  I 

How  lonjr  she  had  been  there,  watching  them,  they,  from 
their  absorption  in  the  litanv,  conld  not  tell ;  but  there  she 
stood,  now  ri^rht  over  them,  looking  down  upon  them — not 
frowning — but  laughing  inwardly,  until  she  was  scarcely  able 
to  stand. 

"  Why,  children,  what  are  you  about  ?"  she  asked,  in  a 
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softened  roice,  and  by  way  of  saying  someihlngi  for  aha  aaw 
very  well  what  they  were  or  had  been  about 

Theodora  was  still  speechless  and  motionless,  with  clasped 
hands. 

Bat  Helen  started  quickly  to  her  feet,  dropping  the  ewei 
and  the  handle,  and  saying,  impatiently, 

"  Why,  she  broke  the  old  thing  by  accident,  and  was 
saying  the  litany  of  saints  to  get  it  to  grow  together,  and  I 
was  holding  it,  as  if  it  had  been  a  baby  for  christening;  and 
I  was  its  god-mother  I  I'm  always  making  a  fool  of  myself 
for  A^,"  added  Miss  Wildman,  ^oUo  voce — ^then  speaking 
aloud,  and  turning  toward  the  little  one,  she  said — "  There  1 
I  told  you  it  was  no  use.  The  saints,  I  reckon,'  eren  if 
they  hear  you,  have  something  else  to  do  besides  mending  • 
broken  pitchers." 

Sister  Simeon  was  still  laughing  inwardly,  bat  her  tarn 
and  her  voice  softened,  perhaps  under  the  genial  inflaenea 
of  the  little  drollery  she  had  happened  upon — and  addrM»- 
ing  Theodora,  she  said, 

*'  Why,  you  made  much  too  serious  a  matter  of  ineh  a 
trifle,  my  child !  If  yon  hadn't  been  so  childish,  and  simple, 
and  sincere  in  what  you  were  about,  it  would  have  been 
very  sinful  to  address  the  holy  saints  upon  such  a  subject" 

**  It  was  you  she  was  afraid  of.  Sister  Sky — ,  Simeon,  I 
mean.  I  do  think  she  did  expect  yon  would  bite  her  head 
off,  for  breaking  the  pitcher,"  said  Helen,  by  way  of  giving 
the  formidable  Sister  a  hint  of  her  unreasonable  severity, 

"  What,  did  you  think,  Theodora,"  said  Sister  Simeon, 
with  strange  self-deception — "  that  I  would  have  blamed 
you  for  a  mere  accident  ?" 

Yes — Theodora  did  think  so,  and  moreover  she  knewtof 
but  she  was  too  timid  to  reply. 

"  Get  up  and  gather  up  the  pieces,  children,  and  finish 
sweeping  the  room,  and  don't  be  so  silly  another  time^* 
said  Sister  Simeon  Stylite,  passing  out  of  the  infirmary. 
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aodoim  breatlied  u  loiig  deep  tigh  of  teVet 
t  Mias  Wfldman  wm  in  a  wanton  mood,  and  disposed 
kke  merry  at  the  child'd  expense — 
)h  1  li%  ha»  ha !  1  shall  nerer  get  orer  this  I  And  so 
honght  the  saints  and  angels  were  going  to  mencBng 
(;  oh  I  ha,  ha,  ha  I  and  without  white  lead  and  pntty, 
oh !  that's  too  good,  I  dedarel  111  know  where  to 
when  Fm  in  a  scrape ;  and  111  get  you  to  make  the 
BMS— ha,ha,ha!" 

or  Theodora  drooped  with  mortification  aadregrety 
ppon  her  own  account  and  her  saints— and  stQI  she 
I  if  la  some  indirect  manner  the j  Juid  sared  her  aftet 

t  Hden  went  on  teasing,  laughing,  Jesting  and  making 
If  merry,  all  in  a  perfectly  good  humored,  friendly  sort 
y  however,  orer  the  subject,  until  the  tears  were  trick- 
lown  the  drooping  face  of  the  child.  Then  Helen  was 
en  with  compunction,  and  would  immediately  hare  set 
b  her  rough  way  of  comforting  the  little  one,  but  that 
as  anticipated  by  a  better  hand, 
ria,  who  had  all  this  time  been  a  silent  and  unnoticed 
Ter  of  the  child,  came  and  put  her  arm  around  her 
and  raised  her  little  head  and  kissed  her  lips,  and  said, 
Ton  did  nothing  wrong,  Theodora.    You  know  you  did 

Why  don't  you  say  so,  when  you  know  so  f " 
6  child  raised  her  imploring  eyes  to  the  bright  face 
ng  over  her — and  though  it  was  the  first  time  she  had 
looked  open  that  face,  her  timidity  was  charmed  away, 
he  answered,  softly — 

wasn't  so  sure,  when  they  langhed  at  me — Sister  and 
1,  both,"  said  Theodora,  with  her  cjcs  magnetized  to 
beantifol  face,  from  which  she  seemed  to  draw  life 
^h,  and  inspiration  at  every  glance. 
Is  sure.  Listen  I  Your  childish  faith  did  save  yoa 
aD.    Yoa  prayed — ^your  little  heart  was  half  brokeo 
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with  grief  and  terror ;  no  matter  if  it  was  a  trifle  in  Itself 
that  caased  yoar  trouble — it  was  no  trifle  to  jon,  as  yonr 
sorrowful  orphanage  is  no  trifle  to  good  angels — ^well,  you 
prayed  to  the  Lord." 

"  No— oh,  no  I  not  to  the  Lord ;  I  would  not  hare  dared 
to  pray  to  the  Lord  for  any  thing  less  than  some  9ouV$ 
good." 

"  But  why  ?" 

"  Oh  I    He  is  so  high — so  mighty — so  lawful  I" 

"He  is  our  Father." 

"  And  He  is  surrounded  by  such  circles  beyond  circles 
of  angels  and  archangels,  powers,  principalities^  thronea  and 
dominions ;  oh  I  you  see  I  know  them  all  out  of  the  cate- 
chism 1  How  could  I  dare  pray  to  Him,  and  how  could  mj 
prayer  get  through  all  them  ?  every  one  '  glorious,  gloriom^ 
glorious,'  like  the  sun  at  noon.  Oh  I  you  know  yooraelfp  it 
would  never  do.  So  when  I  am  in  trouble,  I  dare  not  aik 
any  one  higher  than  the  saints  to  help  me." 

*'  Listen.  Look  out  of  that  window — ^you  see  the  mn  f 
It  is  shining  on  a  thousand  hills  and  valleys  forests  and 
fields  of  grain — and  more  than  that,  it  is  shining  on  many 
worlds  as  large  and  many  times  larger  than  this  world 
live  on — and  it  is  giving  life  to  them  all ;  but  at  the 
time  that  the  sun  is  shining  upon  and  blessing  all  thoae 
other  worlds,  and  all  the  great  hills,  and  valleys,  and  foreatfl^ 
and  fields  of  our  own  world,  too — it  is  not  forgetting  or 
neglecting  the  smallest  wild  flower  or  blade  of  grass  tlmt 
grows  under  our  feet.  Did  you  ever  think  of  that  f  The 
great  earth  turns  toward  the  sun,  and  it  is  day  and  summer 
,— the  little  flower  looks  up  to  the  sun  and  it  lives  and 
blooms.  The  sun  shines  upon  and  blesses  all,  both  great 
and  small.  So  our  Father,  He  regards  the  small  sorrows 
that  afflict  the  hearts  of  little  children,  as  well  as  the  great 
cares  that  trouble  the  mighty  ones  of  the  world.    For  yon 
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hov,  the  Bible  says  that  not  a  sparrow  fidla  to  the  groimd 

titlKMit  yoar  Father." 
Bat  the  waggish  Helen,  on  the  other  side  of  the  child, 

via  making  snch  faces  that  Theodora,  still  fearing  she  had 

been  doing  something  very  foolish,  if  not  wicked,  hang  her 
bead  with  a  downcast,  inconsolable  air.  And  Yina,  lifting 
her  chin  again,  and  smiling  in  her  face,  said, 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter  ?  Those  that  sncceed  shoold 
rejoice,  and  yon  sacceeded  in  yonr  petition  I  Peace  was  what 
yoa  wanted,  was  it  not  1  Ton  didn't  care  aboot  the  trifling 
ewer,  that  was  of  no  valae,  bat  yoa  cared  aboat  Sisteri  and 
ftared  her  anger  J^ 

••  Why  wasnt  she  angry  V* 

^  Oh,"  taid  Helen,  entering  into  the  eonTersation,  with 
m  half-Texed,  half-amnsed  air,  "becanse  she  eoaIdn*t  help 
langlung  at  the  figare  we  cat^  praying  to  the  saints  orer  a 
broken  pitcher  l** 

"  Well,  nerer  ndnd  P*  smiled  Yivia ;  "  she  was  not  angry, 
and  the  appeal  to  the  saints  was  the  dtred  means  by  which 
her  anger  was  prevented.  So,  yon  see.  Miss  Helen,  if  the 
aaints  didnt  miracnlonsly  mend  the  ewer,  the  purpose  of 
the  prayer  was  answered  jnst  as  well.  Yoa  know  that 
Hearen  doesn't  always  answer  oar  prayers  in  the  direct 
manner  in  which  we  make  them,  bat  brings  aboat  the  end 
in  better  ways.  Dont  be  laaghed  oat  of  yoar  little  simple 
fsith,  Theodora,  and  it  will  be  wiser  when  yoa  are  older. ** 

This  was  the  beginning  of  the  friendship  between  Yivia 
and  Theodora.  And  the  child  was  thns  early  in  life  placed 
between  two  inflaences,  in  many  respects  antagonistic,  and 
was  alternately  affected  by  one  or  the  other,  as  Yivia  or 
Uden  was  nearer  to  her. 


CHAPTER   Xn. 

THS    YALLST* 

Who  oan  paint 
nice  If atnre  f    Can  Imagination  hotM, 
Amid  ito  gaj  enaliona,  knaa  lika  ban  f 
Or  oan  it  mix  thorn  with  that  matfthlaai  ddU, 
And  loae  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  OTory  bod  that  blows  l-'Thomton. 

Thb  scenery  in  which  are  located  the  characters  and 
events  of  this  story  is  not  drawn  from  imagination  only. 

Some  years  ago — before  the  great  railroad  that  now 
passes  through  that  section  was  laid  ont, — "  in  the  good  old 
days"  of  tampike  roads,  and  sociable,  slow  stage-coaches^ 
it  was  my  good  fortnne  to  travel  several  times  backward 
and  forward  through  that  romantic  region  of  country.  We 
did  not  rush  past  with  that  speed  that  threatened  to  bring 
ns  up  nothing  short  of  the  next  world.  We  went  slow^ 
and  carefully  through  those  wild,  tortuous  mountun  gorge«i 
and  up  and  down  those  steep  declivities,  and  through  those 
broken  valleys,  well  wooded  and  watered,  that  lay  between 
those  successive  mountain  ranges.  Id  a  pass,  on  the  western 
declivity  of  one  of  the  ridges,  was  the  mountain  hamlet^ 
where  we  often  stopped,  and  which  I  have  vailed  under  the 
name  of  Eyrie.  The  convent  also  was  not  many  miles 
distant. 

The  country  was  then,  as  now,  a  beautiful  half-rcclaimed 
wilderness.  Successive  mountain  ranges  ran  nearly  parallel 
from  north-east  to  south-west,  with  long,  narrow  valleys 
lying  between  them.  The  mountains  were  covered  froa 
base  nearly  to  summit  with  a  sparse  growth  of  pines,  thomSy 
(124) 
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^^ffllocks,  cedtn,  and  other  evergreen  trees.  The  Tallejs 
^«re  Taried  with  hearj  forests,  open  glades,  and  mnning 
Waters. 

That  most  beantifal  valley  in  which  our  story  is  located, 
^j  embraced  between  two  arms  of  the  Alleghenies,  thrown 
c^nt  from  the  main  ridge,  and  extending  some  five  or  six 
KHiies  in  a  westerly  direction.  The  arm  on  the  right  side 
^as  called  the  North  mountain,  that  on  the  left  side  the 
Sonth  mountain,  or  ridge. 

The  western  extremity  of  the  North  and  of  the  Sonth 
^dge  were  nearly  opposite  to  each  other,  and  three  miles 
mpart. 

The  lovely  valley  that  lay  embraced  between  these  ridges 
was  thos  in  tlie  form  of  a  long,  irregular  letter  U. 

At  the  upper,  or  eastern  bend,  whence  started  these  two 
arms  of  the  mountain,  was  situated  the  convent,  whose  Aront 
commanded  the  whole  down  view  of  the  beautiful  valley, 
broken  and  variegated  with  woods  and  streams  and  rocks, 
and  cascades  from  the  mountain  sides,  and  cabins  nestled 
here  and  there. 

At  the  lower  end  of  the  valley,  on  the  right  hand,  the 
North  mountain  terminated  in  an  abrupt  cliff,  known  as 
Moont  Storm. 

And  the  South  mountain  declined  gradually  in  a  suc- 
cession of  rolling  declivities,  known  as  the  Sanset  Hills. 

A  wild  river  took  its  rise  upon  Mount  Storm,  dashed  in 
a  succession  of  falls  down  the  side  of  the  cliff,  rushed  around 
the  foot  of  the  precipice,  and  still  following  the  base  of  the 
mountain  ranges,  took  a  bend  into  the  valley,  and  wound 
in  and  out  and  around  the  Sunset  Hills,  until  it  reached  the 
open  country,  where  it  flowed  on  leisurely  to  join  the  great, 
distant  river,  just  visible  to  those  who  might  stand  upon  the 
bill-tops. 

Beyond  the  valley  the  country  was  broken,  hilly,  and 
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moiintainous — ^towering  into  other  ridges,  and  filling  IbIo 

other  yalleySy  for  hundreds  of  miles  in  all  direotions. 

In  form  the  terminus  of  the  North  mountain,  the  cliiFof 
Monnt  Storm,  bore  some  resemblance  to  a  pair  of  ateps  of 
stupendous  size,  and  was  thence  often  called  the  Titan'a 
step.  It  presented  an  equally  suggestive  likeness  to  an 
enormous  chair,  of  which  the  lower  step  formed  the  seat^ 
and  the  upper  step  the  back,  and  from  that  circumstaoce  it 
was  sometimes  named  the  Giant's  chair. 

The  lower  step,  or  the  seat  of  the  chair,  or  the  ledge  of 
the  cliff,  just  as  joa  please  to  call  it,  was  about  holf-waj 
down  the  front  of  the  mount,  and  comprised  an  area  of 
several  acres  in  extent,  connected  with  a  deep  allavial  soiL 
Upon  this  ledge  the  manor-house,  with  all  its  commodious 
outbuildings  had  been  erected ;  and  the  groand  had  been 
laid  out»  terraced  and  planted,  exotic  trees  bad  been  set^ 
and  those  indigenous  to  the  soil  thinned  out  and  trimmed. 

The  manor  was  a  square,  double-fronted,  three-storied 
house,  built  of  yariegated  granite,  that  gave  It  quite  a 
mosaic  appearance.  There  was  a  handsome,  rather  heary 
portico  at  the  main  entrance ; — above  the  portico  and  in 
ihe  second  story  was  a  bay  window ;  above  that  also  in  the 
third  story  another.  And  in  every  story,  two  windows  each 
side  the  centre,  making  twelve  in  all.  The  house  stood 
about  midway  the  area,  in  the  centre  of  the  omamental 
ground.  A  terraced  shrubbery  and  flower-garden  laj  be- 
fore ;  and  a  kitchen  garden,  vines,  and  choice  frait  trees 
behind.  While  several  rods  beyond  arose  the  front  of  the 
rock — not  straight  up,  but  bending  backward  as  it  rose. 

Wild  and  beautiful,  and  in  some  respects  well  chosen  as 
this  site  was,  it  did  not  prevent  stem  matter-of-fact  people 
from  calling  it  at  first  "Malmaison's  Madness."  Bnt  in 
the  course  of  time  the  place  got  its  proper  name.  The' 
winds  that  raved  around  the  exposed  cliff  procured  for  it 
the  apclUtion  of  Mount  Storm. 
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^ome  two  or  three  miles  np  tbe  Tallej  was  an  old  fash- 
ioi^«d  form-hoase,  called,  from  its  standing  under  the  shelter 
<>t another  towering  precipice,  "Gray  Rock,"  while  still 
&ther  np  and  lying  midway  between  Gray  Rock  and  the 
CoDTent,  was  another  farm-hoase  known  as  Red  Ridge. 
The  farms  attached  to  these  homesteads  comprised  a  portion 
of  the  North  mountain,  and  a  part  of  the  valley  lying  be- 
low it. 

These  were  all  the  estates  on  the  North  side  of  the  valley. 

Tou  already  know  that  Mount  Storm  was  occupied  by 
that"  Snowy  Plorimel,'' the  young  widow,  Mrs.  Malmaison, 
her  son  Austin,  her  housekeeper  Bridget,  her  manager 
Jimmy  Dougherty,  and  her  household  servants. 

Gray  Rock  was  the  home  of  Doctor  Thogmorton,  hia 
wife  and  her  children. 

And  Red  Ridge  was  tenanted  by  Basil  Wildman. 

But  it  is  with  none  of  these  that  we  have  to  do  just  now, 
Vht  with  a  small  cabin  in  a  sparse  cluster  of  stunted  pine- 
trees  upon  the  top  of  the  mountain,  and  appertaining  to 
the  Gray  Rock  estate.  It  was  known  as  the  Gray  Rock 
Cabin.  It  was  an  old  log  house,  containing  but  one  square 
room,  with  a  loft  over  it.  It  fronted  south,  and  its  only 
door  looked  down  npon  the  valley  and  across  the  opposite 
mountain.  It  had  a  chimney  of  rough  hewn  rocks  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  north; — a  small  window  east  and  another 
west,  with  the  door  south  as  I  said.  A  dilapidated  fence 
strnpgled  around  an  impoverished  looking  garden,  and 
beyond  that  were  sterile  patches  of  ground  once  cultivated, 
now  hidden  under  the  snow.  And  all  around  oi^  the  moun- 
tain wore  the  stunted  growth  of  evergreens,  and  in  the 
Tallev  below  the  varied  scene  of  woods  and  streams  and 

m 

Open  glades  before  described. 

The  cabin  was  occupied  by  a  miserably  poor  widow,  and 
her  three  children — a  boy  and  twin  girls.     How  they  sub- 
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sisted  that  dreadful  winter,  none  bat  He  who  feeda  the 
ravens  coald  tell. 

While  the  hasband  and  father,  Abraham  Bmnton  livedo 
he  had  supported  tliem  bj  day  labor  on  the  Barronnding 
farms,  by  cutting  wood  aud  hauling  it  to  the  nearest  toifn 
for  sale,  and  by  hunting  upon  the  mountains ;  while  his  wife 
kept  the  cabin,  tended  the  little  vegetable-garden,  took  care 
of  a  cow  that  supplied  them  with  milk  and  batter,  kept 
some  poultry  that  brought  them  eggs,  and  two  pigs  that 
were  destined  to  be  changed  into  winter  bacon.  Besides 
this,  she  spun  and  wove  all  the  coarse  domestic  cloth  ftir 
the  children's  clothing,  and  knitted  all  their  stockings. 
And  sometimes  she  wove  carpets  for  such  hoosekeepers  la 
kept  no  loom  or  weaver  at  home. 

But  after  the  death  of  her  husband,  who  had  now  been 
dead  some  years,  the  widow  and  her  children  had  saifered 
very  much — suffered  a  great  deal  from  inevitable  poverty, 
and  a  great  deal  more  from  the  losses  and  privations  conse- 
quent upon  Ignorance.  Uer  garden,  that  might  have  been 
a  source  of  great  help  to  herself  and  children,  was  suffered 
to  fall  into  sterility  for  the  want  of  proper  cultivation. 

But  after  all,  she  in  her  ignorance  was  only  following  the  ' 
same  fatal  course  that  rich  valley  farmers,  in  the  utter  reck- 
lessness of  extravagance,  were  pursuing — ^that  is  to  say- 
starving  the  land  and  exhausting  its  substance,  by  cropping 
it  year  after  year,  without  returning  it  any  nutriment  in  the 
shape  of  manure,  or  giving  it  any  rest  for  natural  recn^ 
peration. 

Poor  Mrs.  Brunton,  in  her  bleak  mountain  cabin,  did*- 
''the  best  she   could."     She  took  in  spinning,  weaving 
dyeing — in  short,  any  work  that  she  knew  how  to  ido,  ar 
could  procure ;  and  she  went  out  for  a  day's  labor  whenev 
the  opportunity  offered,  which  was  not  very  often  in 
neighborhood  where  nearly  all  the  labor  was  performed 
the  negroes. 
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^«  Mil  WmUUU,  m  ibe  boj  of  twelTa  fwn  of  aftt^ 
'^ped  her  m  much  as  he  possibly  could,  not  oqIj  in  tho 
Vkifttitiaa  of  game  he  broaght  home  from  the  monntmin 
^tiy  of  which  he  was  so  fond,  jsnd  in  the  roughest  and 
iQoil  laborious  part  of  the  house  and  garden  work,  and  in 
tsUag  care  of  his  litUe  sisters  during  her  absence,  bnt  in 
isny  indirect  wajs  that  nope  bat  the  most  affectionate  and 
hoBghtfnl  natuie  would  disooyer. 

It  wan  a  oold,  bitterlj  cold  erening  in  February.  The 
low  wan  two  fiset  deep  on  the  mountainS|  and  froaen  ofer 
itk  a  thick  cruat  of  ice.  Ererj  pine  and  cedar,  thorn  and 
sakiek,  was  wdghed  down  wiUi  a  deposit  of  snow. 

The  son  waa  down,  and  the  northwest  wind  was  up^  and 
itid  and  howled  around  the  widows  little  ruinous  log 
iUb,  threatening  at  erery  gust  to  blow  it  orer.  For 
daooa  the  poor  little  cabin  really  was.  In  spite  of  the 
eat  care,  the  rude,  unseasoned  material  of  which  it  wa« 
aiit  would  wear  old,  the  logs  would  dry  and  shrink,  and 
16  day  daubing  between  them  would  crumble  and  (all 
It  In  the  same  manner  the  mortar  between  the  stones 
r  the  chimney  would  pulverize  and  fall,  and  the  timber  of 
hich  the  door  and  window  sashes  were  made  would  decay. 
o,  though  the  one  door  and  the  two  windows  might  be 
mt  as  closely  as  possible,  the  wind  had  its  own  way,  and 
itered  at  any  side  or  angle  of  the  walls  or  the  fireplace 
here  it  listed  to  blow. 

This  erening  especially  fbe  wind  was,  as  the  widow  de- 
ared,  "trjing  of  itself," — sometimes  it  moaned  and  wailed 
I  the  deep  rarines  like  the  lost  spirits  in  the  bottomless 
it— sometimes  it  rushed  roaring  np  the  sides  of  the  moun- 
in,  whirling,  rending  and  raging  among  the  trees,  like  the 
bresaid  spirits  let  loose  upon  the  earth  ;  and  sometimes  it 
ade  a  dead  set  npon  the  poor  little  cabin,. shaking  and 
tdeing  its  loose  logs  like  dry  bones  or  castanets^  upon 
hich  it  pleased  to  play  weird  music.  Sometimes  it  fell 
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back  as  if  to  gather  breath  and  get  ready  for  a  springy  vid 

then  making  most  ungenerous  use  of  its  power,  would  nuh 
upon  the  little  door  or  windows  in  such  a  storm  that  it  was 
a  miracle  the  whole  house  was  not  whirled  before  it  like  a 
dried  leaf. 

Bat  the  wind  was  an  old  acquaintance  of  the  widow'Si  a 
frequent  visitor  at  the  cottage,  in  fact  an  intimate  friend  of 
the  family,  and  not  a  fair-weather  friend,  by  any  means,  bnt 
one  that  had  been  faithful  to  them  in  adrersity  as  in  proa* 
perity,  "and  more  so  too ;"  for  the  poorer  they  became,  the 
older  and  looser  their  log  house,  the  thinner  and  shabbier 
and  fewer  their  garments,  why  the  more  sociable  and  affeo- 
tionate  and  caressing  the  wind  I  In  truth,  the  wind  was  an 
example  to  summer  friends.  The  family  knew  it^  tool 
and  perhaps  that  was  the  reason  they  rather  liked  its  rude 
music,  and  took  all  its  stormy  assaults  as  so  mnch  rongli 
play. 

The  widow  herself  declared  that  she  did  not  care  how  it 
blew,  if  it  would  only  not  blow  down  the  chimney,  and  send 
clouds  of  smoke  and  a  little  hailstorm  of  sparks  from  tha 
fireplace  into  the  room. 

And  upon  this  evening  the  wind,  though  it  raved  and 
roared  and  raged — ^though  it  wailed  and  howled  and  shrieked 
— though  it  wrenched  and  twisted  and  tore  the  great  forest 
trees — though  it  stormed  and  cannonaded  and  bombarded 
the  house — though  it  did  everything  that  the  most  imagina* 
tive  poet  or  exaggerative  novel-wright  ever  accused  it  of 
doing — "with  a  perfect  looseness" — ^yea,  indeed,  though  It 
did,  to  cap  the  climax  in  the  widow's  expressive  language, 
"try  itself," — ^yet  it  did  not  blow  down  the  chimney  and  pat 
the  cottage  fire  out.  On  the  contrary,  it  "  drew,"  and  the 
great  pine  logs  piled  up  in  the  capacious  fireplace  sent  a 
glorious  blaze  roaring  up  the  broad  chimney,  and  also  a 
glorious  light  and  warmth,  and  a  pleasant,  wholesome^ 
resinous  odor  through  the  humble  room ;  and  from  the  Utile 
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vneortaiBed  windows,  east  and  west^  that  fire  Bent  long 
glowing  streams  of  mddj  light  far  out  upon  the  winter 
snow — a  very  cheerful  beacon  to  all  who  might  see  it  And 
upon  this  evening  far  and  wide  was  this  light  seen. 

It  was  seen  by  the  people  of  the  Tallcj,  who  knew  that 
that  lonely,  cheerful  light  upon  the  mountain  came  from  the 
widow  Bmnton's  cottage. 

It  was  seen  by  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  at  Gray  Kock,  who, 
looking  out  of  the  window  of  her  back  parlor  upon  the 
gmthering  nighty  wondered  carelessly  what  the  poor  widow 
and  orphans  had  for  supper,  of  if  they  had  anything,  and 
then  turned,  with  new  appreciation  and  great  gusto,  to  the 
eigoyment  of  her  warmly  carpeted  and  curtained  room,  her 
comfortable  lounging  chair,  and  the  anticipated  enjoyment 
of  a  well-spread  tea  table. 

It  was  seen  by  Blaise  Wildman,  who,  looking  out  of  ths 
kitchen-door  at  Red  Kidge,  swore  it  was  **  going  to  be  a 
honey-cooler  of  a  night,"  hoped  that  poor  widow  and  hei 
children  were  not  starving  to  death,  vowed  that  "  he  ought 
to  be  codwopple-hammered  for  not  sending  her  some  pro- 
risions,"  and  wished  that  what's-his-name,  from  the  wanner 
elimate,  might  come  and  fetch  him  if  he  didn't  send  her  a 
bag  of  meal  and  a  side  of  bacon  the  very  next  blessed 
morning;  and  that  he  might  be  blamed  if  he  didn't  go  and 
see  after  her  hiTnself,  too.  And  by  the  Abbess  giving  alms 
from  the  front  portico  of  her  Convent,  and  who,  casting  h~er 
dark  eyes  over  the  wintry  landscape  and  around  upon  the 
gathering  darkness,  chanced  to  descry  the  light  streaming 
redly  from  the  mountain  hut,  east  and  west,  over  the  snow, 
and  who,  gazing  on  it,  said  to  herself, 

**  She  never  comes  to  ask  assistance,  although  she  must 
be  in  great  need.  I  wish  we  could  possibly  get  her  .ittlo 
girls  into  the  asylum.  I  must  send  to-morrow  and  see  after 
them.'' 

Finally  that  cheerful  beacon  light  was  seen  by  a  hand* 
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Bome,  sturdy  lad  In  a  homespun  suit,  wltb  a  Ibx-^Un  mp, 
and  a  gnn  and  a  bnnch  of  game  across  his  shoulder,  who 
came  singing  a  song  as  he  trudged  through  the  cmated 
deep  snow,  among  the  stnnted  pines  and  cedara  up  the 
mountain  side. 

Was  the  widow  in  such  desperate  need  as  her  weaMij 
neighbors  thought?  We  shall  see.  Let  us  re-enter  tto 
cabin.  Its  one  room  is  poor  and  poorly  fhmished  enoagfc. 
Heaven  knows  1  But  the  glorious  fire  is  a  luxury  that  the 
most  costly  and  elegant  saloon  would,  I  am  sure,  be  liie 
handsomer  for,  and  which  it  cannot  have.  And  that  glow* 
ing  fire  lighted  up  and  displayed  every  nook  and  eoneTp 
high  and  low,  of  a  room  just  perfect  in  its  deanlinesa..  In- 
deed, it  seemed  as  if  the  poorer  that  widow  became  tihe 
more  fastidious  she  grew.  It  was  as  if  the  last  refuge  of 
her  worldly  pride  and  ambition,  if  not  of  her  self-respeet, 
was  to  be  found  only  in  the  immaculate  cleanliness  of  bef 
surroundings.  There  was  no  great  degree  of  neatneH^ 
order,  or  beauty  in  the  arrangement  of  her  room— there 
was  only  pure  cleanliness  and  just  so  much  of  m 
order,  etc.,  as  was  compatible  with  unplastered  log  walliy 
uncarpeted  deal  floor,  old,  ricketty,  misshapen  and 
matched  furniture,  and  windows  broken  and  mended  with 
paste  and  paper.  Bat  the  perfect  purity  I  Soap  and  water 
was  that  woman  ^  only  extravagance,  and  it  became  her  I 
Besides  the  pleasing  cleanliness,  there  was  the  glowing,  gliH 
rious  fire,  which  I  am  proud  of  as  the  great  item  of  loxmy 
in  the  room,  as  it  undoubtedly  was,  and  which,  being  Iok 
mediately  opposite  the  door,  was  the  first  object  that  would 
meet  your  eves  on  opening  it  and  entering. 

There  was  before  you,  on  the  right  of  the  chimney,  a 
dresser  of  two  shelves,  filling  up  all  the  space  acroas  fron 
the  fireplace  to  the  corner,  and  resplendent  with  two  rows 
of  brightened  pewter  plates  and  dishes  leaned  against  tBe 
wall,  and  further  adorned  by  a  set  of  cheap  crockerTwatVi 


4MB4»fo«St«iii  ite  eipt  wt  upon  top  «f  UmbIi  jMdi  Iht 
tiifilk  nd  fofar  bowl  at  MA  «id»  kidiag  tha  iiUt..  . 
^0»  tW  kft  of  tke  .dduiMif  WM  iho  widows  kKMi,  worn 
Ud  «p  fai  idknoM  for  tho  want  of  worL 
*  4>«»lho  ligM  of  tho  door  bj  whkb  pon  wtond,  otood 
tho  lowNpoitod  ooiEMi  bodateod,  vlth<  ita  bod  and  Uaa 
daaM^.7HrBaMnitiapaB%aad  pUlowa  ia  ptUow  aatw-  <a 
wUlo  that  thij  might  pat  maayfiio  honiakoepin  to  tfaa 


«0lktta^liftorthodoorwia4ho  laddirthaftwiat:apiB*a 
tta  loi^  aad  lador  it^  half-hidd«i  la  tho  ihadoof  thoMffBM^ 
wa  tlia.«idov>b  qyiaaiarwhtol    MIo  alao  fbr  tho  wpttt  of 

*  JUboat  ia  m>oti^  wharovar  there  woe  room  for  them,  eat 
thaea  or  foor  roagh»  home-mada  pine  ohain^  tho  woifc  oC 
poorBiBBion  deceaeed. 

Ia  tho  middle  of  the  floor  stood  aa  oak  taUe^  abo  of 
domoetio  mannfefftore  by  the  eame  hand.  Thia  table  boaeled 
BO  doth,  bat  it  wae  acoared  to  snch  a  milky  whitenaMy  that 
tha  waai  waa  BOt  bit  That  was  all  ia  the  way  of  flmitiBi^ 
iC  wo  oaoepi  tho  kettle  that  waa  ainfi^og  otar  tho  flre»  tho 
mnm  ttat  aootaiaed  tho  com  pone  on  the  hearth,  and  a  §nt 
otharlittfa  hoaeehold  Bteouli. 

There  waa  no  saperfloity  of  aay  deecriptioB  wliatofaiu. 
wo  UtHo  Taaitlee  in  the  way  of  omamenti  no  cheap  looUag- 
giaaa  or  few-priced  pietaro,  or  plaeter^of-paria  dog  or  parrel 
or  angel»  aa  may  be  eometimee  eeen  in  each  oabiaa  nothing 
bat  the  hardeei,  bareet  neceasariet  of  life ;  yet  Ofer  all  and 
tliroagh  all  there  was  a  sort  of  homely  comfort  and  piotar* 
asqae  beaatj  difficolt  to  analyse. 

So  mneh  for  the  Ml  life. 

Of  the  ooftacftcmt  life  in  that  room  there  was  first  the 
widow,  a  tall,  thin,  moscnlar-lookiog  woman,  with  dark 
hair  aad  ajeei  and  a  dark,  son^bomed,  wind-beatea,  earo* 
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won  face.  SIm  wore  t  plain  gown  of  lome  eoins  iWP 
that  had  onee  been  black,  but  that  now,  throngfa  long  woh 
and  f^qnent  washings,  had  faded  to  an  iron-gray.,  ▲  btoi 
cheeked  handkerchief  folded  across  her  bosom,  and  »  bha 
checked  apron  tied  around  her  waist ;  coarse  jam  stockings^ 
and  shoes  clumsy  with  frequent  mending,  eompleted  hsr 
attire ;  her  head  was  bare,  and  her  hair  was  twisted  wp  k» 
hind  and  tncked  under  a  horn  comb  in  the  rerj  fdainssl 
manner. 

The  two  little  girls,  the  twin  sisters,  Alice  and 
were  pretty  brunettes,  right  comforiably  clad  in 
linsej,  that  had  once  been  as  many  hued  as  the  rminbow»  bal 
had  by  dint  of  freqnent  intercourse  with  soap  and  watsr 
faded  into  an  indiscriminate  cloud  of  no  particular  eidor  at 
all.  Between  these  two  children  on  the  floor  was  a  basket 
of  cotton  wool,  in  which  slept  a  nest  of  young  Utteaa,  tiiat 
the  young  girls  were  never  tired  of  looking  at,  taUng 
nursing,  petting,  warming,  and  worrying  all  ia 
motherly  tenderness  conceivable. 

While  the  children  played,  the  mother  busied  hendf  hf 
taking  down  the  cups  and  saucers  and  the  pewter  plaiss 
from  the  dresser,  and  arranging  them  upon  the  tablCp  aad 
going  now  and  then  first  to  one  window,  next  to  tha  othai^ 
and  then  to  the  door  to  look  out  into  the  wintiy  adM 
•ayingy  as  she  returned  to  her  task, 

''  I  wonder  where  your  brothef  is,  children  I  It  ia  vaqr 
eold.  The  wind  blows  as  if  it  would  take  the  roof  off  Hm 
boose  I    I  wish  he  would  come  in." 

Ah  I  it  was  easy  to  see  by  the  expression  of  thai  poor 
woman's  (ace  as  she  looked,  and  the  tone  of  her  Toiea  as 
she  spoke,  that  her  heart  was  ^  wrapped  up''  in  that  bof« 
just  as  all  the  poor  neighbors  said  it  was.  When  she  qiok^ 
the  little  girls  would  look  up  from  their  play  and 
Botbing  at  all,  or  only  say, 

''I  wish  he  may  bring  us  home  a  live  bird  to  keep.* 
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The  widow  finished  letting  the  table,  by  patting  a  pitcher 
af  milk  and  a  pat  of  batter  apoo  it  And  then  she  sat  down 
ia  the  chimnej  comer  and  took  her  knitting ;  bat  she  had 
BOt  knit  many  ronnda  before  she  heard  the  joyous  carol  of 
the  boy's  Toice,  as  he  approached  the  house,  singing.  In 
aBOther  moment  he  came  in  with  a  lad's  gay  inoffensiye 
Mtumption  of  manliness,  exclaiming, 

**  Well  I  here  I  am,  mother  I  all  right  I  and  lots  of  game  !*' 
And  then  he  stood  his  gua  down  with  a  sounding  thump  ia 
Mm  comer,  and  cast  his  banch  of  partridges  and  a  pair  of 
mbbita  apon  the  floor — all  in  a  sturdy,  off-hand  sort  of  way, 
aa  if  ho  did  not  think  much  of  what  he  had  done  that  day, 
aad  was  a  long  way  abore  making  any  amount  of  it 

"  Come  to  the  fire,  my  boy — make  haste — do  come— you 
most  be  frozen,"  said  Mrs.  Branton  affectionately. 

**  Oh  i  not  a  bit  of  it  1  dear,  no  I  never  felt  wanner.  Field 
sports  warm  up  the  blood,  you  know  I  So  Blaise  Wildman 
says  I  and  it's  the  truth,  I  reckon  1  Oh  !  my  I  hasn't  he 
frot  a  cousin,  though  I  ain't  she  a  trump!  Well!  here 
thi>y  are,  mother,"  he  said,  taking  up  the  bunch  of  game, 
and  feeling  the  birds—"  they  are  uot  yery  fat  I — contrary- 
wise,  I  think  they  are  very  lean.  They  don't  get  much 
picking  now,  you  know,  when  the  snow  is  on  the  ground. 
Poor  things,  with  their  short  commons  they  fare  so  much 
like  ourselves  that  I  have  quite  a  fellow-feeling  for  them,  and 
feel  aa  if  I  committed  a  sort  o'  murder  in  killing  them  I 
Bat  that  little  witch  of  a  Nelly !  Oh !  ain't  she  one  of 
them,  though !  Beasts  of  prey !  they  coll  the  wild  animais 
beasts  of  prey!  When  here  am  I  who  hear  the  gospel 
preached  to  me  once  a  month,  and  here  is  Blaise  who  is  book- 
learaed,  and  little  Nelly,  that's  a  girl  naturally,  and  I'm 
blamed,  when  we're  killing  these  little  speckled  creatures  in 
their  own  homes,  if  I  don't  feel  as  if  we  were  worse  beasts 
of  prey  than  the  dumb  ones!  and  we  hear  the  gospel 
pnacbed  tool" 
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"Bat  the  gospel  says,  'Bim  Poter,  kill  and  ett"' 

'*  Tho  gospel  says  Peter  dreamt  ilieU,  when  he  was  Tevj 
hangry.  IIows'eYer,  mother,  liere  are  tho  birds,  about  two 
dozen  of  them,  I  reckon — enough  to  make  two  or  three  lara 
pie&^-and  here  are  two  rabbits,  almost  big  enoagh  to  atnff. 
and  roast  like  pigs.  Wonder  if  there  beany  saperior  order 
of  beings  that  kill  and  eat  us,  in  some  way  that  we  donl 
understand,  and  all  without  our  knowing  it,  as  we  do  the 
rabbits  and  partridges — I'm  blamed  if  I  don't  Bometimei 
think  it's  likely !"  said  the  boy,  as  he  hung  the  game  ap  CO 
a  nail  near  the  dresser. 

**  You  do  get  some  of  the  wildest  notions,  Wake,  and  I 
think  it  must  be  'canse  you  go  so  much  among  the  wild 
Tarmints." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  mother,  ihaVs  the  wildest  thought  of  all— > 
shouldn't  wonder  if  I  got  them  all  from  you,  mother  dear." 

''  I  was  always  counted  a  belieyer,  Wake  1" 

"So  am  I,  mother." 

''  And  in  nothing  more  and  nothing  less  than  is  set  down 
in  Holy  Writ." 

"  So  am  I,  mother,  only  we  don't  know,  Lord  help  n% 
how  much  is  set  down  there,  long  as  we  can't  read  for  onr* 
Belres." 

*'  That's  the  truth,  too  I  La,  Wake,  when  I  was  yoor 
age,  I  had  such  an  ambition  to  learn  how  to  read 
Oh,  I  remember  when  I  was  a  little  girl  out  at  Berrice 
at  old  Madame  Tbogmorton's  I— sometimes  I  would  hetf 
the  young  ladies  read,  and  then,  oh  I  I  got  such  glimpiei 
of  the  joys  and  delights  there  was  in  the  insidea  of  the 
wonderful  little  books!  But  when  I  opened  them  and 
looked  to  see  if  I  could  make  out  any  thing  by  gazing^  they 
were  just  as  dumb  to  me  as  a  stone  I  And  then  the  young 
ladies,  you  know,  would  feel  tickled  half  to  death,  to  see 
how  I  used  to  loiter,  with  my  '  mouth  and  eyes  wide  opeoi' 
they  said — ^though  I  don't  believe  that — ^to  catch  and  iwa^ 
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0^  As  nidiDg  I  1  thqr  mie  me  briag  inj 
fk  is  tiie  jMfflor  of  ao  e?  ng,  to  sit  and  listen  to  the 
MBg.  And  as  I  stand  hflfl  •  tliis  minstey  with  this  eoflbe* 
,  in  iDj  liand,  I  do  belieTo  they  ei^ojad  thslr  book  twiea 
smdi tat  sadag  how  hsen  I  eDjoyed  it;  for  th^  woold 
k  at  VM^  and  be  tidded  to  h  sometfanas  I  imd,  oh  i 
M  m^  iXr'-teen.  I  iita  ji  !  Oh.  Waka  I  tham  waa 
niiiga  I  Mr.  William^Dt  or  Thogmortoa  that  is 
r,  woqU  eoma  in  when  w  were  ail  in  the  pailor  after 
f-aad  bring  a  little  book,  no  bigger  than— 4ian 

IT  laoo  hands  laid  flat  toget  ler,  yet  in  that  book  he  woold 
down  and  read  to  the  yon  g  ladies  round  thework«tabk^ 
I  to  me  on  the  stool-— thea  i  would  be  the  greatest  sights 
listories  aboat  nations,  and  kings  and  qneens  and  battles^ 
I  unrders  and  sodden  deaths  that  would  make  your  head 
[  did.  And  then,  onoi^^r  evening  tbere'd  be  another 
ik  no  bigger,  yet  that  seemed  to  hold  all  the  whole 
dd,  with  the  most  wonderful  stories  of  distant  eonntries 
t  yon  neTer  dreamed  of;  some  countries  where  it  is 
lost  always  freezing  winter  like  this,  some  where  it  is 
■aing  summer  all  the  year  round ;  and  then  the  dilferent 
ea  of  people ;  and  the  wfld  animals ;  and  wonderful  birds 
1  fishes  1  And  then  other  evenings  again  there  would  be 
lar  books,  full  of  stories  about  knights  and  ladies  and 
ties  that  would  make  my  heart  bum.  And  sometimes 
TO  was  beautiful  poetry  that  would  melt  my  bosom  like 
iBOW-ball  before  the  fire,  and  make  the  tears  run  down 
fbce  in  the  foolishcst  way  I  But,  whether  I  laughed  or 
m1  or  gaped,  as  they  said  I  did,  I  know  one  thing,  I  made  a 
iat  deal  of  fVin  for  them  somehow,  for  sometimes  they  would 
gh  at  me  until  they  were  scarcely  able  to  stir  1  Never 
ad  1 1  diduH  care  much,  for  ah  I  boy,  those  hours  were  like 
I  kingdom  of  heaven  come  down,  and  not  one  of  those  books 
re  I  ever  forgotten,  or  what  was  read  in  them,  either ! 
krf  does  make  me  be  able  to  amuse  you  with  telling 
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cnrions  things  these  long  winter  erenfngi  wUIe  I  tfl 
knit." 

"  Bat  why  mightn't  some  of  the  jonng  ladles  tetdh  jm 
to  read,  mother ;  that's  what  J  wonder.  **  '^ 

"  Laws,  Wake,  didn't  I  ask  them  often  and  oftoi  T  mtA 
BO  thej  wonld,  may  be,  only  they  were  too  mveh  gim  fb 
idleness  like;  and  besides  their  brother,   Mr.  'WHHm^ 
Doctor  Thogmorton  .that  now  is,  wonldnt  hear  tall  of 
a  thing  for  one  minute ;  and  he  said  a  great  deal 
mixing  up  of  classes,  and  making  poor  folks  feel  abofV  ttdlr 
places,  and  so  on,  with  a  great  deal  of  fine  talk  about  tUiga 
that  I  couldn't  make  head  or  tail  of,  'cept  that  the  Hkel  of 
me  were  not  to  learn  to  read  like  the  likes  of  Aem,    And 
may  be  it  might  be  so,  the  Lord  abore  knows— no  it  wm*n\ 
neither  t    I  won't  say  it  was,  if  an  angel  told  me  bo  I  be- 
cause I  know  better  all  out  of  my  own  heart  I    And  I  whh 
I  Iiad  learned  to  read,  Wake,  so  that  I  might  teach  joa 
these  long  winter  evenings,  and  no  thanks  to  the  school  tiMt 
we  can't  afford  to  send  you  to,"  concluded  the  widow,  aB 
she  took  the  tongs,  raised  the  lid  fW)m  the  oreii,  and  tni* 
ing  her  corn-pone  well  done,  proceeded  to  turn  it  out  wpoa 
a  large  pewter-platc,  and  set  it  upon  the  table,  whenee  fts 
sweet,  fresh,  warm  scent  filled  the  room.   Then  she  poKriiid 
off  the  coffee-pot  and  set  it  on  the  waiter,  and  then  took 
the  single  salt  herring  from  the  gridiron,  put  it  on  a  Htde 
dish  and  placed  it  also  on  the  board.     The  sweet  pat  of 
butter,  the  jug  of  milk  and  the  maple-sugar  being  tMbs 
before — the  supper  was  now  ready.    And  she  set  the  ebain^ 
and  put  the  two  little  girls  up  on  each  side,  while  the  solo  re* 
presentatire  of  the  "  boys"  took  off  his  upper  Jacket  and  haag 
It  up,  and  giring  his  head  a  shake  by  way  of  dreflBtng  Us 
hair,  came  forward  to  take  the  place  as  man  of  the  hooBB, 
at  the  foot  of  the  table. 

Ho  was  a  fine,  well  grown,  handsome  lad,  with  daA  hab^ 
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MkiJriiMdMrtaiid  iirt9ri\MNl«ftMh  nid4r 
Md  a  «sm»  ftwik  laiDe. 

Milker,''  he  uUg  es  Ji^  ett  the  pene  evl 
Idi  little  dilm  te  bM4.  TUIe  die  irfdow  UWa  th^ 
pMLvnkp.**  eoMttaem  JM  kaov,  I  Cm!  4iieoalfl^ted» 
l^mtfi  kftie  wkei  I  aee  otiker  boje  We,  aer  go  to 
Unthefdi^  end  Ike  rat  of  ijU-«ad  thee  egelVt 
/I  heidiy  kwv  how  U  is  bet,  97  mied  oheeg^  ef* 
I  fM  like  I  do  BOW,  ee  if  I  wee  the  leqr 
leppieBti  bfV  ie  the  worid,  with  eooh  a  deer  Bother-HBothert 
kemljMlite  the  Middle pieee of  the  ft4b  widi  theioe 

tali.*-      :  - 

Whea  thif  hed  ftriihed  their  peA  WekdkU  got  qp  eiMi 
•eek  hii  little  elelere  do  we  Aon  their  cbein,  end  wiped  their 
■mo  hende  nnd  fMee  with  n  wet  towet,  end  tnmed  them  to 
phgr  with  the  eet  end  kittens,  while  he  eet  iqp  the  cheiiB  end 
pouiad  ont  a  pen  (sll  of  hot  weter  for  his  mother  to  wesh 


nsa  wlifle  she  deered  mp  the  sapper-teUep  arrenged  the 
dreeier,  end  swept  the  heerth,  he  went  ont  into  the 
ehed  ends]ditnpaquentitjof  wood^apertof  wUd 
ae  piled  np  for  tiM  moming's  kindlings  end  e  pert  of  which 
lie  krenght  in  ftir  present  nse. 

The  widow  lind  drawn  the  teble  to  tlie  ire,  end  Ilgbteda 
kNae-dipped  tallow  eandle,  (thej  bed  eaten  snpper  hj  the 
bright  Ugfat  of  the  ftre,  which  wes  qnite  is  bright  is  ofer,  bet 
]In.Brantoo  preferred  to  hsTe  the  oendleelso.)  Andshehed 
teken  ksrdieir  and  ker  knitting;  and  <at  down  to  work.  The 
Kule  girii  had  taken  their  low  stools,  end  nestled  themseWee 
oleee  to  her  skirts,  b^^ng;  thongh  it  was  six  o'clock,  to 
eit  np  Jnet  a  little  while  and  heer  mother  tell  stories.  All 
this  bed  been  done  while  Wakefield  was  ont  dionung 


And  wken  at  last  be  bad  finished  and  brought  in  emifiil 
after  nrmfii!,  and  piled  it  np  for  the  cTening's  nse,  ke  drew 
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a  chair  and  sat  Qown  opposite  bis  mother  st  the 
as  80011  as  he  had  thoroaghl  j  rested,  he  began  to  be  rmy 
uneasy  for  the  want  of  occapation.  He  got  np  and  walked 
abont  the  room,  looked  oat  of  the  windows,  took  aiiotber 
tnm  or  two  and  came  back  and  set  down.  Then  gofe'Wp 
again,  took  another  tarn,  looked  in  npon  thecatand  UtUnSy 
teased  his  little  sisters  in  a  gentle  sort  of  way,  came  and  sat 
down  again,  yawned  and  wished  it  was  bedtime,  or  that  ka 
was  dead — he  felt  so  lonesome  I  meaning  that  he  felt  nett- 
tally  so  vacant,  so  hungry,  so  weary  of  idleness  and  inaniljr. 

There  is  not  by  any  means  too  mnch  sympathy  expanded 
npon  physical  starvation,  bnt  mental  starvation  is  a  thing 
almost  entirely  ignored,  though  the  latter  is  ikr  more  fre- 
quently to  be  seen  than  the  former. 

**  Mother,  is  there  nothing  I  can  do  for  you,  this  evening  V* 
be  asked,  drearily. 

"  No,  Wake !" 

**  Whatever  shall  I  do  with  myself,  mother  J  M  go  to 
bed  runOf  only  I  know  I  should  lay  awake  and  feel  loneeonw 
all  the  same.     Aint  you  never  lonesome,  mother  V* 

"Yes,  Wake.^ 

"  And  what  do  you  do  f" 

"Work  as  hard  as  I  can,  Wake — and  if  that  dont  do,  I 
say  my  prayers." 

"  And  if  thai  don't  do,  mother.'' 

**  Why  then  I  bear  it  as  well  as  I  can  till  the  feeling  goes 
off.  Wake — and  it  does  go  after  a  while,  just  as  any  other 
bad  feeling  does.  It's  a  sort  o'  low  heart-ache,  one  must 
try  to  get  rid  of  it  by  fair  means,  and  if  they  cant  they  rniiA 
just  bear  with  it  like  it  was  a  grumbling  tooth,  until  it  goea 
of  its  own  accord.  That's  my  thoughts.  Now  Wake,  yon 
are  having  a  bad  feeling  over  you,  and  if  yon  can't  get  shut 
of  it  no  way,  just  try  to  bear  it  till  it  goes  of  its  own  accord, 
and  it  will  soon  go." 

"  Tes,  mother,  but  it  comes  on  now  every  day  of  my  life^  imI 


Mdft  iMli  hditnm  mpprnftm 


^'-WcBy  yoa^ml  Iw  iMilisiit^  and*  nccdiBtt  Ikt 


irfoii  eovBlad  «p  JHi  now  fifr  bdag  iha  hi|ipiiil4Mij 
Ib  Ihft  i^ob  worid.**  *    -i 

. ?-^?V«ft I/«ii  kappgr tiwiv moliMr.  I  ftdcoD  ttim  bo* 
I  bid  iiwaitiliiiig  to  do-»I  hod  rapper  to  oo^  joii 
londwiodto  obop.    And  aoirthon^  aotbiog:  ol^ 

-^-fWAtkM'd^fivoot  hat  foiofir,"  raid  the  mCher, 
oowdoJIog  with  m  hril4wppreerad  eigh,  ra  tf  Ao  otiled  itm 
mongbl  fhol  iheto  raigfal  bei  ra  arach  to  fcor  ra  to  hflpo  fa 


Who*  poor  widowed  mother  bra  not  felt  the  easMt' efeo 
whOo  w<»ldDg  herd  for  the  needy  children  that  gather  in 
accoritj  aroond  her  hrarth  in  the  eTeningf  aha  I  as  nmch 
to  ftar  « to  hope  in  their  growing  up,  God  eomftut  and 
gaard  and  goide  them  1 

*'  Mother,  I  wouldn't  feel  so  bad,  nor  grumble  w,  if  I  only 
eonld  learn  to  read — for  if  I  could  read^  mother,  that  would 
pot  mo  in  the  way  of  learning  every  thing  else,  I  am  rare  it 
wonld  1  I  coold  borcow  books  from  Blaise,  and  irom  the 
Sialen  np  yonder,  too,  and  teach  myself  all  these  long  wintet 
cTeningi,  and  afterward  teach  pretty  sisten^  and  read  to  yon 
all»  too  I  Wheretf  now,  I  haTo  to  mope  away  in  wortlUesa 
idlcsera  all  thera  long,  dismal  evenings,  and  all  the  rainy  daya» 
wasting  rach  lots  of  time  that  I  might  be  getting  rach  a 
qriradid  education.    Its  enough  to  make  a  boy—" 

Ho  broke  off  shorty  and  passed  his  cuff  across  hia  eyea. 
His  mother  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder : 

«  Never  mind.  Wake  \" 

"  But  I  do  mind,  mother,  and  I  can*t  help  mindia'.  Hero 
Vm  ^most  (kkieen  years  old,  and  I  don't  know  a  letter  in 
the  hotik  I    I  don't  want  to  stay  here  grubbing  on  this  old 
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noniitain  forererl  I  want  to  le«n  BomeiUBg  Mid- go 
■omewhere  and  do  something  of  sonna  aoeomitl  Ami  I 
want  yon  and  sisters  to  be  better  off  and  to  kafe  tUogi  I 
I  don't  see  the  use  of  being  aliyei  if  M»  is  all  P 

And  again  the  mother's  gentle  hand  was  laid  npoa  Hi 
■honlder,  and  her  loving  voice  said, 

"  What  a  poor,  discontented  boj  yon  are  getting  to  ba^ 
Wakefield  1  I  am  sorry  to  see  it.  Wake.  Ton  'doDi 
the  nse  of  being  alive,  if  ihia  is  all  I'  Oh,  Wake  I  the 
of  being  alive  is  to  do  the  will  of  Him  who  gave  oi  lifa^ 
to  grow  better  and  better  every  year  we  live— and  tlwt  w% 
can  do,  Wake,  here  in  onr  poverty  on  this  mountain,  at  vdl 
as  anywhere  else  in  this  world  I  We  are  pu£  on  tUa  entK 
Wake,  to  prepare  for  a  better  world ;  and  thai  we  can  do 
on  this  mountain.  Wake,  as  well  as  anywhere  die  in  tliia 
world  1  Riches  is  a  good  thing.  Wake,  and  leaning  ia  a 
better;  bnt  righteousness  is  best  of  all,  Wake,  for  It  wil 
aave  ns  both  in  this  world  and  the  next  And  if  wa  aauot 
be  rich  and  great.  Wake,  and  if  we  cannot  be  wiaa 
learned,  we  can  be  better  than  that — ^we  can  be  honeat 
true  I  honest  and  tme.  Wake  1" 

''  Why,"  she  added,  smiling,  "that  is  what  I  often  tUtak 
about  onr  little  housekeeping.  We  can't  have  rick  fnmi- 
tnre  and  beautiful  pictures  and  costly  books  in  onr  bonae, 
nor  would  they  suit  it ;  but  we  can  have  an  ornament  thaftia 
better  than  them,  and  that  ever  so  many  costly  things  would 
be  of  poor  account  without — we  can  have  pure  cleanneas  in 
our  clothes  and  in  onr  cabin.  And  so  in  our  touts  ;  if  we 
can't  have  wisdom  and  learning,  we  can  have  what  ia  better 
than  them— pure  cleanness  there,  too.  When  I  weak  the 
children  in  the  morning,  and  myself,  too,  I  do  often  pnj  It 
the  Lord  to  keep  onr  souls  clean.  Yes,  Wake  I  if  we  can\ 
bave  worldly  wealth  and  wisdom,  we  can  have  clean  aoali^ 
and  in  clean  bodies,  anyhow." 

"  Yes,  mother,  but^  yon  know,  it  seems  to  me  I  mighf 
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)Hl «  Ml  1m«  aa  <rilicitioB  ■■  iMt,  tad  be  g«tt]»gH 
liNig  «iatir  eradagt.    Aad  It  k  to  tipsaone  id  Ihmw 

to4o  r  aad  tha  etaahiga  are  ao  laag  I  aew,  ta  faakaa 

lyttMilaagftaf  ^Mitcaadia  Heart  ba  ■Ota  ttaa  half  faat 

fall    WlH*alaaidar» 

''Vow;  FD  taD  yoa  wkat  jtm  eaa  io-^-^j^n  aaa  piek  thaaa 

Aai  vMa  yao  ara  dotng  K,  I  will  Ml  yoa  an 

Maiy  of  King  AMrad  aad  Iha  waia  of  tka  Daaia,  aa  I 

UiMAIaagagou    Bat  atop;  kara  ara  tiMaa  poor 

Wutm  fUagB  'goM  to  alBap-JVlthoai  tbair  atoiy,  toot    I 

in pwitfw ta ba*  liaL* 

-8#^aayiag  tta  aoliMr  taadarij laiMd  irat  ana  daapiq^ 

aUMp  and  tklaa  Ami  oOar,  and  aataMljr  andraariaf  "tlM^ 

iddttaaanlfcabad. 

« I  dart  Hka  «a  childrai  to  goto  slaap  wiOont  ai^iBg 

ttair  Httla  pimyaca,  bat  it  dont  h^ipen  Taiy  ofkaa^'^  Aa 


WalBeldd  had  got  dowB  hia  boadi  of  gama,  and  hit  boAat 
to  laaaiva  the  iMthcn,  and  waa  sealad  in  the  diiHMM7*oonier, 
aa  Ua  fade  of  picking  tfaa  biida.  Aod  hb  mother,  aittiag 
down  laaomfng  her  knitting,  began  to  tail  hiM  all  iha  a»- 
aaMriMiad  of  tha  historj  of  Bnghmd,  Terjr  mach  in  the  same 
atfta,  and  with  tha  fame  commenta  that  any  one  elae  woold 
tdl  a  alory,  **  begfoning  at  tha  beginning"  and  skipping 
otar  larga  interfmis  of  time,  and  Terj  important  aranla 
that  had  been  forgotten,  merely  becaoea  thej  had  not  in- 
preMHit  her  imaginaUoa,  merelf  filling  ap  the  neglected 
apaeea,  and  conncctiog  the  narratiTe  by  saying  that  in  that 
ttoa  a  namber  of  kings  reigned  and  made  war  and  died,  or 
got  killed,  and  then  resuming  her  narrative  at  the  next  welK 
raaaabered  epoch.  Tbns  she  skipped  from  the  Roman  In* 
vaaioa  to  the' story  of  King  Alfred  ;  firom  him  to  William 
tiba  Conqueror— theace  to  the  lion-hearted  Richard  and  hia 
orosade,  and  his  wicked  successor  John,  aod  tha  story  of 
Prince  Arthur — thence  to  Edward  I.,  and  tha  inrasion  of 
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Scotland,  with  the  fitorj  of  Sir  William  Wallace.  .  T&ea 
with  a  jamp  forward  over  a  hundred  years,  and  the  crowned 
heads  of  a  half  a  dozen  kings,  or  so,  she  came  to  the  reign 
of  Henry  Y.,  the  invasion  of  France,  and  the  story  of  Joan 
of  Arc,  and  from  that,  with  a  leap,  to  the  hampback 
usurper,  Richard  III.,  and  his  murdered  nephews — then  on 
to  the  story  of  the  Royal  Bluebeard,  and  his  six  wives^-and 
so  on  to  Mary,  and  her  successor  Elizabeth,  and  the  histoiy 
of  the  religions  persecutions  of  those  days— and  then  oa 
to  the  tragic  story  of  Charles  L,  and  then  of  Cromwell. 

And  that  brought  them  to  such  a  late  hoar,  that  the 
mother  stopped  her  narrative,  rolled  up  her  knitting,  and 
began  to  set  the  room  in  order  for  the  night 

The  boy's  hungry,  active  mind  was  digesting  rapidly  tlie 
crude  material  it  had  received,  and  drawing  nutriment  for 
strong  and  independent  thought  And  while  he  pat  on  a 
fresh  log  to  keep  the  fire  all  night,  he  said, 

**  It  seems  to  me,  mother,  from  all  I've  learned  of  history, 
the  great  trouble  was  from  people's  getting  too  much  power 
in  their  hands.  For  it  seems  to  me  whether  it  was  CatholiCy 
or  Protestant,  or  Presbyterian, — or  Pope,  or  King,  or 
Cromwell — whichever  of  them  got  the  power,  never  failed 
to  turn  Turk,  and  cut  up  the  very — old  gentleman  1" 

And  with  this  profound  moral  drawn  from  history,  the 
boy-philosopher  lighted  his  candle,  bid  his  mother  good- 
night, and  went  up  stairs.  The  woman  also  was  soon  at 
rest  But  even  after  midnight  had  settled  darkest  over  all 
the  scene — the  fire  on  the  mother's  cottage  hearth,  sent  oat 
through  the  windows,  east  and  west,  a  ruddy,  cheerful  light 


CHAPTER  Xm. 
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Ta  next  aoniig  mm  m  glorious  m  enst  dftwntd  «|nmi 
tills  ssrtlu  The  TiUej  lay  bathed  in  sunshine,  its  flelds  of 
frostad  snow,  its  forests  of  glittering  idcles  biased  back  a 
white.  insoflenUile  splendor,  equal  to  that  of  the  rising  snn. 
From  the  stillness  of  the  air,  and  the  mild  warmth  of  the 
morning  son,  it  might  be  known  that,  ere  the  day  declined, 
the  icj  glories  of  this  wintry  scene  would  be  melted  away. 

They  were  early  risers  at  the  widow's  cabin. 

Mrs.  Brunton  was  up,  had  dressed  her  two  little  girls, 
asade  her  bed,  swept  the  room,  and  was  getting  break&st» 
when  Wakefield  appeared  upon  the  ladder  leading  from  his 

Wake  had  been  np  as  early  as  his  mother,  had  made  his 
riaple  day's  toilet,  and  bad  set  his  room  in  perfect  order, 
to  fill  np  the  half  hour  before  he  durst  intrude  below. 

''Good  morning,  mother  dear,"  he  said,  gayly,  as  he 
crossed  the  kitchen  and  took  two  pails  to  bring  water.  As 
the  spring  was  not  far  from  the  house,  he  soon  returned, 
and  set  the  pails  of  water  on  the  rude  bench  that  usually 
held  them.  "And  now,  mother,"  he  asked,  bringing  in  an 
old  tub  from  the  shed,  ''  what  am  I  to  give  poor  Sukey  for 
bar  breakfast  t  She  had  the  Uist  of  the  hay  yesterday  mom* 
fsgp  and  it  was  but  a  handfuL" 

9  (145) 
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"  Yon  most  cut  np  some  of  the  carrots  aad  tomipt  for 
her.  It  is  a  great  waste,  as  few  Tcgctables  as  we  hare,  and 
really  it  does  seem  like  taking  the  victaals  oat  of  the  child- 
ren's mouths  to  give  them  to  the  cow,  bat  then  it  would  be 
a  sin  to  keep  on  milking  and  starving  her,  poor  thing  I" 

"  Why,  so  it  would,  mother  I  though  it  does  leem  hacd 
to  have  to  feed  away  our  precious  little  stock  of  carrots  and 
tomips,  for  the  want  of  fodder  that  costs  so  litde^  and  would 
be  just  as  good  for  her." 

"  Ah,  Wake,  it  is — '  The  poverty  of  the  poor  is  their  de- 
struction,' as  the  Bible  says.  Half  the  time  they  havent 
the  chance  to  save  if  they  would.  And  then  richer  peoplay 
with  all  things  convenient  about  them,  blame  the  poor  for 
their  extravagance.  But  never  mind  ihoL  It  is  no  use  to 
complain  of  it,  for  there  is  so  much  nonsense  talked  and 
acted  in  this  world,  and  so  much  iigustice  done  in  one  wnj 
and  another,  that  it  would  be  worse  nonsense  to  mention  it.'' 

"Now  you  mustn't  be  stingy  to  poor  Sukey.  She  giree 
us  sweet  milk  for  breakfast  and  supper,"  said  little  Annie, 
who  understood  nothing  of  the  subject  of  conversation,  ex- 
cept that  her  favorite's  provender  was  in  debate. 

"  No,  you  mustn't  be  stingy  to  poor,  dear  Sukey,  Wake,** 
chimed  in  little  AUie,  who  was  always  an  echo  to  her  sister. 

"  No,  no,  my  children,  we  wouldn't,  for  your  sakes^  stini 
Sukey.  There  now  yon  may  go  and  help  Wake  to  break 
np  the  carrots,  and  put  them  in  the  tub  for  Sukey.  And 
then,  as  the  morning  is  so  pleasant,  yon  may  eome  to  the 
door  and  see  her  eat  her  breakfast,  while  I  milk,"  nid 
their  mother. 

W^akefield  had  brought  in  a  large  basket  of  those  roots, 
and  set  it  with  the  tub  near  the  door,  and  the  little  g^ls 
went  as  permitted  to  help  him  with  his  job,  while  their  mo- 
ther set  the  table  and  made  the  coffee.  By  the  time  she  }mmA 
done  these  things,  and  was  ready  to  milk  the  cow,  they  had 
the  food  prepared,  and  Wake  carried  the  tab  oat  and  sec  il 
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— farBitay^BOw;  wMIe  hh  notlMr  took  her  niftiag  ttool 
lad  pofl  ood  eoMOBted  opentioiis.  A  poor  looking,  rod 
m4  vUle  eowvM  Sakey,  leemiBg  qiito  haggard  and  eai»» 
vwv,  aa  if  aho  were  altogether  a  member  of  the  fiunily,  and 
boia  hir  iharo  of  all  their  anxletiee  and  reqM>aaibiUtie%  aa 
cartaMy  «d  In  their  prifatioiia  aod^-thefar  affeotlotii. 
Aa  mHkhg  vaa  ever  thegr  an  eaiM  la,  Mra.  BrMtos 
Oa  fldk,  wUle  the  eidldrai  vatdied  her  with  aa 
iatanat  aa  If  they  had  Defer  aeea  that  proeeaa  hetea. 
tad  Ilea  their  bieddhat  waa  pat  apoa  the  tahk.  It  waa 
akMMl  anetly  afaiflar  fai  fure  to  the  aapper  of  the  nighl 
|Navlo«%  oaly  ftat  the  remaiBteg  half  of  the  ooU  poaa  had 
fceMi  fltoad  aad  toasted. 

«I  |hlak»  mother,.  FD  go  oat  and  mend  Oolbiieolhli 
noraiig;  fcr  aa  aoon  aa  the  aaow  mdta,  aad  the  froat  la  ovi 
of  the  earth— aad  that  will  be  aoon  now— Jt  will  bo  time  to 
areak  ap  tiie  gronnd  for  planting  the  garden.'' 

"  Yoa  may  do  that  if  yoo  can,  WtUce ;  bnt  I  don't  be- 
lie?e  there^  a  nail  in  the  honae." 

**  Oh,  yea  there  is,  mother ;  I  got  a  riiilling  laat  week  ia 
Eyrie  for  holding  a  gentleman*^  horse,  and  I  boaght  some ; 
I  pvt  a  new  handle  on  the  hammer,  too,  the  other  day,  yoa 
know.  La!  I  had  aa  liefbe  withont  my  handaaa  withoata 
hmnaer  and  nails  I"  laughed  the  lad,  aa  going  Into  the  wood- 
abed  be  broaght  forth  the  tools^  and  a  bundle  <^  dd  paHaga. 
Tlw  he  went  ont  to  the  scene  of  his  morning^  wori[ — ^the 
straggling;  dilapidated  old  fence  that  eneloaed  the  lot  of 
Oreo  acres,  in  the  midst  of  which  the  cabin  stood. 

Bat  ere  he  had  commenced,  the  morning  landscape^  the 
sablime  and  beantifiil  moontain  and  ralley  scenery,  clothed 
DOW  in  its  winter  garb  of  snow,  and  frost,  and  ice,  all 
glancing,  flashing  and  sparkling  in  the  dazzling  light  of 
the  aloming  snn— like  hUIs  and  fields  and  forests  of  alabas- 
ter, peaib  and  diamonds— canght  and  speD-bonnd  his  eyea 
■id  hia  80n«.    None  bat  a  bright,  strong  eye  eoaU  look 
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io  Ijng  npon  that  blindiog  radiance.    Bdow  him  ^^ftl^ifj 

his  own  mouDtain-sidc,  a  precipice  of  snow,  spiked  over 
with  coantless  stunted  pines  and  cedars,  whose  dark  green 
foliage  glittered  with  frost  drops. 

Below  the  mountain  laj  the  yallej,  its  fields  all  shining 
in  snow,  and  its  forest  trees  sparkling  in  their  winter  foliage 
of  icicles.  Mod  River,  now  concealed  by  snow,  looked  like 
a  tortuous  great  gullj,  with  trees  and  shrubbery  in  their 
dress  of  ice,  growing  up  and  down  along  the  ragged  banka. 

Before  him,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Yallej,  arose  the 
South  mountain  covered  with  snow,  and  quilled  with  eTer- 
greens,  powdered  over  with  diamond  dust  of  frost.  An 
unknown  wilderness  was  that  South  mountain ;  firom  the 
point  where  it  started,  the  great  range  of  the  Alleghenies 
above  the  Convent,  to  its  western  termination,  opposite 
Mount  Storm,  where  it  fell  into  those  beautiful  rolling,  half- 
wooded  declivities  called  the  Sunset  Hills,  there  had  not 
been  a  tree  felled  or  a  house  raised. 

In  all  the  white  and  shining  landscape,  the  only  points  of 
color  were  the  dark  hue  of  the  evergreen  trees  on  either 
mountain  range,  or  scattered  sparsely  through  the  valley  f-« 
the  red  group  of  Convent  buildings  up  the  eastern  extremi- 
ty of  the  vale : — the  chimneys  and  gable  ends  of  Gray  Rock 
at  the  right  hand,  some  quarter  of  a  mile  down ;  and  the 
long,  rambling,  ruinous  old  farm-house  of  Red-Bidge  a 
mile  or  so  up  the  valley,  and  near  the  Convent.  As  the 
two  last  mentioned  homesteads  were  close  under  the  shelter 
of  the  mountain  range  upon  which  our  boy  spectator  stood, 
he  could  see  but  little  of  them  except  their  roofs  and  diim* 
neys. 

Yes  I  there  was  another  item  of  color,  the  brightest  of  all 
in  the  snowy  landscape.  As  the  boy  turned  his  eyes  op 
toward  the  Convent  buildings,  where  the  newly  risen  son 
was  shining  brightly  above  them,  he  descried  a  little  figure 
in  a  scarlet  cloak  coming  down  the  valley.     She  was  jea  so 
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off  Aak  he  ooidd  not  hatv  sen  her  btt  for  th»  brltlit> 
•CM  of  bor  nimait^  fliat  shooe  like  fire  amid  the  mov.  Ho 
4id  sot  know  tiuitit  was  the  momiog  etar  of  hiilife  abo«t 
to  riae  opon  him.  How  should  he  of  eoorse  f  We  safer 
Ka0w  hov  nmch'  of  our  fhtore  deeUoj  liea  in  tlie  haade  of 
thoaa  of  wboie  Terj  eziateiiee  we  are  vneonseioBa.  Wake-^ 
Md  tnaad  aad  addrened  himself  to  hia  work.  And  aa  he 
haaiaend  away  and  got  warm  aad  Intereeted  in  hIa  labony 
feo  tegot  afr  fak  diicontaat,  hia  ipirits  aroie  to  tiie  efl»» 
point  aad  oieiftowed  in  aongy  and  he  waited  aad 
wnA  aa  hoar  had  fMumed  by ;  hii  aongi  had  eeaied» 
bat  bo  waa  still  hammaring  indastrlonslyy  when  a  Toioa 
spokoto  him, 

^  Oood  flMming,  Wakefield  I  yoa  are  Tory  hard  at  woft." 

The  boy  started,  for  so  engaged  had  he  been  that  he  had 
not  aeen  or  heard  the  approach  of  any  one,  bat  now  he  re- 
cognixed  before  him  the  figure  of  the  little  girl  that  he  had 
aeen  coming  down  the  valley. 

There  the  bright  creature  stood  like  the  impersonation  of 
coalideDce  and  joy ;  and  by  her  side  was  a  hage  tawny  ball- 
dog,  who,  after  taking  a  good  look  aad  smell  at  Wakefield, 
made  ap  his  opinion  that  there  was  nothing  deleterious 
about  him,  and  gare  his  judgment  in  a  growl  of  modified 
approbation. 

**  Qood  morning,  Miss,''  returned  the  lad,  gaxing  at  the 
radiaat  risitant  before  him  with  something  of  surprise,  and 
something  of  the  nndisguised,  honest  admiration  of  a  frank, 
warm-hearted  boy. 

''Toa  wonder  at  my  knowing  your  name,  bnt  I  have 
known  you  a  long  time,  Wakefield,  although  you  don't  know 
me." 

'*  I  wa'n't  aware  that  I  was  so  famous,"  replied  the  lad, 
smiling  and  slightly  flushing. 

**  — As  you  may  be  some  of  these  days,  do  you  me^ 

WakdbldP 
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''Did  yon  know  thai  foolishness  too 7     Why yot mart 

be  a  spirit  I"  said  the  boy,  fearing  when  he  heard  that  acci- 
dental speech,  that  his  cherished  day*dreams  had  somehow 
come  to  light 

"  Why,  I  am  a  spirit^"  said  the  visitor,  smiling  gatjlfi 
"  and  I  know  a  great  number  of  things." 

The  boy  looked  np  at  the  bright  head  and  &ce  of  the 
speaker,  with  the  brown  clusters  of  little  spiral  ringlets,  and 
the  brilliant  rose  bloom,  and  the  star-like  hazel  eyes  that 
seemed  to  lighten  even  while  they  smiled  on  him,  and  he 
thought  the  **  spirit"  had  taken  a  beautiful  form  ;  and  then 
he  glanced  at  the  great  brute  at  her  side,  and  thought  that 
the  spirit  had  also  an  unwonted  attendant 

''  You  are  looking  at  my  dog — how  do  yon  like  him  f 
You  see  that  he  approves  you.^^ 

"I  am  greatly  obliged  to  him  I'm  sure,  and  like  him  ac- 
cording— but  does  he  always  go  with  you  I" 

"Yes,  always  I  he  loves  mo  so,  and  it  would  hart  his 
heart  to  be  left  behind." 

"  Ilia  heart.  Miss  ?" 

"  Yes — and  I  wouldn't  hurt  the  feelings  of  a  domb  beast 
because  it  is  dumb,  and  cannot  complain.  Their  Uvea  an 
such  a  mystery  to  us.  They  have  no  words,  and  men  say 
that  they  have  no  souls,  yet  they  have  more  intelligenoe 
and  affection  than  they  can  express,  and  they  know  so 
mnch  morA.  and  love  so  much  more  than  they  can  telL 
Now  look  at  this  dog — he  knows  well  enough  that  I  aa 
praising  his  race." 

The  dog  pressed  his  great  head  against  the  girl's  doak, 
and  batted  his  eyes  as  in  affirmation. 

''  A  wink  is  as  good  as  a  nod  for  a  dumb  dog  as  wdl  as 
a  blind  horse — isn't  it,  old  boy  ?"  said  Wakefield,  patn^ 
nizing  the  animal.  "But  won't  you  come  in  the  hooae^ 
missf" 

"  My  name  is  Genevieve.     Yes,  I  will  go  in  the  howa 
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Toi  BMd      t  leftT6  yoor  work  to  ihoir  me  the  my;  I  eaa 

lid  it  out'' 

**0h,  IVe  done  for  the  present,''  leid  the  lad,  drifing  the 
hit  aeily  mod  then  taking  Ap  his  tools  to  attend  her. 

When  thej  entered  the  cabin  they  fonnd  every  thing  in 
perfect  order.  And  Mrs.  Bmnton  was  sitting  bj  the  eheer^ 
JU  iie^  knitting  awaj  upon  her  second  stocking,  while  the 
int  otte  lay  across  her  knees  for  the  conrenience  of  mea* 
suement  The  children  were  sitting  as  close  to  her  skirts 
as  they  eonld  get — ^it  was  their  way — and  were  highly  de- 
lighted In  tiying  their  skill  in- knitting  woik  npon  a  pair  of 
garters — it  was  their  very  first  lesson  in  that  art,  and  the 
norelty  and  the  importance  of  the  event  foscinated  them  for 
the  time  being. 

On  hearing  the  door  open,  Mrs.  Bmnton  looked  np  from 
her  work,  and  in  some  surprise  arose  to  receive  her  visitor. 

"  This  is  a  yoang  lady  that  has  come  to  see  os,  mother; 
her  name  is  Cknevieve.'' 

**  Come  to  the  fire,  miss,  yon  mnst  have  had  a  bad  walk 
of  it  this  morning." 

**  Oh  I  no,  the  snow  was  fast  frozen,  and  I  skimmed  over 
it  dry  shod — look,"  said  Yivia,  smiling,  and  pointing  down 
to  a  pair  of  feet  clad  in  white  lamb's-wool  stockings,  that 
had  been  drawn  over  her  shoes,  and  looked  quite  worthy 
of  the  immaculate  cleanliness  of  the  widow's  cottage  floor. 

**  Why  they  do  look  as  if  they  had  just  stepped  out  of  a 
glass-case,  sure  enough — and  so  do  you,  too,  my  dear,  for 
that  matter,  look  just  the  same,  I'm  sure,"  she  added,  in 
sincere  flattery,  as  she  placed  her  own  chair  for  the  little 
girL 

As  soon  as  Yivia  had  sat  down,  the  two  children  dropped 
their  knitting  and  came  up  to  her,  and  won  by  her  bright 
smile,  got  down  on  the  floor,  one  each  side  of  her,  and  put 
their  hands  on  her  lap,  and  admired  her  cloak,  and  seemed 
to  like  to  touch  her,  while  she  caressed  and  talked  to  them 
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•— leisnrelj,  seeming  to  be  in  no  haste  to  speak  ner  etmul 
at  the  cabin. 

"  Now  don't  be  forward,  children — you  worry  the  yoong 
lady.  Don't  let  them  bother  yon,  they  are  tronbleBome 
little  things  to  any  body  they  take  a  fancy  to,  misBy"  said 
Mrs.  Brunton. 

''I  am  very  glad  if  they  like  me.  Pray  don't  make  ft 
stranger  of  me.  I  am  not  a  young  lady,  and  don't  like  to 
be  called  miss." 

**  Why,  la !  why  ?" 

**  I  don't  think  it  has  a  aweet,  friendly  sound — it  fleema 
to  put  me  away  from  you,"  said  Yivia,  smiling  ingennonsly. 

*'  Why,  darling,  that  is  the  very  last  thing  I  would  want 
to  do — though  I  never  saw  your  bright,  kind  face  before !" 
exclaimed  the  woman,  whose  heart  seemed  to  be  completely 
captivated  by  the  radiant  creature. 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so.  Well  1 1  came  here  because  I  bad  long 
wanted  to  come,  and  because  this  morning  our  Mother 
wanted  a  messenger — ^for  Sister  Angela  is  sick,  and  Brother 
Peter  is  at  an  age  now  that  makes  him  love  his  arm-chair 
by  the  little  stove  in  his  porter's  lodge,  better  than  a  winter 
morning's  walk.  Our  Mother  sends  her  love  to  you,  and 
begs  you  to  come  up  to  the  Convent  as  soon  as  yoa  can 
conveniently — to-morrow  or  next  day,  she  said  would  do— 
for  she  requires  your  assistance  about  some  work ;  and  she 
begs  you  will  take  this  for  her  sake,"  concluded  the  little 
girl,  rising  and  putting  a  small  packet  into  the  handa  of  thr 
widow,  and  closing  the  fingers  so  that  neither  of  them  la? 
what  it  was. 

''  I  thank  her  very  much,  my  dear,  for  I  have  had  . 
work  for  many  weeks,  and  was  in  a  straight  place,  thobga 
no  one  knew  it.     Does  the  Abbess  ever  have  game  for  her 
table,  dear?" 

''  Xo,  indeed !  where  should  she  get  it  f  You  dont  think 
the  Sisters  would  go  a  gunning,  do  you  1    And  as  for  Bro- 
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Peter,  at  the  gate,  I  dont  Boppose  he  has  fired  a  gon 
for  fortj  years.  No  I  indeed,  in  the  two  years  that  I  hare 
spent  St  the  Convent,  I  have  never  seen  snch  a  thing.'' 

'*  Wen,  dear,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  send  the  Abbess  a 
banch  of  partridges,  and  a  rabbit  or  so,  every  webk  while 
they  are  in  season,  for  the  love  I  have  for  her." 

"  Yon  are  very  good-hearted,  I  am  snre,  and  I  thank  yon 
audi  for  onr  Mother.  I  know  she  wfll  be  very  glad  to  have 
then,  for  dear  Angela  is  so  ill,  and  has  no  relish  for  any 
thiag  we  can  offer  her — and  that  might  tempt  her  appetite.** 

**  Now,  dear,  if  you  are  rested,  give  me  yonr  eloak  and 
hood,  yoo  mnst  not  sit  in  them.'' 

''  Ohy  they  are  both  in  one,"  said  the  girl,  rising  and 
tomiDg  off  the  only  ontside  garment  she  ever  wore,  and  re- 
vealing a  brilliant,  massy-baed,  plaid  worsted  dress,  with  a 
little  black  silk  apron,  and  a  tiny  white  linen  mflSe  aroand  her 
neck.  The  glittering  spiral  ringlets  of  her  bright  brown  hair 
clustered  very  thickly  aroand  her  head,  but  reached  only  down 
to  her  neck.  Her  new  appearance  awoke  the  little  child- 
ren's admiration  afresh,  and  when  she  sat  down  agrain,  they 
came  and  played  with  her  dress  and  with  her  hair,  and  then 
again  with  her  dress,  and  asked  her  if  she  wouldn't  get 
them  one  like  it.  And  Yivia  told  them  "  Yes,"  she  would 
^^Ithongh  it  was  a  promise  made  in  faith  alone,  for  at  that 
time  she  certainly  did  not  see  her  way  very  clearly  through 
to  the  keeping  of  it.  \ 

"  Xow,  really,  little  folks,  yon  shall  not  be  so  trouble* 
some,"  said  their  mother,  attempting  to  withdraw  them. 

"  Oh,  Yivia  likes  us  mother,  she  ain't  plagued  at  all," 
said  Annie. 

"  So  she  does,"  exclaimed  the  subject  of  these  disputes, 
drawing  the  little  black-lieaded  creatureA  closer  to  her  side. 
Then  she  began  to  tell  them  of  the  Orphan  Asylum  and 
the  School,  and  the  children  thero,  and  the  Sisters  that 
took  care  of  theuL 
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At  that  moment,  Wakefield,  who  had  been  oat  In  ibe 
garden  trimming  trees,  came  in,  and  reported  the  anow  0 
be  thawing  so  fast  that  the  roads  would  soon  be  in  a  dread' 
ful  state.  Yivia  arose  and  took  her  cloak  to  pat  it  on  to 
depart.  Mrs.  Brunton,  after  going  to  the  door,  and  look* 
ing  out,  said, 

''  The  snow  is  melting  so  fast  that  the  paths  will  soon  be 
running  rills.  Don't  think  of  going  now,  dear.  Stay  and 
spend  the  day,  and  we  will  give  you  a  partridge  pie  for 
dinner.  And  toward  evening  the  ground  will  freeze  ag^ain, 
and  Wakefield  will  wait  upon  you  home." 

''Oh,  I  should  love  to  stay  indeed;  and  at  the  Convent 
they  have  so  much  trust  in  my  being  able  to  take  care  of 
myself,  that  they  would  not  be  uneasy,"  said  Yivia,  laying 
down  her  cloak  again. 

''Oh,  Wake  I  what  do  you  think?  Yivia  says  that 
when  the  spring  opens,  we  can  go  to  school  to  ?ier,"  said 
Annie. 

"Will  the  young  lady  take  tne,  too,  Annie f  asked 
Wakefield,  smiling,  and  glancing  at  Yivia. 

"  No — they  don't  take  boys  at  the  Convent" 

"I  am  very  sorry  that  they  don't,  Wakefield,  I  am  sare. 
I  think  there  ought  to  be  a  free-school  for  boys  in  this  neigh* 
i»orhood,  and  I  hope  there  will  be  in  time." 

"  I  hope  so,  too,  for  the  sake  of  others ;  but  if  it  is  not 
soon,  it  will  be  of  no  use  to  me.  Miss  Genevievo,  for  I  am 
nearly  thirteen  years  old,  and  cannot  read." 

"  And  is  there  no  one  of  your  friends  that  wonld  teach 
you  ?" 

"  No,  for  all  my  intimate  acquaintances  know  how  moch 
I  long  to  learn,  because  I  have  never  made  a  secret  of  it, 
yet  no  one  has  ever  volunteered  to  take  the  troable  of 
teaching  me." 

"  Then  I  will  teach  yon,  if  yon  will  permit  me.^ 

"  No  I  will  you,  though  ?"  I 
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*Te8,  iodeed,  if  joa  will  let  me/' 

"Boi  won't  it  be  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  yon  J" 

*'SOf  indeed  I  X)n  the  contrary,  it  wiH  be  a  very  great 
pkasQre,  Wakefield." 

"  I  wonder,  though,  if  it  will  f  teaching  is  said  to  be  rach 
•  trying  task  I" 

"  It  wont  be  in  this  case,  with  such  a  willing  teacher  and 
soch  an  anxious  learner." 

**  Ah,  when  may  I  begin  I  but  that  Is  such  a  selfish  ques- 
tion, too." 

^  Hate  you  any  thing  pressing  to  do  this  morning  f" 

**  Nothing  in  the  world — ^which  is  not  my  fault — seeing 
Chat  I  would  work  if  I  could  find  work." 

'' WeU,  then,  there  never  will  be  such  a  good  time  Ibr 
beginning  to  learn  to  read  as  now.  So  we  will  commence. 
But,  will  our  lesson  disturb  you,  Mrs.  Brunton  ?" 

*'  No,  my  dear  child,  it  will  delight  me ;  Hearen  bless 
yoal" 

^' What  books  have  you  got  in  the  house,  Wakefield  f" 

*'  Nothing  but  the  Bible — and  we  can't  read  that,  either 
^-but  we  keep  it  for  the  love  of  it,  you  know  I" 

"Well,  get  it,  and  we  will  go  oflf  there  by  the  window, 
mod  a  boy  of  your  age  and  quickness  can  learn  all  the  letters 
on  the  title-page  in  an  hour." 

Vina  drew  her  chair  up  to  the  east  window ;  and  Wake- 
field brought  his  duodecimo  Bible,  and  drawing  another  chair 
by  his  side,  began  to  receiye  his  first  lesson. 

"  In  a  few  years  from  this  now,  Wakefield,  it  will  be  you 
who  will  be  able  to  teach  mc,  yon  know ;  because  there  is 
no  limit  to  a  boy's  learning,  if  he  once  gets  a  start,  with  the 
will  to  it  that  you  hare ;  while  a  girl  seldom  or  never  gets 
beyond  a  certain  point,"  she  said,  encouragingly. 

And  while  the  widow  called  the  children  to  her  side,  re- 
sumed her  chair  and  her  worlc,  and  their  lesson  in  garter- 
k^'ttiujT  Wakefield  entered  upon  the  thorny  path  of  know- 
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ledge,  led  by  a  fairer,  brighter  guide  than  erer  attended 

poor  ambitious  F*ndent. 

So  an  hour  passed  quietly,  and  then  the  little  ones,  who 
had  grown  tired  of  their  lesson,  became  very  restleas,  and 
were  strongly  attracted  to  the  window  where  the  boy  and 
his  girl-teacher  sat.  And  notwithstanding  the  frequent  ad- 
monitions  of  their  rrjother,  made  so  many  imprompta  Tisita 
thither,  as  to  seriously  interrupt  Wakefield's  stndies ;  nntil 
at  length  Yivia  took  from  her  pocket  a  little  book  fall  of 
pictures,  which  she  gave  them  to  go  away  with. 

Thus  the  remainder  of  the  forenoon  passed.  The  mother 
got  dinner  more  quietly  than  ever  a  dinner  was  got  befor « 
And  around  the  little  meal  there  was  a  brisk  and  lively  talk 
in  compensation  for  the  silence  that  had  been  previously. 
Wakefield  was  full  of  confidence  and  en^*  ^"^asm,  and  declared 
his  belief  that  he  should  learn  to  read  any  book  in  a  fortnighti 
that  is,  if  he  could  have  his  lessons  regularly. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  I  have  been  thinking  of,  Wakefield. 
There's  Brother  Peter,  who  sits  all  day  long  in  his  arm* 
chair,  over  his  little  stove  in  the  porter's  lodge,  with  nothing 
in  the  world  to  do.  His  office  is  a  perfect  sinecure ;  for  by 
our  Mother's  orders,  the  gate  is  never  locked.  I'm  sure  his 
only  uneasiness  is  in  having  nothing  to  occupy  him — ^per* 
haps  you,  who  are  so  active  and  industrious,  don't  knov 
what  that  feeling  is." 

"  Oh,  don't  I,  though,  these  long  winter  evenings  I — it  ia 
enough  to  make  any  body  do  something  desperate,  it  is!" 

"  Well,  now,  I  know  that  it  would  be  a  great  blessing  to 
Brother  Peter  to  have  something  interesting  to  do  rega« 
larly ;  and  nothing  could  be  more  interesting  than  to  iewM 
Buch  an  earnest  student  as  you,  Wakefield." 

''  Oh,  would  he  do  it,  do  3'ou  think  ?  would  he  do  it  ev«- « 
day  ?" 

"  I  am  quite  sure  he  would  ;  to  teach  one  pupil  is  a  verj 
light  task,  indeed,  where  he  is  as  anxious  to  learn,  and  as 


THJfi     MOfiKIKQ    STAB.  167 

fdek  ts  yoQ  are.  And  I  am  rerj  certain  that  Brother  Peter 

toold  be  much  livelier  for  having  it  to  do." 

"  Oh,  I  should  be  so  happy  I  it  woald  be  like — ^I  was  Jost 
igoing  to  say  the  kingdom  of  Heaven — so  it  would  I" 

"Well,  Wakefield,  I  promise  you  faithfully  that  you  shall 
hare  the  opportunity.  I  will  see  and  speak  to  Brother 
Peter,  to-morrow  morning.  And  to-morrow,  as^soon  as 
yon  have  done  waiting  on  your  mother,  you  come  op  to  the 
Convent  and  see  the  result" 

Wakefield  expressed  his  satisfaction  in  the  most  exagge- 
rated, yet  withal,  the  most  sincere  terms ;  for  with  all  hia 
real  gratitode  to  Yivia^  he  had  reasons  for  preferring  the 
instructions  of  Brother  Peter;  he  did  not  wish  to  give 
Tivia  too  much  trouble,  and  he  had  rather  receive  regular 
instmctions  from  a  man,  than  interrupted  lessons  from  a 
little  girl. 

After  dinner,  as  the  boy's  zeal  was  unabated,  Yivia  pro* 
posed  to  resume  her  teaching.  And,  with  a  little  hesita- 
tion, lest  he  should  tire  her  patience,  Wakefield  consented. 
The  short  afternoon  soon  passed.  As  the  widow  had  pre- 
dicted, toward  evening  it  turned  very  cold,  and  the  gronnd 
began  to  fk^eze.  And  then  Yivia  wrapped  herself  in  her 
scarlet  cloak  to  depart.  And  Wakefield  put  on  a  great 
coat  that  was  a  queer  misnomer,  being  much  too  small/ 

''You  needn't  go  with  me,  Wakefield.  There  is  no  rea- 
son why  you  should  walk  all  the  way  to  the  Convent,  and 
then  have  to  come  all  the  way  back  to-night,  when  it 
will  be  much  colder  than  it  is  now.  I  know  the  best  paths 
so  well  that  there  will  be  no  danger ;  besides,  Fido  will 
take  care  of  me,  and  we  shall  get  home  before  it  is  quite 
dark." 

But  neither  Wukefield  nor  his  mother  would  take  this 
view,  and  they  looked  so  unhappy  that  Yivia  at  last  con- 
sented that  the  boy  should  attend  her.  She  then  kissed 
the  children,  shook  hands  with  their  mother,  received  her 
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promise  to  come  to  the  Abbess  the  next  day,  and  attended 
by  Wakefield  and  her  faithfal  dog,  set  out  for  home. 

Pown  the  mouutain-path,  whose  yery  ruggednegs  was  now 
a  help,  inasmuch  as  it  kept  them  from  slipping  and  Sidling 
until  they  reached  the  bottom ;  and  along  under  the  aheltef 
of  the  mountain  on  their  left  hand,  with  Mad  Birer  at  a 
short  distance  on  their  right,  until  they  came  in  ng^t  of 
Bed  Ridge  farm-house ;  past  that  until  ihey  came  to  the 
part  of  their  path  where  the  river  neared  the  ridgo^  and 
then  up  the  rising  ground  and  through  the  woods,  until  the 
trees  grew  thinner  and  larger,  when  they  came  to  the  open 
space  that  lay  below  the  Conyent  wall,  and  saw  the  gronp 
of  its  red  buildings,  with  the  mountains  rising  behind. 

It  was  not  quite  dark  when  they  passed  the  gate.  Yiria 
conducted  the  lad  up  to  the  house,  and  invited  him  to  enter, 
and  sit  and  warm  himself  at  the  hall  stove,  whQe  she  left 
him  for  a  few  minutes. 

When  she  returned,  she  brought  a  new  spelling  book  and 
a  red  comforter.  She  put  the  book  in  the  boy's  hands,  and 
wrapped  the  comforter  around  his  neck,  and,  smiling,  told 
him  that  he  wore  her  colors  then,  and  was  her  knight,  and 
she  enjoined  him,  for  her  sake,  to  distinguish  himself-— not 
in  the  sanguinary  fields  of  battle,  but  in  the  bloodless  field 
of  letters.  And  she  knew  the  boy  understood  her  well; 
for  he  had  beguiled  their  wintry  walk  with  a  tale  of  ehiTalry 
his  mother  had  related  to  him.  But  he  looked  half-pleased 
and  half-confused,  as  a  boy  of  thirteen  should,  and  said  he 
would  do  his  very  best,  and  then  making  his  bow,  took  leave 
and  departed. 

The  next  morning  early  Yivia  came  out  of  the  Convent^ 
and  tripping  along  down  the  straight  avenue  of  loenst 
trees,  that  led  from  the  main  entrance  to  the  great  gate, ' 
reached  the  porter's  lodge. 

It  was  a  small  building  of  reddish  granite,  to  the  left  of 
tiie  gate,  with  one  door,  window  and  chimney,  and  one 
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dmlien.    Yiria  rapped,  and  heariog  a  gpraiflin^  ^  Come 
in,^  lifted  the  latch  and  entered. 

It  was  a  small  den,  some  twelve  feet  sqnare,  iifiniished 
wMi  a  carpet,  a  store,  a  table,  two  chairs,  and  a  recess,  with 
a  bad  and  a  little  stand,  with  a  cmcifiz. 

Broiber  Peter,  a  little,  ordinary  old  man,  in  a  black  gown 
and  blaek  cap,  %aB  sitting  in  his  leathern  arm-chair,*  which 
fQed  the  space  between  the  window  and  the  sto?e,  and  early 
aa  it  was,  i^peared  to  be  dozing  as  he  stooped  orer  the  Are. 
Am  YiTia  closed  the  door  behind  her,  he  looked  up  and 
sniled  brightly,  and  exclaimed,  cordial^, 

**Benediciief  my  child  I  is  it  yon  f  Gome,  bring  that  other 
chair  and  dt  np  to  the  store." 

**  Thank  yon,  Brotiier  Peter,''  said  Yiyia,  doing  as  she 
vasbid. 

**  Are  yon  pretty  well.  Brother  Peter,  to*day  f" 

"  Always  well,  I  thank  Heaven,  my  child." 

*'Is  there  any  thing  that  would  make  yon  more  comforta- 
ble here,  Brother  Peter  f" 

**  Nothing,  my  child,  I  have  every  thing  I  need,  and  have 
Dothing  left  to  ask  for  myself— but  the  grace  of  God  I"  said 
the  old  man,  reverently  lifting  his  cap. 

''Well,  Brother  Peter,  I  have  come  this  morning  to  ask 
a  fikvor  of  yon,  for  the  love  of  the  Lord." 

"  And  what  is  that,  my  daughter  ?" 

"  There  is  a  poor  boy — a  very  intelligent  boy,  who  is  very 
anxious  to  learn  to  read  ;  it  is  a  great  pity  he  should  not  be 
able  to  go  to  school ;  but  his  mother  is  a  great  deal  too 
poor  to  send  bim  to  a  pay  scbool,  and  there  is  no  free  school 
for  boys  about  here — I  wish  there  was." 

"So  do  I,  my  child.     Well,  what  boy  is  it  ?" 

"It  is  Wakefield  Brunton,  the  son  of  that  poor  widow 
that  lives  at  the  Gray  Rock  cabin." 

'^  Oh  I    Ay  I    Well,  my  child,  and  what  can  I  do  f" 

**  Why,  I  came  to  ask  yon,  if  you  could  not  receive  that 
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boy  hero  for  an  honr,  or  two  hoars,  jnst  as  70a  like,  SToy 
day,  to  teach  him  to  read  ?" 

Brother  Peter  did  not  reply.  And  ViWa's  &ce  grew 
anxious  aiid  animated. 

"  Tliink,  Brother  Peter,  of  the  great  blessing  700  might 
be  to  that  boy  by  teaching  him  to  read ;  he  is  qnite  an 
rncommou  boy,  and  if  he  can  only  get  'the  keys  of  know- 
ledge,' as  the  simple  mdiments  are  called — ^he  will  then  open 
the  temple  and  explore  it  for  himself.  Well,  Brother 
Peter  ?" 

"  Well,  my  daughter,  yon  know  it  is  an  nnosaal  Bort  of 
thing  that  yon  propose,  and  it  has  taken  me  by  sarprise, 
that  is  all.  But  I  dare  say  it  is  right,  and  a  good  work. 
I'll  think  about  it." 

"But  won't  you  try  it,  Brother  Peter f  Yon  will  nerer 
know  how  it  will  work  unless  yon  do  try  it,  and  then  if  70a 
do  not  like  it,  you  needn't  go  on.  Now  this  morning  700 
looked  very  lonesome  when  I  came  in.  Wakefield  will  be 
here  in  a  few  minutes — now  will  you  please  to  let  him  ait 
here  with  you  for  one  hoar  and  learn  his  lesson." 

"Well,  my  child,  I  don't  see  any  great  thing,  one  way  or 
the  other,  in  his  sitting  here  and  getting  his  lesson,''  said 
slow  Brother  Peter. 

"  And  then  will  yon  answer  any  qnestions  he  aska  yov 
about  it  ?" 

"  Well  1  there  is  not  much  in  that,  either.  Yes,  my 
child." 

''Thank  you,  Brother  Peter;  yon  have  made  me  Ytrj 
happy  1" 

''  Me  I  T  made  you  yery  happy,  my  child  1"  exclaimed  tht 
old  man,  with  yiyacity ;  "  why,  it  is  nothing ;   and  if  it   . 
really  makes  yon  very  happy,  why,  I'd  do  a  great  deal  to 
make  70a  so  I" 

"  Oh,  here  is  the  boy  jut  ooming  through  the  gsto,"  nid 
TIrIa,  lonMng  qnt  M  tha  wliwInF  inrt  Ihnn  ilarllni  rip  mH 
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going  OQt  to  intercept  Wakefield,  who  was  abont  to  pass 
the  lodge  on  his  way  up  to  the  Coivent. 

Ib.  a  moment  she  returned,  followed  by  the  boy,  whom 
she  intf  oduced,  bj  saying, 

"  Brother  Peter,  this  is  Wakefield  Bmntoni  who  is  coming 
to  school  to  you.'' 

"  Ck>od-moming,  Wakefield,"  said  the  old  man,  holding 
out  his  hand,  in  a  friendly  manner,  and  adding,  as  he  noticed 
the  boy's  fine,  earnest,  intelligent  countenance,  ''Yes,  we 
will  try  it  a  little  while,  Wakefield,  if  it  is  only  to  please 
Hiss  QenevieTe." 

''  Come,  Wakefield,  to  the  stove,  and  get  a  good  warming, 
sod  then  we  will  arrange  your  studying-chair." 

"Oh,  Miss  Genevieve,  indeed  I"  oegan  the  lad,  depre- 
catingly. 

But  Yi?ia  interrupted  him. 

"  When  will  your  mother  be  u^  here,  Wakefield  f" 

"Not  till  the  afternoon.  She  can't  leave  the  children 
alone,  and  so  she  cannot  come  till  I  get  home." 

**  That  will  be  time  enough.  Now,  Wakefield,  here  is  a 
little  table  that  has  been  standing  ever  since  it  was  made, 
only  for  show.  You  can  use  it  Draw  your  chair  up  to  it^ 
now,  and  let  me  see  you  comfortably  at  work  before  I  go. 
'  At  noon,  Wakefield,  you  are  not  to  think  of  going  all  the 
way  home  without  having  your  dinner ;  so  you  are  to  come 
up  with  Brother  Peter  to  the  Convent,  and  dine  with  him. 
Onr  Mother  knows  of  it,  and  there  will  be  a  slate  and  copy- 
book left  in  the  refectory  for  you. — Hush,  Wakefield  I  you 
are  not  to  make  any  objection,  for  you  wear  jour  liege  lady's 
colors,  and  are  bound  to  mind  her  I" 

"  Liege  lady's  colors  ?"  questioned  Brother  Peter,  look- 
ing in  dull  perplexity  from  one  to  the  other. 

"Yes,  Brother  Peter  I    This  is  the  Knight  of  the  Crim- 
•on  Comforter !    I  have  signed  him  with  a  sign,  and  1  bav^ 
bound  Lim  with  a  spell  I" 
10 
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"  Yes,  you  yonng  people  wDl  have  your  Jokes!  Well,  IV$ 
pardonable  at  your  age." 

"  Never  mind  I  be  careful  of  yoar  health,  dear  Brother 
Peter,  and  though  you  are  sixty  years  old,  yoa  may  yet  live 
to  see  the  day  when  it  will  be  your  proudest  boast  to  say, 
'  Why,  I,  /,  children,  old  Peter  Yanheimer,  taught  that  man 
his  rudiments  I' "  said  Yivia,  smiling  playfully,  as  she  made 
Wakefield  draw  the  little  table  into  the  line  of  light  from 
the  window,  take  his  seat  at  it,  and  open  his  book.  ''I 
shall  put  in  a  claim  for  a  share  of  Brother  Peter's  fbtare 
boast,  too,  Wakefield,"  she  added,  as  she  went  over  his 
lesson  once  with  him  before  leaving  him  to  the  care  of 
Brother  Peter.  Then,  smiling,  she  bade  them  good-by, 
and  returned  to  the  house. 


CHAPTER   XIY. 

THE    OONYENT'S   CHILD. 

**  She  wai  not  very  beaatlAiI,  if  It  be  beanty'a  teat 
To  match  the  cUasic  model— when  perfeotl  j  at  reat. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Said  I  ahe  waa  not  beautlfhl  ?    Her  ejrea  upon  jroor  right 
Broke  with  the  lambent  poritj  of  planetary  light ; 
And  an  intollectnal  fflorj,  like  a  lamp  within  a  Taa« 
Lit  up  eTerj  feature  of  her  animated  fkce." 

When  Yivia  reached  the  Convent,  she  went  immedi* 
ately  to  the  right  wing,  occupied  by  the  young  ladies  academy, 
in  the  senior  class  of  which  she  was  a  pupil.  But  the  time 
of  recess  had  come,  and  merely  stopping  to  report  herself 
to  her  teacher,  and  hand  in  the  written  permit  by  which  the 
Abbess  had  sanctioned  her  temporary  absence,  she  joined 
ber  companions  in  the  recreation  room. 

"  Dear  Genevieve,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  yoa  I"  said  a  liitto 
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gill,  eoflring  forward  and  patting  her  arms  aronnd  Yi?ia» 
*  whOT6  have  yon  been  so  long  f " 

''  Ai  aeon  as  mj  lessons  are  over  I  go  into  the  orphan 
seliool*  where  I  haTe  the  inflEuit  class  sboe  Sister  Angela 
has  been  01." 

''And  yesterday?  I  sawyonr  red  cloak  flattering  in 
and  oot  among  the  trees  as  yon  went  from  the  gate,  and 
watched  it  nntil  it  was  ont  of  sight  in  the  thick  of  the 
woods.** 

"  I  went  an  errand  to  a  poor  widow,  as  Sister  Angda 
sick  and  conld  not  go.** 

Ahy  QenevieTef**  said  the  other,  ''if  yon  knew  how 
rnueh  I  loTe  yon  I  It  is  almost  a  pity  for  any  poor  little 
thing  like  me  to  loTe  one  like  yon  so  dearly  I  bnt  I  do  90 
mach  I  And  when  yon  are  gone  I  gprow  cold  and  stnpid 
and  dnll  as  a  stone,"  said  the  little  girl,  with  her  arms  still 
clasped  aronnd  Yivia's  waist,  as  she  stood  before  her,  with 
her  head  thrown  back,  and  her  large,  loying  brown  eyes 
raised  almost  in  adoration  to  the  bright,  yonng  ftuse  that 
was  smiling  down  on  hers. 

"  Dull  I  you  dnll,  Theodora !  that  is  impossible  !  yon  only 
get  tired.  Yon  will  get  the  medal  in  yonr  class  another 
year  I'* 

''Ah !  if  i/ou  were  with  me,  GenevieTe,  I  conld  I  bnt  when 
yon  leaTe  me,  I  gprow  stnpid  I'* 

"  You  grow  stupid!  impossible  I  Yon  must  not  belieTe 
snch  a  thing  I'*  said  Yivia,  smiling  down  upon  the  animated 
conntenance  that  was  raised  so  lovingly  to  hers. 

And  in  truth  a  great  change  had  come  over  the  little 
shrinking  Theodora,  in  the  time  that  she  had  been  associated 
with  the  bright,  inspiring  Yi?ia.  It  was  hard  to  recognize 
her  in  the  animated,  ardent  girl  before  us.  Theodora  bad 
nerer  been  remoTed  from  the  Convent ;  but  had  been  trans- 
ferred, at  her  aunt's  expense,  from  the  orphan  asylum  de* 
partment  to  the  young  lady's  academy,  and  there  for  one 
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year  she  had,  with  the  willing  aid  of  Yiria,  ponoed  ter 
Mndios  very  successfully.  Yon  may  see  from  what  has  jort 
])assed,  with  what  a  stroufi:,  ])assiunate  attachment  she  clang 
to  Yivia.  l^ow  she  coaxed  (ienevicve  away  to  a  distant 
part  of  the  room,  where  they  sat  and  talked  antil  a  Lay 
Bisler  came  in  and  said  that  a  visitor  in  the  parlor  desired 
to  sec  Miss  Shelley,  and  tiiat  the  Mother  Superior  requested 
ihat  she  would  come  immediately. 

"  Good-by  then,  dear  Genevieve  ;  I  suppose  now  I  shall 
not  see  you  until  to-morrow  1" 

So  saying,  Theodora  went  reluctantly  from  the  room, 
feeling  full  sure  that  the  visitor  was  no  other  than  her  dash* 
ing  aunt  Maria,  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  of  whom  she  was 
alwavs  afraid. 

Slie  left  by  a  back  door  of  tlie  academy,  crossed  the 
coMrt-yard,  and  by  a  back  door  of  the  cloister  entered  the 
ceutral  hall,  and  thence  into  the  Abbesses  parlor. 

And  aunt  Maria  the  visitor  proTed  to  be.  She  was  a 
tall,  fmely  formed,  dark  haired,  dark  eyed,  high  com* 
]>lexioned  woman,  between  thirty-live  and  forty  years  of  agc^ 
Tory  richly  and  tastefully  dressed,  and  altogether  a  woman 
to  command  more  coarse  admiration  than  sincere  respect  or 
real  affection.     She  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  by  the  Abbess, 

"  Come  here,  my  dear — how  do  you  do  f "  she  said,  hold- 
ing out  her  hand  to  Theodora.  The  little  girl  advanced  and 
took  the  proffered  hand — rather  coldly — and  then  let  it  go 
and  sat  down.  '^  I  hope  you  have  im[)roved  the  time  yon 
have  been  here,  Theodora ;  it  is  one  year,  yon  know ;  yon 
might  have  got  a  good  common  education iu  that  time!  nnd 
and  I  truly  hope  you  have." 

"  I  think  I  have  done  my  very  best,  aunt  Maria ;  and  my 
teachers  say  they  are  satisfied  with  me." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  teachers  say  that  when  yon  eac^M 
disgrace  ;  but  knowing  your  circumstances,  Theodora,  yov 
iihoald  have  done  much  better  than  that,  and  I  hope  yon 
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kave  doftt  10,  as  jour  quarter  is  ap  the  latt  of  thb  week, 
and  I  am  under  the  Beceadtj  of  remoTing  70a  from  the 
•ehooL'' 

**  RemoTiDg  me  from  the  school  I''  exclaimed  the  ehfld, 
hidisouij. 

**  Yesy  Theodora,  and  when  70a  are  olderi  and  know 
more  of  life,  700  will  understand  that  7on  have  been  Ter7 
fortonate  in  70or  orphan  state  in  getting  a  7ear  of  school- 
ing,   /never  was  more  fortanate.'* 

''  Yet  I  do  wish  I  conld  sta7  nntil  I  had  completed 


«'  That  cannot  be,  Theodora  I  We  hare  a  large  ftmily 
to  snpport  and  educate,  and  have  alread7  gone  to  more  esfi* 
pense  than  we  feel  quite  justified  in  going  to.'' 

"  When  am  I  to  leave,  aunt  Maria  f " 

''Your  quarter  will  be  up  the  last  of  this  week.  You 
will  leave  Saturday,  that  is  the  daj  after  to«morrow.  I 
will  call  for  you  in  the  aftemooil  of  that  day.  Come,  come, 
Theodora,  don't  go  to  crying ;  that  is  very  foolish  and  un- 
grateful in  you  I"  said  the  lady,  impatiently,  as  she  saw  the 
tears  swell  to  the  child's  eyes. 

Theodora  also  felt  that  it  must  seem  very  foolish  and  un- 
grateful to  weep  at  the  thought  of  leaving  school  for  home ; 
she  was  sure  she  had  never  seen  any  other  girl  do  so  ;  they 
irere  always  grateful  and  glad ;  bat  she  could  not  help  it  at 
ihoQght  of  going  away  from  the  school  were  she  had  found 
peace,  and  from  Yivia^  who  was  the  angel  of  her  young  life, 
to  that  uncle's  house  of  which  she  remembered  nothing  but 
domestic  discord  and  terror,  or  neglect,  privation,  and  all 
sorts  of  misery,  and  her  tears  broke  forth  afresh." 

"  I  am  Yery  sorry  indeed,  miss,  to  see  you  exhibit  so  bad 
a  temper  I"  said  Mrs.  Thogmorton  severely,  for  she  sincerely 
mistook  the  emotion  of  the  child. 

Theodora  would  have  wished  to  say  that  it  was  not  anger, 
h  was  grief  that  made  her  weep,  but  even  if  the  suffocatioa 
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in  her  throat  had  not  made  it  impossible  for  het  to  ipeakp 

ber  natural  shyness  and  timidity  woald  preTent  her,  •■  it 
erer  did,  from  making  herself  understood.  Mrs.  Thog- 
morton  then  explained  to  the  Abbess  that  the  doctor  had 
leased  Mount  Storm  for  a  term  of  years  from  Mn.  Mal- 
maison,  who  was  going  to  the  city  for  the  present,  for  the 
sake  of  affording  her  son  Austin  better  opportnnitiea  of 
education  than  could  be  procured  for  him  here.  The  Ab- 
bess changed  color,  but  did  not  otherwise  testify  any  interest 
The  visitoi  'nrtber  added  that  Mrs.  Malmaison  had  Just  por-. 
chased  more  ibnd  very  cheaply  at  the  Sunset  Hills,  and  eon* 
templated  building  there.  And  soon  after  she  arose  to 
depart,  saying  that  by  two  o'clock  on  Saturday  aftenooD, 
her  carriage  should  be  in  waiting  for  Theodora. 

When  her  aunt  had  gone,  the  child  went  back  to  the  re- 
creation-room in  the  faint  hope  of  seeing  Yi?ia  again,  but  the 
recess  was  over,  the  room  vacant,  and  the  pupils  all  in  their 
several  class-rooms.  A  dull,  unhappy  afternoon,  a  tzonbled , 
lAight,  and  an  anxious  morning  intervened,  and  then  at  the 
**ecess  hour  Theodora  met  with  Genevieve  ag^n. 

"Oh,  Genevieve,  I  am  going  to  leave  yon,"  she  uddt* 
throwing  her  arms  around  Yivia's  neck  and  bursting  into 
tears. 

"  I  know  it,  Theodora,  but  be  comforted,  fori  shall  come 
to  see  you  very  often." 

"Oh,  will  you,  Genevieve  f  but  it  is  so  far." 

"  I  can  walk  it." 

"And  then  yon  don't  know  aunt  Maria." 

"I'll  make  her  acquaintance  for  your  sake  I  Come,  cheer 
np  I  Your  aunt  is  going  to  live  at  Mount  Storm  I  It  if  a 
glorious  old  place.  You  must  be  happy  there.  I  shall 
come  very  often,  and  when  the  spring  fairly  opens  wo  shaD 
have  fine  times  in  that  old  terraced  garden,  and  rambling 
over  the  mountain  and  down  by  the  course  of  the  cataracl 
and  the  river ;  how  many  mineral  specimens  we  can  coHecft; 
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hoir  nan  J  new,  wild  flowers;  and  bow  mtny  beaotlM 
dEetebes  we  can  make  I    Come,  cheer,  np  I" 

Indeed  there  was  no  resisting  the  animating  iuflnence  of 
that  bright  ereatnre.  The  look  of  Yivia  npon  the  pale,  sad 
htm  of  Theodora  was  like  the  sunshine  striking  tiie  rain- 
eloiid — and  the  child  smiled  back  brightly  through  ber 


^  Wb J,  with  all  those  inspiring  influences  aronnd  yon, 
you  wm  become  an  artist^  Theodora."       ^ 

''  Ob  I  if  I  could  draw  well  I  If  I  could  draw  your  dear, 
dbor  fiuM,  Tifia  I" 

^  Tou  will  paint  my  portrait  some  time  V*^ 

"  Ob !  do  you  think  so,  Qenevieye  f  how  happy  that  would 
make  me  if  I  could  believe  it  I" 

**  Be  9ure  that  you  will  I  and  not  only  my  portrait^  but 
pictures  I  oh  I  such  pictures  I  Shut  your  eyes  and  see  if 
you  dont  see  them !" 

"  Oh,  Qenerieye,  you  know  I  want  to  paint  CTery  thing 
I  lo?e  auH  admire.  First  of  all  your  dear  face,  and  then 
those  I  read  of  in  history-— oh  I  how  my  heart  does  bum  to 
pwit  Sir  William  Wallace  standing  before  his  judges! 
And  when  I  see  a  beautiful,  hea^nly  sunset  I  oh !  it  warms 
my  heart,  and  I  feel  so  happy — so  happy  as  if  the  whole 
heaTens  were  pouring  into  my  soul  at  once,  and  I  want  to 
fix  the  beauty  where  I  can  see  it  forever ;  how  I  m»k  I 
could  draw  well  I" 

"You  must  work  hard  and  be  patient,  and  not  be  dis- 
couraged at  your  failures,  and  by-and-by  you  will  be  able 
to  paint  the  beautiful  things  that  are  in  your  mind.  And 
as  you  get  olOer,  more  beautiful  things  will  come  there, 
and  you  will  also  be  quite  able  to  produce  them." 

"  Oh,  how  I  wish  in  the  time  that  I  have  been  here  that 
the  Sisters  would  have  let  me  take  regular  drawing  lessons. 
But  no  1  they  wouldn't ;  they  said  I  must  study  the  soliJ 
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branches  first— on?y  solid  branches  I     And  oh  I  how  loIM 
grainiiiur  and  arithmetic  are  I" 

"  The  Sisters  see  no  difference,  nor  make  any  difference 
*i  the  training  of  the  pupils — ^they  are  all  under  one  discip- 
nic,  as  if  tlieir  minds  were  to  be  pnt  in  uniform  as  wdl  ai 
Jieir  bodies.     But  never  mind,  I  will  still  help  yoa.'' 

"  Dear  Genevieve,  no  one  has  ever  helped  me  half  so 
much.  Every  one  but  ray  grandmother  always  said  that  I 
was  a  dunce ;  and  I  thought  it  was  tme,  too,  and  that  grand* 
mother  did  not  tell  me  so  only  because  she  was  fond  of  her 
poor  Theodora,  and  didn't  want  to  give  her  pain.  And  at 
the  scliool  hero,  too,  they  all  said  I  was  a  dullard,  and  I  be- 
lieved it,  and  grew  duller  every  day,  and  every  thing  I  did 
was  either  blamed  or  ridiculed  until  you  came,  and  then  all 
was  changed — somehow  you  woke  me  np  and  set  me  right 
—how  was  it,  Genevieve  ?" 

''  Indeed  I  don't  know,  Theodora ;  I  only  told  yoa  the 
trnth  about  yourself  and  cheered  you  up — I  imagine  that's 
all." 

"  Oh  I  more  than  that — you  warmed  my  poor  little  chilled 
heart,  and  brightened  my  mind — why  even  now,  when  yoa. 
go  away,  I  grow  cold  and  dull,  though  never  so  much  bo  as 
when  yon  found  me.     Don't  leave  me  long  to  myself  bright 
Genevieve." 

*'  I  won't,  dear,  I  will  often  come  to  see  yoa  since  joa 
like  to  have  me — and  I  like  to  be  with  you.  The  school* 
bell  is  ringing  I  Now  then,"  said  Yivia,  kissing  her  pro- 
tege, and  leaving  her  smiling. 

The  afternoon  of  the  next  day,  Mrs.  Thogmorton  caUed 
in  her  carriage  to  take  Tiieodora  away.  While  she  wai 
resting  in  the  parlor,  and  Theodora  sat  with  her,  OeneTiere 
asked  permission  to  come  in  and  take*  leave  of  her  friend 
And  this  being  granted  she  entered,  and  was  introduced  I9 
Theodora  to  her  aunt  The  bright,  animating  girl  ooald 
not  faU  to  make  a  happy  impression  even  npon  a  worldlbC 
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H0  Mn.  TbogmortOB,  mod  she  Inspired  thftt  lady  with 
neh  onwonted  benevolence  and  gopd  humor,  thai  as  slie 
arose  to  depart,  she  said, 

'  "  Reall J,  mj  dear,  I  shall  be  rerj  glad  to  haTe  yon  come 
ts  Mount  Storm,  and  spend  some  time  with  us,  when  we 
get  settled.  Let  me  see — ^this  is  mid-lent— well  I  bjthe 
Baster  holidajs  we  shall  be  fixed ;  come  then,  and  spend  a 
week  with  your  friend."  ^ 

**  Thank  jou,  Mrs.  Thogmorton.  I  shall  love  to  come ; 
but  wouldn't  it  be  rerj  selfish  in  me  to  wait  untfl  aU  jour 
moTiDg  trouble  is  oyer  f  Won't  jou  let  me  come  any  time 
between  this  and  Eastw,  and  help  jou  about  arranging  the 
roooM — our  Mother  sajs  that  I  am  g^ood  at  that." 

"Terj  well,  mj  dear,  we  shall  be  the  happier  the  sooner 
we  see  jou.  We  commence  moving  on  Mondaj,  and  hope  to 
get  all  the  household  furniture  over,  and  be  at  home  in  our 
new  residence,  if  not  quite  settled,  by  Thursdaj  eyening." 

''Yery  well,  then;  Theodora,  do  you  hearf  Fridaj 
evening  after  school,  I  shall  come  over  to  Mount  Storm^ 
and  stay  and  make  myself  generally  useful  untU  Monday 
morning,"  said  Yivia  to  the  Ihtle  girl,  whose  eyes  were  full 
of  tears. 

"  Gome,  come,  my  lore,"  said  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  kindly 
taking  the  hand  of  ber  niece,  "  you  must  not  gprieTe  so.  I 
know  it  is  very  painful  for  you  to  part  with  your  young 
friend,  who  is  more  like  a  sister  than  any  thing  else  to  you ; 
but  you  hear  her  say  that  she  will  come  on  Friday,  and  we 
shall  all  be  happy  to  see  her,  I  am  sure." 

**  YiTla,  will  you  be  sure  to  come  ?"  asked  Theodora, 
tearfully. 

"Yes,  I  will  assuredly." 

Then  Theodora  embraced  Yiria,  who  smiled  encouragingly 
upon  her,  bidding  her  be  good  and  cheerful.  And  so  the 
aunt  and  niece  departed — Mrs.  Thogmorton  in  a  more 
Uadlj  Bood  than  Theodora  had  ever  known  her. 


CHAPTER    XV. 

THE     OLD     FABM-H0U8B. 

Ob,  bright  1m  that  home  when  the  sprinfr-tima  xviami^ 

And  brih'hter  than  aU  when  the  evening  lire  barnii; 

Whf^n  th«)  KDo\r  falls  without,  and  the  comfort  within 

Tells  the  time  when  the  pieworee  of  winter  begin.— Jftv.  JBUi* 

There  was  trouble  at  Red  Ridge.  Well,  that  was  nothing 
new.  There  always  had  been  trouble  there,  ever  since  the 
soil  was  first  settled  bj  the  Wildmans — I  had  liked  to  have 
written  it  the  Wild  men.  Names  were  first  given  to  denote 
the  leading  characteristic  of  the  recipients;  but  in  the 
course  of  generations,  through  marriage  and  other  modi- 
fying circumstances,  such  characteristics  have  a  g^reat  ten- 
dency to  run  out,  and  family  names,  quite  a  wonderful  pro- 
clivity to  become  laughable  misnomers;  thus,  I  know  of 
Cravens,  who  are  by  no  means  remarkable  for  cowardice ; 
Savages  in  a  high  state  of  civilization  and  refinement ; 
Lambs  whose  tempers  I  would  not  like  to  provoke ;  Lions 
who  are  not  dangerous  brutes ;  Hawks  who  do  not  prey 
upon  their  weak  neighbors ;  and,  vice  versa ;  to  say  nothing 
of  brunette  Whites  and  Blond  Browns,  and  Bakers  in  every 
other  business  but  the  old  legitimate  one  that  probably  gave 
thom  their  name.     To  return. 

There  must  have  been  a  remarkable  power  of  endnrance 
in  that  quality  that  gave  the  Wildman  family  their  cognomen, 
since  that  was  as  ap])ropriate  in  the  nineteenth  century  as 
it  might  have  been  in  the  ninth,  or  in  any  other  when  it 
was  first  conferred.  Wild  men  they  were  known  to  be  as 
far  as  they  were  known  at  all.  Reckless  extravagance  bad 
made  them  homeless  adventurers  in  their  own  countiy,  and 
(170) 
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ImI^  driyen  tbem  to  this.  In  eTery  generatum  th^  regn* 
krlj  mined  theniBelTes,  and  then,  by  a.fortnnata  inarriage« 
or  a  prize  in  the  lottery,  or  an  unexpected  legacy,  came  np 
all  right  again — ^for  these  wild  men  were  almost  nniyersal 
faroriteSy  not  because  they  regolariy  wasted  their  substance 
IB  entertaining  and  feasting  Uieir  friends  and  acquaintances 
•^or  many  others,  firom  Timon  down,  haTe  done  that,  and 
got  little  thanks — but  that^  in  addition  to  their  hospitable 
qualities,  they  possessed  other  highly  popular  social  gifts, 
such  m  mfaiHng  good  spirits,  a  contagious  mirtUulness,  wit, 
boaor,  etc,  with  the  absence  of  others,  such  as  offensiTe  pride, 
oetentation,  and  Hl^temper,  that  might  ha?e  neutralised  all 
the  foregoing. 

It  was  not  possible  that,  with  such  courses,  the  flunily 
should  not  have  degenerated  as  much  in  person  and  in  in- 
tellect as  in  wealth,  social  influence  and  power,  and  that, 
in  snccesslYe  generations,  every  plunge  into  ruin  should  not 
be  deeper,  and  every  recovery  fainter. 

So  that  the  last  lineal  descendant,  the  poor  boy,  B^il 
Wildman,  was  not  only  the  poorest  of  all  his  line,  bot  he 
was  also  the  dullest  in  intellect,  and  the  plainest  in  personal 
appearance.  He  was  still  a  minor,  being  but  eighteen  years 
of  age,  and  though  both  his  parents  were  dead,  there Vas 
no  particnlar  reason  why  he  should  harry  himself  to  attain 
his  legal  nuyority,  since  there  was  nothing  to  inherit,  not 
even  the  home  of  his  forefathers,  for  that  had  been  lost  to 
the  late  Colonel  Malmaison  by  the  foreclosure  of  a  mortgage 
upon  the  Red  Ridge  estate,  held  by  that  gentleman  ;  and 
the  heir  was  only  a  tenant  at  will  in  the  home  of  his 
ancestors. 

He  would  not  have  been  there  at  all,  in  any  capacit*' 
had  it  not  been  for  the  basiness  talent,  energy,  industry  a 
perseverance  of  his  grandmother,  little  old  Mrs.  WildmaL, 
who  having  been  a  girl  of  humble  parentage,  and  brought 
up  with  habits  of  labor  and  frugality,  had  for  a  long  time 
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arerted  ruin  from  the  honfie ;  and  at  last^  when  a  ipeodtlirift 
son,  following  in  the  footsteps  of  a  spendthrift  husband,  bad 
completed  the  household  wreck,  by  mortgaging  the  form, 
breaking  the  heart  of  his  wifci  and  drinking  himself  to  death, 
it  did  not  crush  this  woman  of  great  but  unpretending  ex* 
ccllcnce,  who  left  the  grave  of  her  last  son,  in  her  old  age, 
to  begin  the  world  again  for  the  sake  of  her  grandchildren, 
Basil  and  Helen. 

The  mortgage  had  been  foreclosed ;  bnt  to  purchase 
back  the  homestead  at  the  sum  for  which  it  had  been  sacri- 
ficed was  within  the  bounds  of  possibility.  She  had  gone 
to  Colonel  Malmaison,  who  was  not  a  hard  hearted  man, 
and  had  rented  the  farm  of  Kcd  Ridge  at  an  annual  rate 
much  below  its  value  for  a  certain  term  of  years.  She  had 
also  obtained  from  him  the  verbal  promise  that  she  should 
have  the  opportunity  of  repurchasing  the  homestead  at  the 
price  of  the  principal  and  interest  of  the  sum  for  which  it 
had  been  mortgaged.  With  so  much  to  hope,  she  bad  re- 
turned home  and  commenced  operations.  She  had  taken 
every  thing  abont  the  place  under  her  own  control.  With 
the  help  of  three  or  four  able-bodied  negroes  that  belonged 
to  the  soil,  and  the  assistance  of  Brunton,  since  deoeased, 
and  of  the  boy  Blaise  also,  when  not  at  school,  she  had 
worked  the  farm,  and  worked  it  well,  with  such  a  judicious 
system,  and  such  success,  that  year  after  year  her  bam  had 
been  filled  to  overflowing;  and  this,  together  with  the  wise 
economy  practiced  in  the  family,  had  enabled  her  to 
money,  and  to  anticipate,  at  no  distant  day,  the  repurcht 
of  the  farm,  when  the  death  of  Colonel  Malmaison  struck  a 
nearly  fatal  blow  to  her  hopes ;  for  even  if  she  could  amass 
the  necessary  sum  for  the  purpose,  she,  at  sixty  jean  of 
age,  could  not  confidently  expect  to  live  to  see  the  day  of 
young  Austin's  majority,  when  the  heir  should  be  in  a  legal 
condition  to  transfer  any  part  of  his  late  father's  eetatiu 
Still,  there  teas  a  chsnre  that  she  might  live -so  long,  or 
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mtm  Mee  m  long,  fcr  she  was  hale,  and  die  was  regntaf 
tad  Boderate  in  all  her  habits ;  so  why  shonld  she  not  attain 

6  age  of  seven^,  eighty,  or  eren  ninety  t 

So  she  continued  to  hope,  and  to  worit,  and  to  sare  with 
ttidiiag  teal,  to  leave  a  homestead  to  her  grandchildren ; 
liaiiig  always  with  the  earliest  dawn  of  day  and  going  out 
to  aea  the  field  hands  at  work,  and  saperintending  all  the 
boaiaess  of  the  &rm,  seeing  that  the  hands  did  their  duty, 
that  the  labor  was  all  properly  and  fiuthfhlly  performed. 
till,  thongh  npon  the  whole  things  went  rather  prosperous- 
ly with  the  old  lady,  she  had  some  serioos  drawbacks,  and  one 
pf  ■enrincnt  soorce  of  anxiety ;  that  was  in  poor  Blaise. 
Cartfolly  aa  she  had  tried  to  train  Mm  righAy,  nature  wai 
io  modi  stronger  than  education,  that  as  Bhiise  grew  up 
into  an  awkward,  red-headed  hobble-de-hoy,  he  began  to 
Buuiitet  a  natural  antipathy  to  work,  and  a  strong  procU- 
▼ity  towards  idleness,  company,  and  fun  in  generaL 

She  combated  these  teodencies  as  wisely  and  as  well  as 
she  conkL  Yet,  one  day,  when  returning  at  noon  from  the 
field,  where  she  had  spent  several  hours  under  a  burning 
Augpost  sun,  overseeing  her  hands  stacking  the  rye,  in  pass- 
ing near  the  bam,  she  heard  a  voice  roar  out — 

^  All  four  honors,  and  six  tricks,  by  the  hokey  I'' 

Following  the  sound  and  entering  the  bam,  she  found 
Blaise  seated  with  his  cousin  Nelly,  and  his  friend  Wake 
Bmnton,  playing  three-banded  whist  ("  or  some  other  horrid 
game,''  she  said,)  with  a  bottle  of  molasses  and  water  in 
the  midst !  Now,  nothing  could  exceed  the  old  lady's  hor- 
ror of  cards  and  bottles — and,  indeed,  poor  woman,  she  had 
had  reason  sufficient  to  hate  and  fear  both.  And  after  the 
death  of  her  last  son,  she  had  made  a  funeral  pile  of  all  the 
cards  in  the  bouse,  and  had  locked  up  all  the  battles  in  a 
dianaed  garret  closet,  and  would  not  put  one  of  the  latter 
even  to  the  innocent  use  of  filling  it  with  milk  or  coffee 
for  BasH's  school-dinner,  for  fear  it  might  suggest  bad 
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thoughts  in  his  head.     And  after  all — ^now  I    The  old  hdj^ 
sadden  burst  of  tears  startled  the  little  card  partj. 

Helen  jumped  up  and  ran  awav,  OYersettiDg  in  her  fiig*' 
the  bottle  of  molasses  and  water. 

WakeGeld  rose  quickly,  picked  up  his  ragged  cap,  and 
blushing  up  to  his  eyes,  made  a  shy,  deprecating  jerk  of  his 
head  intended  for  a  bow,  and  slunk  away  with  an  Intense 
feeliug  of  mortification  at  being  detected  in  such  unlawful 
orgies,  and  with  a  violent  impulse  to  run  also,  only  he  felt 
that  it  would  be  disrespectful  to  the  old  lady,  and  cowardly 
in  himself. 

Blaise  stood  his  ground,  with  his  stiff,  coarse  red  hair 
bristled  up  like  a  halo  all  around  his  forehead — ^this  was 
not  the  effect  of  terror,  but  of  a  natural  gift  his  hair  had  of 
quilling  up  in  that  way,  and  of  a  habit  he  had  when  sur- 
prised or  perplexed,  of  pushing  it  up  so.  At  his  grand- 
mother's tearful  demand,  he  yielded  up  the  contraband  gpoodi 
— the  cards  and  bottle,  and  walked  before  her  to  the  house, 
where  she  administered  a  severe  lecture,  that  made  him  crj 
and  promise  to  work  in  the  field  all  that  afternoon,  and  all 
the  remainder  of  the  holidays,  too ;  bat  beyond  that,  pro- 
duced no  great  or  lasting  effect. 

There  were  two  other  inmates  of  the  house;  andof  theiei 
the  ''  first  in  honor  as  in  place,"  was  Miss  Wildman,  or  Miu 
Elizabeth,  as  she  was  generally  called,  a  maiden  lady  near 
fifty  years  of  age,  sister  to  the  late  husband  of  old  Mn. 
Wildman.  The  negroes  left  on  the  plantation  belonged  to 
her ;  they  had  been  her  share  of  the  patrimony— though  thef 
now  worked  for  the  benefit  of  the  whole  family.  And 
it  was  well  for  all  parties,  that  in  the  division  of  the  estates 
these  had  fallen  to  Elizabeth  Wildman,  instead  of  either  of 
her  brothers,  in  which  case  they  must  certainly  have  sharsd 
the  same  fate  of  their  companions  on  the  farm,  and  fallen  by 
an  execution  under  the  auctioneer's  hammer.  Miss  Elin- 
beth  probably  inherited  the  qualities  of  her  mother's  fiunily. 
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wbo  wen  ptople  of  each  colliration  and  refioometit,  tb&t  it 
u  still  ft  tmlilioiial  wonder  how  one  of  ihetr  race  ever  cuald 
h&To  fikDcied  oae  of  ibe  Wildmaua.  But  "lore  is  th«  one 
grand  caprice  of  iiBlnre."  Miss  Elizabeth  was,  as  all  tlie 
cooDtr;  peopio  Eiiiil,  "every  incii  a  lady."  With  her,  family 
pride,  and  wealib  aud  cooaequence  was  aa  innoceDt  itlusioa, 
tliat  sometimes  really  lookeil  beautiful.  The  utmost  malice 
of  fate  could  never  make  her  feel  thai  "the  family"  were 
reklly  poor  aud  fallen,  or  that  she  bersetf  was  not  quite 
ricli  eiiongb  to  be  t^e  lady  bouatiful  of  her  neighborhood. 
Often  wheii  they  could  not  afford  loaf  sugar  for  their  own 
te&,  Hhc  would  send  old  port  wine,  bought  for  the  purpose 
frum  tlie  druggist  at  Eyrie,  to  some  poor  siek  neighbor  for 
wliuu  it  bad  bten  prescribed,  or  do  some  siaiilar  act  of 
rsXiwr  extravagant  bounty.  "  Wheo  limes  is  so  tcacf!,  too  I" 
■s|Kwt  old  Mrs,  Wildman  would  groan  to  herself — though 
tite  did  not  veuluru  to  ose  one  word  of  expostulation  with 
Miis  ElJiabt'tli,  of  ivliuiii  .ilie  siood  in  a  sort  of  Iradilional 
■we,  as  having  come  of  an  "  old  family  1"  Mils  Elizabeth 
looked  npoD  her  hnmbts,  hanl-irorkiag  aister-in-law,  who 
k«pt  the  family  roof  over  all  their  heads,  aa  ratbor  a  good 
■ort  of  low  person — who  used  very  nngramniatical  laognagft, 
though  DBTer  nnfrieDdly  words,  aad  often  offeaded  against 
0tiqaett«,  tboagh  never  against  good  feeling.  She  not  only 
tolerated  bat  loved  her  for  the  many  excellent  qaalitlMthM 
•be  fiilly  acknowledged  her  to  possees ;  and  she  had  exonaed 
her  iKotber's  marriage  witb  this  bnmble  ereatare,  not  only 
npoo  accoont  of  her  nQmeroos  virtnes,  bat  also  bj  reoalling 
to  mind  all  the  princes  of  the  blood,  and  peen  of  the  realm 
she  had  read  of  in  her  old  romances,  who  had  married  pea- 
■aat  girls.  1  suppose  such  langbable  family  pride  does  not 
edit  anywhere  «1m  except  in  Irehtnd.  Still  the  alwayi 
treated  her  sister-in-law  with  the  ntmost  kindness  and  con- 
■idaration,  aid  woold  not  opon  any  acooant,  have  betrayed 
tha  iiet  (bat  the  ramembered  the  obecority  of  her  origin,  of 
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ced  the  ungrammatical  style  of  her  conversation.     Miss 
^abeth  had  once  been  a  very  pretty  woman,  and  was  now, 
dfty,  a  very  pleasing  one.    She  was  tall  and  thin,  with  a 
r,  placid  face,  hazy  blae  eyes,  and  silrer  hair  smoothly 
irted  ander  the  transparent  folds  of  a  white  mnslin  tnrlNin ; 
er  long,  thin,  withered  hands  were  very  white  and  woft, 
,nd  "  lady  like,"  and  she  was  rather  carefal  of  them  too. 
Miss  Elizabeth  always  maintained  a  sort  of  state,  abont  her- 
self, her  dress,  and  her  conversation.     And  thongh  her 
every-day  gown  was  but  a  ten-cent  calico,  it  was  chosen  for 
its  tiny,  almost  invisible  pattern,  and  its  grave,  qniet  hoe; 
for  if  she  mast  wear  a  low  priced  fabric,  it  most  not  be  of 
mixed  colors  or  visible  pattern— and  it  was  always  made  up 
with  extreme  plainness,  and  worn  with  a  certain  air  of  dig* 
uity  that  might  have  become  a  real  Gknoa  velvet  at  the  Toiy 
least.     Uer  turban  too,  though  it  was  made  of  a  yard  of 
shilling  book-muslin,  was  always  got  np  with  ezqaislte 
neatness,  and  fastened  with  a  gold  pin — her  only  jewd. 
Miss  Elizabeth  was  the  skillful  and  untiring  seamstress  for 
the  whole  family,  and  made  and  mended  their  clothing,  and 
pieced  up  a  fabulous  number  of  wonderful  bed-quilts,  mostly 
kept  only   for  exhibition.     And  if  ever  in  bending  over 
her  sewing,  she  got  a  pain  in  her  back,  and  a  suspicion  in 
her  head  that  she  was  a  drudge^  she  scouted  the*ideai  and 
quickly  consoled  herself  by  recalling  to  mind  the  prodigies 
of  needlework  performed  by  great  ladies  in  those  g^ood  old 
times,  when,  as  she  was  fond  of  saying — "In  spite  of  re- 
verses of  fortune,  ladies  were  always  ladies." 

The  remaining  inmate  of  the  house  was  a  very  different 
person  from  all  the  rest     Her  name   vas  Nelly  Parrott 
Siie  claimed  to  be  a  distant  relation  of  ihe  Wildmans,  and 
her  claim  was  admitted  by  the  kind-hearted  family,  thong! 
the  relationship  was  so  very  distant,  that  no  one,  not  e?f 
the  great  mistress  of  genealogy.  Miss  Elisabeth  kene 
could  tell  wherein  it  consisted.    Miss  Nelly  ParrofSt  ff 
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•weD  received  into  the  honse  at  the  instance  of  Blaise  WiM- 
TQftu'i  futher,  who  offered  lier  a  home  partly  from  pity  that 
no  oii«  dud  would  take  her  Id,  and  parti;  (rota  the  fact  tl>at 
he  foaiid  Id  ber  aa  inexhaustible  fund  of  tULUsemout.  I  nia 
iocliocd  lo  thiak  that  there  was  some  trutli  in  Miss  >'ell/ 
Pa  TOtt's  claim  of  kinship  with  the  WildmaDs,  and  that  the 
family  eccentricities  had  found  th<iir  culniiriating  point  in 
Ikt  so-called  insanity;  for  Mi;s  Ni'llr  it.t^  s.iiil  Id  be  crazy, 
ftUliough  iLcre  was  alu'iiys  "  (lii  ;Il  ■■!  !l  'i  r  ■.  iil;iess,"  and 
oftan  wit  or  wiidom  in  ber  wildeet  words  and  acta. 

Ifisi  Nelly  wu  the  perpetoal  batt  and  victliii  of  auf 
litUa  Nell,  wbo  by  the  way  ntterlj  aud  isdignanUj  repii* 
diatad  her  claim  of  relatiooBhip,  aad  Ml  into  a  fliry  wh^ 
Boj  one  aaked  her  if  ahe,  Helen  Wildmas,  wra«  named  afttf . 
bar  "Annt  Nelly  FarrottI"  The  serereit  aad  the  most 
eSectoal  rebnke  that  could  possibly  be  administered  to  littla 
Nell,  was  to  tell  her  that  she  "took  after  Miss  Nelly  Par- 
totL"  It  was  always  enough  to  make  her  a  model  yonn^ 
lady  for  a  whole  day.  ■' 

Uiea  Nelly  Purott  was  about  forty  years  of  age,  she  waa 
a  short  and  thick-set  person,  with  a  lai^,  roond  head, 
corered  with  red  bur,  that  she  said  waa  "the  family  hair," 
and  which  she  kept  cut  short  enough  to  wear  iu  frizzled 
carls  that  made  her  head  look  twice  its  natural  size,  and 
more  like  an  enormona  tow-mop  than  any  thing  else.  She 
had  faded  bine  eyes,  and  a  fat,  fair,  freckled  face,  which  it 
waa  her  favorite  vanity  to  doctor  with  all  the  lotions,  wuhea, 
powders,  creams,  and  all  other  cosmetics  that  she  could  beg, 
borrow,  or  otherwise  "annex." 

Besides  this,  she  was  immeoBely  fond  of  finery,  and  a 
taded  scarf,  or  dress,  or  ribbon,  a  piece  of  half-worn  lace, 
(w  crashed  artificial  flowers,  or  broken  ostrich  feathera,  were 
always  most  acceptable  presents  to  her,  especially  when  they 
happened  to  be  "sky  blue,"  or  "pea  green,"  or  "violet 
9Mple,"aU  a<  wbiob  colors  Miss  Nelly  said  suited  her  "  ttjU," 
II 
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As  she  was  a  sort  of  pablic  beneficiary,  and  sa  all  tb« 
country  neighbors  knew  her  tastes,  and  liked  to  delight  her 
at  60  small  a  cost  as  the  cast-off  finery  that  even  the  negroct 
had  too  much  self-respect  to  bedizen  themseWes  with,  mmnj 
were  the  presents  that  Miss  Nelly  received,  and  varioai  m 
numerous  were  the  articles  of  her  wardrobe,  and  astoniBhing 
was  the  effect  of  her  daily  toilet,  and  stupendoos  the  sensa* 
tion  created  by  her  full  dress  for  Sundays  and  festiyals. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Mrs.  Wildman  bought  good  cheap 
calicos,  and  that  Miss  Elizabeth  offered  to  make  them  np 
for  her,  she  would  not  wear  them,  she  would  not  even  look' 
at  them.  In  vain  also  was  the  kind  remonstrance  of  Mrs. 
Wildman,  who  finding  her  one  wintry  Sabbath  decked  out 
in  strange  style  for  church,  ventured  to  say, 

''  Indeed,  Nelly,  if  I  were  you,  I  loould  have  a  little  more 
respect  for  myself  than  to  wear  Mrs.  Thogmorton's  old  sky 
blue  gauze  to  church  this  morning." 

To  which  Miss  Nelly  replied,  tossing  her  head— 

"  And  indeed,  Mrs.  Wildman,  it  is  not  to  be  presumed 
that  a  person  from  your  original  station  in  society,  who 
never  even  enjoyed  the  advantage  of  filling  the  position  of 
a  lady's  dressing-maid,  should  bo  considered  competent  to 
the  business  of  counseling  a  lady  upon  the  subject  of  her 
carriage  costume  I" 

The  choice  language  in  which  this  sharp  retort  was  en- 
veloped, so  completely  blunted  its  point  that  it  strock  quite 
harmlessly  upon  simple  Mrs.  Wildman's  ear,  and  fell  with- 
out penetrating  her  brain  or  hcart-~^as  I  wish  all  wicked  and 
crazy  speeches  intended  to  wound  good  hearts  might  always 
fall.  As  for  Miss  Elizabeth,  she  treated  Nelly  Parrott  with 
unvarying  kindness,  and  ])rivately  consoled  herself  for  the 
hearing  such  insolence  as  this,  by  recalling  to  mind  the  lati- 
tude of  speech  accorded  by  the  great  ladies  of  the  good  old 
times  to  the  court  fool  and  jester. 

Bat  our  little  Nell  was  the  family  Nemesis,  and  netw 
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Wled  when  the  knew  that  IJBss  Parrott  had  inralted  her 
grandmother,  to  visit  a  choice  and  appropriate  retribution 
npon  the  dcTOted  red  head  of  the  delinquent ;  saying  to 
Blaiae  that  she  considered  it  a  "  ten  strike,''  when  she  could 
afenge  her  friend  and  punish  her  natural  enemy  at  one 
blow. 


,      CHAPTER   XVL 

THIODOBA    AT    MOUNT    8T0B1L 

Sht  to  aot  b<aottfal,  ytl  bg  ywmg  tbm 
MftkM  np  In  ■wteinaM  what  it  Ua^kM  1b  gmet; 
BIm  to  Bot  baavtifBl,  jwt  her  blue  tjrw 

OB  lb«  hmxi  IUm  fiuuhiBt  thioBgh  fh«  ridtt.— JwiJIg  WU(y. 


An  orphan  child,  with  a  Tery  tender,  shy,  and  sensitive 
nature,  thrown  upon  the  bounty  of  a  relative  who  did  not, 
in  the  least  degree,  desire  the  care  and  cost  of  her  keeping ; 
who  though  not  naturally  cruel,  was  humanly  selfish,  and 
would  have  considered  it  much  ''for  the  best,''  had  the 
measles  or  the  whooping-cough  or  some  other  childish 
epidemic  relieved  her  of  the  burden ;  who  took  no  pains  to 
conceal  this  state  of  feeling  from  the  object  of  it — such  was 
the  condition  of  Theodora  at  Mount  Storm.  With  her  fine 
spiritual  perceptions,  she  soon  felt  the  influence  of  this 
atmosphere  around  her.  And  though  she  was  seldom  sub- 
jected to  the  coarse,  ill-treatment  of  which  we  read  aud  hear 
much  in  the  lot  of  orphan  and  dependent  children,  yet  still 
she  was  chilled,  depressed,  and  miserable.  She  needed  t!)«9 
vital  air  of  love,  and  she  found  only  the  deathly  atmosphere 
of  cold  iDdifference.  She  was  not  the  Cinderella  of  the  house ; 
no  one  set  her  tasks  beyond  her  strength,  or  put  her  to  de- 
grading drudgery,  or  stinted  her  in  food  or  sleep;  yet  still 
the  felt  wearied,  unsatisfied,  and  lonely — for  if  no  one 
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tlircatened  her,  no  one  ever  smiled  kindlj  apon  her;  if  th^ 
did  not  strike  ber,  neither  did  they  ever  caress  her;  if  they 
did  not  require  of  her  hard  service,  neither  did  ihej  ever 
show  her  any  token  of  affection  or  remembrance.  Thej 
ji73t  let  her  alone — saddest  of  all  sad  conditions  for  a  being 
like  her!  For  if  slie  had  been  a  child  of  another  sort — a 
child  of  a  stormy,  hoyden  temper,  like  Helen,  or  of  a  genial, 
sunshiny  nature,  like  Vivia — she  might  have  forced  or  won 
h(T  way  into  notice  and  sympathy  ;  or  with  the  self-reliance 
of  either  of  those  two,  she  might  have  dispensed  with  the 
love  of  others,  and  stood  alone  ;  but,  with  ber  soft,  retiringy 
bumble  nature,  that  needed  so  much  to  be  loved  and  lifted 
np  and  encouraprod,  it  was,  as  I  said,  the  saddest  of  all  con- 
dilions  to  be  let  alone.  Positive  ill-usage,  coarse  material 
bnitality,  would  soon  have  killed  that  feeble  little  body, 
and  set  the  suffering  spirit  free.  But  she  was  only  let  alone 
— to  wander  through  all  the  rooms  of  that  great^  dismal  old 
bonse,  with  its  forlorn  aspect  and  haunting  old  histories- 
alone  to  ex])lore  the  terraced  garden,  or  climb  the  mgg^ 
mountain,  or  lose  her  way  in  the  boundless  forest,  to  get 
frightened  at  some  wood-squirrel  or  rabbit,  as  timid  as  her- 
self, and  find  her  way  back  home  as  quickly  and  directly  aa 
she  could — or  alone  to  sit  in  the  vast,  shadowy  old  garreti 
until  the  gathering  darkness  of  the  night,  and  the  shudder- 
ing fear  of  ghosts,  would  drive  her  thence  to  the  heart-chill- 
ing atmosphere  of  the  rooms  below.  No  one  attempted  to 
carry  forward  her  education,  to  hear  ber  read,  or  to  teach 
ber  to  sew,  or  to  knit,  or  to  do  any  sort  of  housework,  for 
no  one  seemiid  to  have  either  the  time  or  the  inclination  to 
attend  to  her. 

Mr:?.  Thogmorton,  with  ber  bonse  to  keep,  and  her  ser- 
vants to  rule,  and  ber  daughter  Rose  to  marry  off,  and  her 
husband,  the  doctor,  to  manage,  bad  enough  upon  her  handiy 
without  the  trouble  of  Tiieodora. 

Rose  was  too  much  occupied  with  dress,  company,  flirta* 
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tioM,  tad  ofher  TMiftiM,  to  think  of  Httte  Thoo,  enepl 
■omelimeB  to  torn  her  into  a  subject  of  good-natnred  merri* 
inenti  calling  her  Cinderena,  Ooody-two-thoes,  or  Bcaatf, 
and  addog  her,  when  she  shonld  come  to  many  the  beanti- 
fbl  jouig  prince,  the  great  king's  Bon«  if  she  would  not 
please  to  remember  her  poor  relations* 

Doctor  Thognnorton  seldom  took  notice  of  the  child,  or 
if  be  did,  seemed  only  to  be  connting  np  the  cost  of  her 
dotfaing — ^wliich,  bj  the  way,  cost  nothing  at  all,  being  tiie 
eaat-off  apparel  of  the  two  little  giris,  Jane  and'  ]iartha» 
vho  were  now  at  the  Oonrent  school. 

And  aa  for  the  serrants  aboot  the  boose,  they  knew  it  to 
be  less  trooble  to  do  all  the  work  than  to  tea4di  Theodona 
how  to  do  a  part  of  it 

Tl^  family  had  the  repotatioo  wlthoot  the  resUiy  of 
wealth,  and  onder  these  circorostances  moch  domestic  on* 
happiness  arose  from  the  conflicting  policies  of  master  and 
mistress;  for  while  Doctor  Thogmorton — ^who  was  origi* 
nally  a  miser,  by  reason  of  his  little  benerolence  and  hope, 
and  his  great  caotioosness  and  acqnisitiTeoess,  and  who  had 
married  the  snpposed  wealthy  widow,  not  to  squander  her 
fortone,  bot  to  secore  himself  from  the  remotest  possibility 
of  want — thought  it  wisest  and  safest  to  retrench  the  ex- 
penses and  hoard  the  income  of  the  family,  and  woold  have 
stinted  them  in  common  comforts,  lest  they  should  come  to 
lack  the  rery  necessaries  of  life,  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  who 
was  endowed  with  high  hope  and  loye  of  approbation,  with 
▼ery  little  cautiousness,  saw  a  greater  necessity  than  ever 
for  launching  out  into  expensive  ostentation,  in  dress,  for- 
nitore,  equipage,  entertainments,  and  every  other  species  of 
false  show  by  which  she  might  dazzle  the  eyes  of  her  neigb- 
bors,  so  that  they  should  not  be  able  to  see  the  real  poverty 
onder  its  glistening  vail,  and  so,  finally,  that  she  might  thereby 
■ecQit  a  rich  husband  for  each  of  h^  daughters,  and  aa  heir* 
ess  for  her  son. 
11 
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Their  reraoTal  to  their  new  home,  tnd  the  **  eoiniBg 
of  Miss  Gkurlaod,  were  firesh  temptations  to  "  expatittto"  fa 
ostentation. 

Rose  Oarland  was  nndonbtedlj  as  pretty  as  a  well-pvo- 
portioned  form,  rather  fall  for  early  girlhood,  regular  fea- 
tares  and  a  blooming  complexion  conld  make  her. 

Mount  Storm  was  the  show  mansion  of  the  neighborliooci, 
OTery  private  dwelling  in  the  valley  being  a  mere  ordloary 
t&rm-hoase,  or  log  cabin.  Mnch  also  of  the  handaonie  old 
fbrnitare,  being  almost  immovable,  remained  staodfng  Just 
where  Mrs.  Malmaison  had  left  it— that  lady  tbinkhig  H 
wonld  snifer  less  damage  in  remaining  there  ontil  she  shonld 
want  it  for  her  new  house  at  Sunset  Hills,  than  it  woidd  en- 
counter in  being  removed  and  stored.  So  with  the  rsia 
and  costly  articles  that  were  left  at  Mount  Storm,  and  with 
the  furniture  that  was  brought  thither  firom  Gray  Bock,  the 
best  rooms  of  the  mansion-house  were  fiimished  and 
adorned.  One  suite  of  rooms — all  the  appotntmenta  of 
which  were  too  recherchi  for  common  contact,  remained, 
by  previous  ag^ement,  closed,  as  the  occupant  had  left  it— 
this  was  the  splendid  apartment  of  Ada  Malmaiaon,  da- 
scribed  in  a  former  chapter.  The  upper  rooms  of  the  house, 
however,  were  entirely  unfurnished,  and  the  garni  was 
abandoned  to  Theodora  and  owlets. 

Some  of  the  old  servants  of  the  Malmaison  Ikmfly  le- 
mained  still  at  Mount  Storm,  under  the  new  adminiatratioB. 

Among  them  was  Pharaoh,  who  was  the  greateet  eom- 
fort  Theodora  had.  The  old  man  had  not  been  Uied, 
because  he  was  not  considered  worth  wages ;  bnt  he  had 
been  permitted  to  stay,  for  the  reason  that  his  services  wen 
worth  his  food  and  the  doctor's  cast-off  clothing,  and  flntheri 
that  he  was — in  his  well-brushed  black  coat,  and  white  bs^- 
eloth,  and  powdered-looking  head,  a  remarkably  genteel  and 
aristocratic  seeming  servant  The  old  man  la  aa  ftdl  of 
Csmily  history,  romance,  fi&ble,  song  and  stoiji  aa  any  4i 
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veteliMr  of  tk^  oldeii  time*— and  ttrer  had  teftond 
m  1«lan«r  ao  atteBtiv«,  iotensted.  Mid  adiDiriog  agThtodort. 

He  was  her  circnlatiog  library,  her  theatre,  her  aeademf 
«f  aQHC,  her  gallery  of  pictaree,  and  her  Toyage  roiuid  the 
vorM,  all  \m  one— aod  she  was  his  intelligent  aadieDce, 
his  appreekting  pablie,  admiring  poeleritj,  and  ainbodiod 
Cunal 

Whea  the  fhnrily  w«pe  all  gone  oat  fbr  the  day  and  the 
•fenlBg^  and  Theodora  snffered  with  londiness  and  bar  In 
Hm  great  empty,  ghostly  hooseb  and  when  the  shadowaof 
aigki  gathered  OTer  the  Test  rooms  and  long  halls,  aad  the 
phantoM  of  saperstitions  terror  invoked  by  her  UgUy  ex- 
dtaUa  laagiaatloa  gathered  aroand  her,  she  would  oiaap 
to  tha  head  of  the  kitchen  stairs  and  eaU,  in  a  frightened, 
kalMuished  tone— 

''Un^le  Pharaoh  I  Uncle  Pharaoh  I  are  yon  there  t" 

And  the  old  man  wonld  come  tp  the  foot  of  the  stairs 
and  answer — 

^  Tes,  chile,  an'  soon  as  cTer  I  done  polishin'  this  silver, 
•0 1  ean  bresh  my  coat  and  make  myself  'sentable,  I  gwine 
to  come  wait  on  yon,  little  mistress." 

And  then  Theodora,  as  she  dared  not  show  herself  in  the 
kitchen,  as  ronch  from  fear  of  the  cook  as  from  dread  Gt  the 
coarse  company  that  took  advantage  of  the  absence  of  the 
BMSter  to  gather  there,  would  sit  down  upon  the  top  step 
aad  wait  until  the  old  man  could  cofaie  up  to  her.  Aad 
then  the  old  creature,  whom  she  never  presumed  to  take  into 
any  of  the  family  sitting-rooms  to  keep  her  company,  wonld 
seat  himself  a  step  or  two  below  her,  and  commence,  and 
pass  hour  after  hour  in  relating  old  country  legends  and 
household  traditions,  and  in  telling  or  inventing  stories  in 
which  he  would  describe  places  with  such  vividness,  that  her 
tapreasible  imagination  received  the  whole  picture  and  dis- 
tiaetly  beheld  it,  and  in  which  also  he  wonld  imitate  voices 
vith  so  much  skill  that  her  excitable  fancy  jmw  tha  whole 
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i  enacted  before  ber;  and  tben,  to  rurj  the  erenbgh 
ftainment,  he  would  sing  Bongs,  or  propound  coniin* 

''  Uncle  Pharaoh  I"  she  would  say,  sometimes^  "  what  a 
pity  you  didn't  know  Yivia  when  yon  were  young — if  yoa 
bad,  you  would  hare  written  poetry,  or  painted  picture^ 
and  made  yourself  a  famous  man." 

"  Ah  I  chile,  that  couldn't  o'  bin,  no  ways  in  the  worid, 
you  see  'cause  I'm  not  white.  Hows'ever,  lis  what  lig,^ 
Pharaoh  would  answer,  with  a  quick  resumption  of  hia  self* 
esteem. 

One  morning  Theodora  sat  perched  upon  an  old  oak 
chesty  with  her  head  leaning  on  the  sill  of  her  garret  win- 
dow. It  was  the  window  in  the  gable  end  that  looked  to- 
ward the  valley,  and  commanded  the  whole  length  and 
breadth  of  that  scene.  But  the  landscape  was  not  beantifnl 
now,  broken  up  as  it  w^as  in  the  great  spring  thaw,  and 
showing  patches  of  discolored  snow,  alternating  with  qnag^ 
mires  of  half  frozen  mud.  And  Theodora^  finding  nothing 
attractive  in  the  view,  half  closed  her  dull  and  droopiag 
eyes,  as  she  leaned  there  cold  and  lifeless.  In  all  the  ho»e 
below  there  was  not  a  resting-place  for  the  sole  of  her  foot 
For  there  had  arisen  that i  morning  at  the  breakfast-table 
some  great  matter  of  dispute  between  the  doctor  and  his 
wife,  and  their  furious  looks  and  high  words  had  frightened 
and  sickened  her,  even  before  the  doctor  happening  to  east 
his  glance  upon  her  shuddering  form  and  pale  face  and  d^ 
lated  eyes,  suddenly  extended  his  arm  and  finger  toward 
her,  and  pointing  in  a  sarcastic  manner,  began  to  reproach 
his  wife,  among  other  extravagances,  for  "  filling  the  house 
with  beggars."  To  which  madame  replied,  with  eqiud 
severity,  that  he  himself  was  a  beggar  when  she  married  his^ 
and  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  her  folly  he  would  be  a  beg- 
gar still — ^that  she  had  never  repented  that  folly  bat  oiie«b 
and  that  was  ever  since  it  happened  I  that  she  hoped  Bes^ 
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km  bj  ber  ezp«lraoe^  tnd  neror  throw  hendf 
Wbereopon  Rose,  dreftdingf  to  be  made  a  partgr  in 
the  quarrel,  got  ap  saddenlj  and  left  the  table  and  the  xooib. 
Mid  Theodora  itole  away  and  ran  up  to  her  garret. 

And  there  she  now  sat,  depressed,  apathetic,  and  almost 
dead,  with  onlj  this  conscious  wish  in  her  heart :  that 
she  had  no  relations  at  all,  so  that  she  might  live  at  the 
orphsB  airflam  mtfl  she  should  grow  up,  and  then  become 
A  **  Sister."  But  even  thai  was  a  very  feeble  emotion ;  and 
she  hj  there  witii  her  arms  doubled  up  under  her  pak 
cheeky  and  her  dull  leaden  ejes  half  open,  seeing  notUngp 
hearing  nothing,  feeling  nothing,  thinking  nothing. 

flha  pweelved  no  one  enter  and  approadv  ielt  no  preaenoa 
i«y  Bear  her,  nntQ  her  head  was  geatly  lifted  bj  two  whito 
hands,  a  warm  kiss  was  pressed  upon  her  forehead,  and  the 
animating  eoontenance  of  Y ivia  smiled  u] 

Her  eyes  kindling  at  that  smile,  she  S] 
heraUf  in  the  arms  of  her  fHend. 
upon  the  chest,  drew  Theodora  to  hei 
aroond  her  waist,  gathered  her  cold  hani 
bosom,  and  inquired  cheerfnllj, 

''  Now  what  is  the  matt«>  with  my  little  Dora  V^ 

^'Oh,  dear  Yina^  nothing  is  the  matter  now  yon  haTe 
eooM ;  but  yon  were  away  so  long  I" 

**  I  had  so  much  to  do,  and  the  roads  have  been  impas- 
sable to  foot-passengers.  This  morning  I  set  off  at  sunrise, 
ao  as  to  get  here  before  the  ground  thawed.  So  now  open 
yoor  heart,  little  Dora,  and  let  me  in  ;  show  me  all  that  is 
amiiw  " 

''  Ob,  dear  CFenie,  every  thing  was  Wrong  tUl  you  came, 
and  now  I  don't  care  about  any  thing  else,  I  am  so  glad  to 
sea  yon '' 

"  £very  thing,  Dora  ?" 

**  Well,  yes,  almost ;  first  of  all  I  am  so  lonesome,  nobody 
loYia  me  here." 
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"  Love  them,  Dora,  and  they  will  lore  yon." 

"  I  can't.  I  don't  want  to.  I  feel  more  Ukft  hating 
them;  they  frighten  and  sicken  mo  so." 

**  Hate  is  not  in  yonr  nature,  Dora;  dont  try  to  maike 
it  there.  Don't  yon  pity  your  ancle  and  aant,  sometiBieSy 
when  you  see  them  unhappy  ?" 

**  Yes — sometimes." 

"  I  am  sure  you  do,  for  the  Lord  moves  yon  to  kindness. 
Well,  cherish  thai  feeling  for  them.  It  will  be  no  more 
trouble  for  you  to  cultivate  that  little  flower  of  compasBion 
that  sprang  up  naturally  in  your  soul,  than  it  wonld  be  to 
transplant  there  a  weed  of  hate.     Dont  you  see  f 

'^  Yes,  dear,  good  Genie  ;  but  you  don't  know  how  01- 
behaved  they  are  to  me — let  me  tell  yon  what  happened 
this  morning."  , 

And  then  veodora  related  all  that  had  passed  In  the 
breakfas^|0n3^L 

''  W^^Bmc^^Hear  all  that ;  and  now  I  suppose  yon 
think  ^^^^^^Hlry  bad  man,  do  yon  not  f " 

"Yesj^^^l^do  think  he  is  the  very  worst  fat  the 
world."    ^^^^ 

"  Well,  Dora,  if  he  were  so,  he  would  be  more  to  be 
pitied  than  the  poorest  beggar  that  ever  perished  in  cold 
and  hunger  ;  but  he  is  not  so,  Dora ;  there  is  good  in  tfie 
doctor." 

"  Good  in  the  doctor !"  exclaimed  Theodora,  as  a  Tislon 
of  the  man,  as  he  stood  in  the  morning  with  his  arm  ez« 
tended,  and  his  face  distorted  with  rage  and  sarcasm,  as  he 
pointed  at  her  own  little  harmless  self,  appeared  to  her 
spiritual  eye. 

"  Yes,  there  is  good  in  every  human  being ;  and  yon  can, 
if  you  will,  draw  the  good  out  instead  of  the  evil.  And 
you  can  prove  for  yourself,  if  yon  wish,  how  much  good 
there  is  fn  the  doctor.  And  it  would  be  Interesting  to  joa 
to  iiud  that  out^  wouldn't  it  7" 
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••  Tkm— 7CM1  owned,  just  now»  Qml  jm  iQaallmai  ftH 
monj  for  your  mont  tnd  imde^  becMM  tlMj  Und  m  VA- 
kpfOy  together ;  now  thnt  compesslon,  if  dierUied,  wbM 
oAew  imMHpt  joa  to  svdi  little  kindnenee  m  a  gid  like  joa 
sigiit  diow — bat  70a  donH  do  theoL" 

'*Ko,  I  nm  backward^  70a  know.'' 

«'Wiil,joiiou0A<to  do  theoi.    Follow  the  iweel^  oo«i» 
pednnate  noaitioia  of  jonr  heati— do  all  die  kfniwei' 
that  it  SM^rea  joa  to  do  toward  all  peraoni^  good  or  bid 
Mtar  Bind  if  yon  think  th^  aeem  not  to  deeerre  ii;  pef- 
bapa  thegrdo  not^bot  perbapa  alao  tiiegr  wiB  after  a  whBak 
Mlaaa  aeier  ba  eoaqiievd  byarilt  h  um  oofybbio» 
tettad  bj  good." 

"•Well,  bat  dear  Oede^  what  ia  good  and  what  ii  af&f 
ftapla  eoalbae  myndnd  10  aoeh  aboat  that  Kow,  tbi 
Satan  take  apon  theoiaelTea  poTertyaa  a  good,  and  I  knoff 
the  doctor  thmks  poyertj  the  greatest  of  eTih." 

**  KeTer  mind  thnr  differences.  One  name  for  good  iM 
unn^and  one  name  for  evil  is  haxi,  and  that  is  all  we  hare 
to  do  with  it  jost  now.  Kow,  then,  70a  thoaght  the  doctor 
bad  maiv— '  the  t^  worst  in  the  world,'  yoa  aaid^ 
of  his  eondoet  to  70a  this  momini^  iriiea  he  waa 
mij  ^mj  angrj,  and,  for  the  time  beings  thoagbtleas»  tta* 
reaaonable,  and  nnjnst  B7  this  time  his  anger  is  gone  | 
jam  did  not  proToke  him,  and  so,  baring  nothing  to  remem- 
ber against  joo,  he  thinks  onl7  of  Us  own  nnkindness  to 
joa ;  he  <foes  think  of  that ;  his  good  angel  will  not  allow 
him  to  forget  it ;  so,  dear,  7on  most  not  remember  his  harsh- 
ness to  70a,  but  take  his  repentance  for  gpranted,  and  foUow 
CTCfj  sweet  prompting  of  jonr  heart  to  kindness,  and  see 
what  a  good  result  ma7  foUow ;  instead  of  an  element  of 
dneord,  joa  mav  hAnome  a  snirit  of  nMuw  In  thia  Iwma*. 

hohL** 
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I  will  try,  dear,  bright  Qenie,  aad  if  ycm  wOl  was  to 

Be  very  often,  I  may  be  able." 

"  And  now,  what  else,  Dora  f " 

**  Look  at  this  room,"  said  the  child. 

Yivia  looked  aronnd  her.  It  was  a  large,  tights  well- 
finished  garret  chamber,  with  sloping  roofs,  and  one  window 
in  the^jonth  gable  end,  at  which  they  sat,  and  where  the  aun 
shone  in  so  brightly  and  warmly  that  there  was  little  need 
of  fire.    It  was  furnished  with  a  cot  and  that  chest  only. 

"Well,  it  is  a  fine  room !  with  the  most  magnificent  view 
of  any  room  in  this  or  any  house  1  Only  wait  till  the  snow 
is  melted  and  the  young  grass  puts  np  and  the  treea  b«d  I 
the  Yiew  from  this  window  will  be  one  of  hearenly  beauty  I 
And  in  the  summer  yon  can  open  the  door  between  this 
room  and  the  next,  and  hoist  the  opposite  window  in  thtt 
north  gable  end,  and  have  a  draught  through  the  rooma 
that  will  make  it  delightful  to  be  here.  And  I  will  help 
you  to  fix  np  your  apartment,  too.  I  think  it  to  a  fine 
thing  to  have  all  this  garret  to  yourself  1" 

**  Oh,  but  at  night,  dear  Qenie,  I  am  so  mooh  aftraid  to 
sleep  up  here  by  myself.  I  wake  np  sometimes,  and  fied  so 
lonesome  in  the  great,  dark,  still  place,  and  I  think  of  all 
the  people  that  have  died  in  the  old  house,  and  their  ghoiti 
walking,  and  I  get  so  frightened  I  can  scarcely  helpacreauH 
ing  out !" 

"Ton  1  you,  my  little  heroine,  who  watched  by  the  dead 
body  of  your  dear  grandmother  all  night  in  the  ailenfe 
house  7" 

"  Oh,  I  knew  good  angels  were  there,  and  here  I  do  not 
think  they  come ;  but  I  am  afraid  evil  spirits  do." 

"  Evil  spirits  cannot  come  near  you  unless  yon  draw  them 
by  anger  or  hate,  or  some  evil  disposition,  which  yon  hara 
not  got,  dear ;  and  good  angels  will  be  with  yon  whereTer 
you  may  he,  while  your  own  heart  is  good.  BemondHV' 
that,  dear.    And  now,  about  your  drawings  I" 
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'  i  «P«IM  Onnrtidw:    Tkt^  pHtiOld  ifiB  iril wditt' to  fli»' 
wood,  mnd  I  lATe  no  knife  to  flIiirpMi  ttiein.''  '       '^  '  '^ 
'^  Take  them  all  to  the  doctor,  as  he  aits  in  his  am-ehair 
altar  dinner,  and  aak  Mm  to  sharpen  them  for  joo.'^ 
^Ok,I  ooaldttt  1    Oh,  t  should  be  afhud  to  P 
** If o  matter— doit  1    He  wiH pot  them  all  in  order  for 
yo«  -with  pleasore.    Afler  this  moming'b  aflkir,  he  iriU  be 
glad  to  4e  joa  any  little  kindness  that  he  cacn.    And,  Theo- 
dofo»  be  irill  be  a  better  mmi  foi^  haTfaig  done  it    WID 

^  Tei^  Genie,  I  will  try  to  do  whi^»T«r  yoa  teH  me  t^ 
* Asd  BOW,  yomf  dreflB-^rhat  la  tiie  ouBtterlrtth  UP 
*  Oh^'*  iidd  Theodora,  ianghfaigat  the  figore  Ae  pfes^ntod 
#l«i^«too«np  to  her  old  ash^MAored  morihto; '^  it  fe 
wtoeomfertable— it  Mb  as  badly  air  ft  Mofa,  too;   I'lui¥a* 
toy  €imtik*9  oaat^off  doAes,  aad  Mary^  gowtis  aio  t6(^1oag 
and  too  loose^  and  I  haye  to  lap  thmn  orer  and  tnoV  Hufltt 
wp.    And  Jane's  are  too  short  and  too  tight,  and  they 
aqneeie  me  nearly  to  death  \^ 
"Why  are  they  not  altered  and  made  to  lit  yon  f^ 
'^Ifo  one  has  time  to  do  \t,  and  I  hare  no  needle  a^ 
Hvead,  and  if  I  had,  I  shoaU  not  know  how  to  go  to  wort^ 
aod  ao  one  has  time  to  show  me  either.    They  tdl  tte  thil 
H  woald  be  less  tronble  to  do  the  work  themselres.* 

**  Well,  I  hare  come  to  spend  the  day  and  night  widi  yoo; 
aad  I  will  gat  sewing  materials  flrom  Rose  €htfland.  Aid  I 
win  ent  and  fit  and  baste  the  work  for  yon,  and  show  yott 
how  it  should  be  done,  and  I  can  help  yon  to  do  it  too,' 
while  I  sUy ;  so  now  cheer  np,"  said  Yivia,  kissing  Theo- 
dora. 

It  wonld  take  too  long  to  linger  with  this  angel  lisltant 
—to  go  step  by  step  with  her  and  show  how  she  changed 
the  ahadows  of  toat  house  to  brightoess,  how  she  set  Theo-' 
dam  right  with  her  rehittons,  how  she  reformed  her  attifo,' 
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and  adorned  her  room,  and  left  it  peopled  wUk 

aAMciations,  lovely  memories^  and  bright  hopes. 
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There  in  a  fight  aronnd  her  brow, 

A  glorj  in  her  8tar*llke  eym. 
Which  shows,  though  wsjidmring  earthward  aov^ 

Her  spirit's  home  is  in  the  skies.— Jfoorc 

From  the  day  of  Yiyia's  yisit,  Theodora's  healtfa,  tpiiita 
and  circamstanoes  improyed. 

Her  once  desolate  attic  chamber,  made  more  comfortaMa 
and  attractire  bj  a  few  touches  of  Yivia's  magio  hand,  and 
placed  nnder  a  more  hopefal  light,  assamed  a  new  and 
cheerful  aspect  And  yet  there  had  been  only  a  few  trifling 
changes  wrought,  one  or  two  additions  made,  and  aome 
animating  characteristics  pointed  out ;  a  little  trouble  taken 
to  make  possible  improTements,  and  then  a  looking  apoa 
the  brighter  side — ^t^at  was  all.  Theodora's  garret  poa- 
sessed  some  original  good  qualities  as  a  basis  for  improve- 
meat ;  it  was  high  and  dry,  weather-proof,  and  commanding 
a  most  extenslTc,  magnificent  and  beantifnl  laadscapa  af 
mountain  and  Talley  scenery.  It  was  capable  of  being  well 
warmed  in  winter,  and  well  ventilated  in  summer.  The 
bare  and  sloping  walls  were  white,  the  uncarpeted  floor  was 
clean,  and  the  windows  clear  and  stainless.  The  furniture 
consisted  of  a  cot  bedstead,  with  its  narrow  mattrass  and 
single  pillow  and  scanty  covering,  and  of  the  oaken  chest 
that  contained  Theodora's  small  stock  of  second-hand  clo- 
thing, and  always  stood  under  the  south  gable  window,  aa 
a  sort  of  scat,  or  as  a  table,  according  to  the  owner's  need. 


psj,"  for  H  iwrforacd  «li#  teMfolA  dvik*  of  iwtf<fffliw| 
duiir,  and  desk.  Thii  was  the  oondiUoii  of  things  wbm 
Tiria  Tolimteered  to  assist  Theodoim  in  arranging  thia 
sttie,  which  I  hope  I  maj  be  excnaed  for  thos  minntdj  de* 
acrilHDg,  inasmuch  as  it  was  the  constant  home  of  tiie  orphan 
and  stodio  of  the  artist  for  many  Jong  Teafs,  or  until  sho 
was  eighteen. 

A  little  white  qnilt  and  valanoa,  graeiondj  bestowed  by 
Mrs.  Thogmorton,  gaye  the  smaD  cot  bedstead  quite  a  neat 
appearance.  A  little  tabla,witli.a4rawar»disi^eRad  from 
beapa  oi  rMMk,  m  anoflier  room,  and  bmgfai  and  ail 
beside  the  south  window,  coTered  with  a  wUfta  doth,  and 
««BMBMited>  wUh  ik  amall  banging;  orintMi  laaksAchf-two 
eaid-boaid  boxes,  formed  a  toletaMaidressiag  stand  lOila 
r—brin  entaina,  made  from  aa  old  ddrt  of  Rosa  Oaslmid, 
shaded  the  two  windows.  A  Mttie  threo-comeved  wnab- 
aland  and  two  chairs,  extricated  from  the  lumber  room,  and 
polished  up  te  ssrfioe,  completed  the  new  additiena  of 
finnitare. 

And  the  broad  ledge  of  the  north  window  afl^rded  Thee* 
doia  a  conTenient  drawing  and  reading  desk|  kk  one  .eerier 
ef  wfaMi  was  piled  up  her  little  stock  of  drawini^  materials, 
•nd  fai  the  other  her  small  librarj,  cansiwUng  of  m  peekei 
BibK  Goldsmith's  Natural  History,  Tooke%  Healhia 
Hjthologj,  Butler's  Iii?es  of  the  Saiivts^  and  the  AiaWan 
Kighla.  All  precious  reUcs  of  her  mother,  with  the  e»- 
eeption  of  the  last  mentioned,  which  was  a  premium  gained 
at  scbooL 

Here,  all  daj  long,  the  neglected,  but  studiou%  enthu- 
siastic  child  sat  alone  and  worked  with  her  needle  or  with 
her  beloYcd  pencil,  or  read  or  dreamed,  ncTcr  interrupted, 
unless  she  happened  to  forget  the  dinner  hour,  and  some 
impatient  serrant  came  running  up  to  call  bar,  and  after- 
wanl  to  scohl  her  aU  the  waj  down  staim.    Bui  Mt$. 
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Thogmorton  who  was  an  orderly  hooaekeeper,  pnt  m  flop^  to 
that  by  giving  directions  that  she  should  not  be  called,  say* 
ing  that  if  Thcodoru  did  not  appear  with  the  other  members 
of  the  family  when  they  sat  down  to  the  table,  she  might 
miss  her  dinner,  to  teach  her  the  lesson  of  pauctnality. 
And  after  that  it  frequently  happened  that  Theodora,  read* 
ing  or  drawing,  or  sewing  and  dreaming — these  two  last- 
mentioned  processes  always  going  on  together — forgot  all 
aboat  her  meals  until  hunger  and  faintncss  reminded  her 
of  them ;  and  upon  these  occasions,  when  she  went  below,  she 
invariably  found  that  the  table  had  been  cleared,  and  every 
thing  from  it  put  away  some  hours  before*  Then  she  would 
go  into  the  kitchen  where  she  found  a  friend  in  old  Pharaoh, 
who  always  had,  Arom  his  own  resources,  a  large  apple  or  & 
roasted  sweet  potato,  or  something  of  the  sort,  saved  up 
for  her,  and  this  amply  satisfied  her  wants  until  supper  4ime. 
For  whether  it  be  true,  as  has  been  said,  that  genins  ia 
natnrally  ascetic,  or  whether  that  feebleness  of  her  organize 
tion  and  imperfection  of  her  external  senses,  to  which  I 
have  before  adverted,  rendered  her  indifferent  to  Inznry,  I 
do  not  know ;  but  certainly  Theodora  was  singularly  ab- 
stemious, literally  eating  only  to  live,  content  with  an  apple^ 
a  crust,  any  thing  that  would  stop  the  importunate  craving 
of  nature,  that  drew  her  mind  away  from  the  sulfject  of  ita 
rapt  contemplation. 

One  of  Theodora's  greatest  troubles  was  the  wearing  ont 
of  her  pencils  and  the  giving  out  of  her  paper,  and  the 
difficulty  of  procuring  a  new  supply.  This  she  considered 
a  very  great  deprivation  indeed,  though,  in  point  of  fact^ 
it  was  not  an  evil,  but  rather  a  good,  as  the  scarcity  and 
frequent  exhaustion  of  her  materials  prevented  her  from 
wearying  herself,  and  kept  her  enthusiasm  ever  green  and 
fresh. 

Second  only  to  her  passionate  love  of  art  was  her  lore  of 
books*    Her  little  stock  of  books  had  been  read  onoe^  aid* 
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iU|f«M»;  Aft  Wig -Mi  m»imwmM  oil 
•fw  w«ll  bekiTed,  with  frequent  penmt^  $md  a«vir  dwii 
tofesd  aojwork  throagh  a  seeottd  time;  » «refttiT« iumI 
nMomdoes;  such  a  miDd  draws  from  ose  bookat«wnid> 
iag  tO  tite  idets  homogeoud  to  iu  own  nnrUuo  and  growtii^ 
•ad  Hiea  goes  on  with  intatiale  hanger  to  iM  freili  feed 
Dnmb  other  loarcea.  So  Theodoca,  ia  thoee  tatereak  9t 
tise,  irfMen  h^  peneil  remained  idle  for  the  waat  of 'papM^ 
or  elae  her  poper  blaak  for  the  waat  of  a  peaeil,  read  mmf 
tUag  that  ihe  eoald  faij  liaads  OB. 

.  I  tefo  oaee  deeeribed  theMbiarrof  Mdaat  Stani^aiit 
lEdMd  hi  the  daji  of  the  kte  CMee«l  MalniienB.  lit 
oeeipied,  yoa  naj  reaMaiher»  the  eeatnd  paeiege  ot-tta 
■eeoad  atoTfy  the  walto  of  whi<di  weieUaei  dtevaaleif  wMk 
haOj  pietaies  and  well-fiiied  hook-oaeee.  It  wnwdued  «b» 
altered  in  all  reepects. 

Theodora  passed  this  passage  auuij  times  a  daf  in  gofaig 
to  and  fro  between  her  garret  and  the  lower  part  of  the 
boase.  At  first,  and  for  many  weeks,  she  oalj  looked  loag^ 
inglf  at  the  book-eases ;  finallj  nnable  aay^loager  to  resiet 
the  dulj  and  almost  bonrlj  temptation,  she  trespassed  opoa 
the  eollection — opened  a  book-ease,  srieeted  a  toIosbo  of 
Cook's  Yojages,  and  carried  it  off  to  her  roost  to  SevtmFi^ 
jes !  that  is  the  word,  for  that  afternoon  tiie  book  was  read» 
and  the  next  mosning  it  was  exchanged  for  another,  which 
was  read  before  tia^t^  and  replaced  bgr  a  tldrd.  And  so  in 
the  coarse  of  a  week,  Theodora  got  tiuroagh  a  doaea  or 
more  rolnmes  of  miscellaaeons  Kteratare,  whea  Yifia  sad* 
denlj  appeared,  bringing  a  coof^e  of  pendls  and  a  roll  of 
paper. 

Then  the  star  of  art  was  in  the  ascendant  for  two  or  tluve 
weeks,  nntil  the  drawing  materials  being  eThansted,  the 
librarj  became  again  the  daily  resoorce. 

I  should  hesitate  to  tell  yon  what  scores  of  rolmmm  vpon 
aHsabjects    arts,  scieace,  literatoie,  belles  Isttres,  this  jomtig 
12 
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girl  waded  throagh.  What  ihoagh  ahe  did  not  trndentaadi 
all  that  she  read  ? — ^the  xest,  the  excitement  she  felt  in  par- 
Boing  60 Die  uDatiained,  dimlj  peFcei?ed  ideas  would  cany 
her  tlirough  formidable  volames  of  drj  metaphysics  or  drier 
theology.  She  read  every  thing — all  was  "  grist"  that  came 
to  her  intellectaal  "  mill" — ^that  is  to  say,  all  with  a  few  ex- 
ceptions; for  though  the  whole  library  was  open  to  her, 
and  no  one  interfered  to  restrain  or  direct  her  ohoiee  of 
books— yet  that  fine  instinct,  that  was  nature's  eompensa- 
tion  to  her  for  a  feeble  frame  and  imperfect  senses,  made 
her  a  delicate  discemcr  of  spirits  in  books  as  well  as  in 
people,  and  she  invaiiably  closed  and  replaced  any  Tolnmes 
accidentally  opened,  which  a  careful  mother  would  hare 
kept  from  her  knowledge.  In  those  days  illustrated  works 
were  not  nearly  so  numerous  \8  they  are  now ;  therefore  it 
was  very  seldom  that  Thectk.^ra  found  in  her  researehea 
among  the  books  a  good  eugiEving,  and  when  she  did,  it 
was  an  epoch  in  her  history — and  the  print  was  copied  with 
great  zeal,  to  the  best  of  her  abiUly.  The  first  sight  of  any 
new  picture  was  an  event  o(  inn^se  interest  to  her. 

As  the  season  advanced,  the  visits  of  Yivia  to  Mount 
Storm  became  more  frequent,  end  the  life  of  the  solitary 
little  enthusiast  grew  proportionately  brighter.  Almost 
every  Friday  evening  Yivia  would  make  her  appearance  at 
the  door  of  Theodora's  elevated  dcuiicil,  and  there  she 
would  often  find  the  girl  at  the  north  wlir^  tw,  perched  npon 
a  chair,  in  auy  other  than  a  graceful  attitude,  with  her  work 
before  her  on  the  ledge  of  the  window,  and  her  &ee  bent 
down  low  over  it,  so  absorbed  in  drawing  as  to  be  totally 
unconscious  of  the  ajyproach  of  Yivia,  until  that  bright 
creature  touched  and  smiled  upon  her ;  then  with  a  sudden 
joyful  start,  Theodora  would  spring  up  and  throw  herself  in 
the  arms  of  her  angel. 

Yivia  was  also  gladly  welcomed  by  the  family  at  Mount 
&U)inL    I  d^  not  mton  to  say  that  any  of  than,  except 
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Mr  ninMKliiig  presence.  The  doetor  wis  wg  gifiaikt  tad 
pdlHe  to  her  as  though  she  had  been  twentf  yean  oM» 
iiislead  of  fiftean.  Mn.  Thognortoa  woaM  haira  hiangt^ 
itelad  her  Into  the  beat  gaeal  ehamber  Id  tiie  hoaaa.  Boae 
iBvited  her,  iwj,  preaaad  her,  and  grew  aagty  beeaaaa  ah(» 
iMIittad,  to  ahara  her  own  kzufona  apattflNnt  ott  tba 
aaeoad  4Koor.  Bat  Yitia  woald  hava  aMcjr  on  whaai  aba 
wontt  haifa  tterej,  aad  choaa  to  ahara  the  «Ma  of  thai  pala 
ya— g  eathasiaat  wham  all  tha  hanaabold  dabbed  »  duaa^ 
And  Baaa  thoogfat  It  qnHa  kMottprabaaaibla  Aaii^baaiit^ 
fclgMoT  Yirla'iiagaahaildpaelbrtiia  aoidaly  of  •  abqdd 
aldld  of  twelTa,  moping  te  a  gaira^  to  tha  aoiqMy  af  Im^ 
adf  and  tha  beanz  that  nightly  congregatad*  in  tha  ohanftil 
drawlng)40om  below. 

Bat  Yiria  by  no  means  anoonraged  bar  friend  ta  oonlaa 
hemelf  so  cloaely  to  that  attic  chamber,  to  which  her  defo- 
tion  to  art  and  her  feebleness  of  frame  alike  united  to  bind 
her.  When  YiTia  came  oyer  Friday  arening,  they  woald 
riae  early  Satorday  morning,  make  np  thmr  bed,  pat  tha 
room  in  order,  dress  themselres,  and  then  open  thai  ^udc 
eheat,  azamina  Theodora's  impoTerished  wardrobe^  alter  or 
repair  what  needed  improrement,  and  so  spend  an  hoar  or 
two  before  breakfast  in  putting  the  child^  scanty  clothing 
in  good  order  for  the  next  week.  After  breakfsst  they 
would  return  to  the  attic  and  look  over  Theodora's  sketches 
of  the  prsTious  week^-^Yiria  making  certain  suggestions 
and  giving  some  instructions.  After  an  hour  or  two  spent 
thus,  they  would  put  on  their  bonnets,  and  go  out  for  a 
long  ramble  up  the  brow  of  the  precipice  behind  the  man- 
sion house,  orer  its  summit,  and  down  into  the  forest 
on  the  other  side.  Sometimes  they  would  ramble  in  an 
opposite  direction;  down  the  avenue  that  led  from  the 
front  portico  of  the  house,  through  the  terraced  garden  to 
tha  n^sged  steps  cut  in  the  solid  rock  that  lad  to  tha  baaa 
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of  the  monntain  and  the  banks  of  Mad  Rlfer;  eron  orer 
the  rapids  by  springing  from  rock  to  rock,  and  ramble 
through  the  sparsely- wooded  vale  until  thej  reached  the 
Sanset  Hills — most  beautiful  now  in  their  sammer  gloiy ;  a 
perfect  Acadia,  an  Elysium,  an  Eden,  a  picture  for  a  Claude 
Lorraine  pencil,  not  for  mine.  It  was  where  the  South 
mountain  range  came  to  an  end  by  falling  in  a  Buccession 
of  undulating  hills,  now  covered  with  soft,  fresh  Terdure ; 
encircled  by  clear,  pnrling  brooks,  tributaries  of  Mad  RiTer; 
shaded  by  groves  of  trees,  some  growing  in  close  groups 
upon  the  hilltops,  some  following  the  course  of  the  streams ; 
and  enamelled  by  countless  varieties  of  wild  flowers.  It 
was  the  favorite  hannt  of  birds  also,  and  the  blue  bird,  the 
oriole,  the  mocking  bird,  the  bob-o'-link,  and  the  humbler 
thrush  and  linnet  made  this  paradise  vocal  with  their 
concerts.  How  much  Theodora  rejoiced  in  these  wrnlks 
with  Yivia  I  Life  and  strength  were  inhaled  with  eveij 
breath ;  light  came  to  her  languishing  eyes,  and  color  to 
her  cheeks,  giving  her  face  a  wonderful  charm,  which,  if  it 
was  not  beauty,  riveted  attention  with  a  sweet  fascinatiom 
Here,  seated  on  a  flower-bank  under  the  shade  of  some  great 
tree  beside  the  brook,  Yivia  would  sometimes  look  at  bar 
with  her  own  bright  face  full  of  loving  adnirmtioa. 
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buMoodttf  morning,  going  home  from  ono  of  tbeie  tUtti^ 
▼ffh  pund'ai  nsnal  fhroagh  the  front  gite  of  t&e  Oonrent, 
but  upcia  thui  occasion  she  paosed  by  the  porter*!  lodge, 
wVkk  now,  in  summer,  was  a  Y&rj  pretty  place  covered 
with  creeping  vines,  the  coltnre  of  which  was  a  &Torite  oc- 
cupation of  Brother  Peter ;  and  shaded  by  one  of  the  two 
^ntao  poplar  trees  that  grew  each  side  of  the  Conyent  por- 
laL  The  door  and  window  of  the  lodge  were  both  open 
for  the  better  circnlation  of  the  air,  and  Yiviasaw  the  whole 
interior  of  the  lodge,  and  that  Wakefield  Bmnton  oocni^ed 
it  alone. 

There  were  now  five  other  poor  boys  of  the  neighborhood, 
who,  through  Yiyia's  intercessions,  shared  Brother  Peter^ 
Snttmctions ;  but  as  their  attendance  was  almost  necessarily 
irregular,  there  was  seldom  more  than  two  or  three  present 
at  a  time,  besides  Wakefield,  who  was  inyariably  punctual ; 
and  that  was  as  many  as  the  little  room  would  acconmio- 
date. 

Now,  however,  the  hour  was  early,  and  no  one  had  arrived 

but  Wake,  and  he  sat  with  his  chair  drawn  up  to  the  table, 

bis  elbows  resting  on  it,  his  forehead  dropped  upon  the 

palms  of  his  hands,  and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  open  gram* 
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mar  before  him.  His  attitado  and  exprcarion  was  very 
serioasy  not  to  say  sulky. 

Yiyia  went  up  beliiod  him  and  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder. 

Wake  looked  up  and  met  her  happy,  inspiring  smile 

"Good  morning,  Wakefield." 

''  Oh  I  good  morning,  Miss  OeneyieTe,*^  he  said,  getting 
np  and  handing  her  his  chair. 

'*  Thank  yon,  I  do  not  wish  to  sit  down,  WakeSaUL 
Where  is  Brother  Peter  f " 

"  Not  come  down  from  his  breakfast  yet  I'' 

**  And  none  of  the  boys  come  yet  f " 

"  No,  Miss  Qeneyieve,  they  do  not  coma  often  or  eariy, 
not  nearly  so  much  so  since  you  do  not  come  to  help  u," 
said  the  youth  with  a  dash  of  reproach  in  his  tone. 

"  I  hoped,  Wakefield,  that  I  had  got  yon  all  well  started, 
and  duty  called  me  elsewhere.'' 

"  I  never  see  yon  at  all,  now,  Miss  Qeneriere  1^ 

''I  have  two  large  classes  in  the  Orphan  Asylnm  to 
teach,  and  the  children's  ward  in  the  Infirmary  to  Tisitrega« 
larly ;  besides  I  have  the  sole  care  of  our  Mother's  xooms, 
and  am  obliged  by  her  orders  to  go  on  with  my  own  sto- 
dies." 

**  But  I  thought.  Miss  Oenevieve,  that  yon  took  the  high- 
est honors  of  the  Academy,  last  year,  so  there  was  no  mora 
for  yon  to  learn  there  f " 

''I  took  the  highest  degree  certdnly,  yet  onr  Mother  di- 
rects me  to  occupy  certain  hours  every  day  with  reading  aad 
improving  myself  in  music  and  in  painting ;  and  I  most  not 
disobey  her,  Wakefield ;  but  I  will  ask  her  to  remit  my  ob- 
ligations some  days,  so  that  I  may  visit  yon." 

A  sort  of  sulky  assent  rather  than  thanks  was  the  re- 
sponse. 

**  Well,  now  then  I  now  that  I  am  here— what  li  fho 
matter,  Wakefield  f"  asked  Yivia,  cheerfhUy. 
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many  priTations  and  hinderaDces,  and  ««6n  «1im9^  iun»- 
«MMtabk  obstadtfl,  I  leal  iika  gsfiag  right  i^  tMil  do, 
for  I  think  I  have  more  to  straggle  with  than  any  ^oM'OMr 
hadMbfei**  .••.■•■»■  ■.  • .  •  ^i    ,.  •  ■..^.  vs^iV^^ 

''Ko,  yon  hare  not;  yoma  it  ft#  iMi^mmfhitiama 
fOttltlhi  trial  13iat  ia  to  profowhal  Maimer  of  spiiftl  they 
aee  o£— strong  apirita,  pownnrfaig^  aelMat^iat/^lMMs 
«|iiita^  «<lliag  to  aadon^  If  neeeaaaiyi  aev^Mi  pkhtMrn^  to 
perform  hard  kbor,  to  wait  hopefoif  laagf  yiara  §i»§ita  - 
aoooen,  anrmomat  ail*  ofaataalB8y  md  geom  atra»ger  ft  their 
•iniggto— only  wealc,  pauUaniaaavi  apiffil%  wfao>eoiNa4»tfora 
.IwdBtopardiiappoitttaent^aaddigfiltieaofer^ftiL  ^Muff 
mm  mailed,  bnt  lawara  eltoseii^Mor  ^lirimpia  reaaonHMH 
few  are  willing  to  peraeTeretotheend.  And  ^lat  la  il|^ 
Tm  yoa  woold  not  hare  the  i^orioaa  priiea  of  UM,  that 
ahonld  be  the  conqaests  of  indnstiy,  adMenial,  and  ooorag*-^ 
aa  easily  in  the  reach  of  sloth,  gkittony  and  eowaxdfce  ? 
No,  in  this  straggle  cowards  fall,  heroea  eonqner  I  Now 
are  yon  a  hero  t  will  yon  eonqner  f" 

The  yonth-^e  was  now  a  handsome  boy  of  iUleeni  f  urii- 
•d  and  then  smiled ;  his  deapondency  and  anriinasa  Wife 
charmed  away. 

*^  MkB  OeneYicTe,^  he  said,  ^if  only  yon  woold  coma  dftea 
•nd  apeak  a  eheeriU,  animating  word  to  ma,  saoh  aa  fOU 
haTe  Uiis  morning,  I  shoald  not  droop  ao  sadly  1*^ 

''I  wiU  come  when  lean,  %Wake;  bot  yon  will  be  strong 
•■d  not  need  me ;  yon  will  remember  how  mny  yoang  ala- 
deats  ha?e  toiled  alone,  withont  any  to  speak  a  Uad,  oheer- 
ing  word  to  them,  and  yoa  will  grow  strong  in  thinking 
what  triumphs  they  finally  achieved.'' 

^Ohi  I  eonld  notr--coald  not  do  withoat  yoa,  Miss 
OeneTiere — ^yoa  are  like— like  the  breath  of  life  to  me! 
When  yoa  taft  to  me  I  fe^  able  to  do  any  thing ;  foot  when 
yoa  stay  away  ao  long  I  kae  all  hope  andeoafldanoaiamf- 
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ielf.    I  see  that  I  am  onl  j  one  of  a  despiied  raoe— oae  of 

the  'poor  whites' — the  son  of  a  day  laborer;  and  the 
thonght  of  ever  being  any  thing  better  than  my  poor  fiither, 
Beems  to  me  like  presumption ;  and  the  idea  of  erer  distin- 
guishing myself,  or  doing  the  world  any  sort  oi  gooA, 
seems  then  no  less  than  raving  madness.  Why,  look  at 
meP 

**  Well,  I  am  looking  at  yon,  and  I  see  if  yon  will  only 
be  true  to  yourself,  that  yon  conld  scarcely  be  in  a  better 
position  than  yon  are  now  for  attaining  success." 

**  What^  Miss  Oenevieye  I  not  if  I  were  a  rich  man's  son  t^ 

"  No  I  for  the  temptations  to  a  life  of  ease  and  wortUasa* 
ness  would  be  more  serious  obstacles  to  your  success  than 
any  which  you  now  encounter ;  the  sons  of  rich  men  seldom 
or  never  distinguish  themselves." 

"  Well,  then,  would  I  not  be  better  off  if  some  wealthy 
gentleman  were  to  take  charge  of  me  and  send  me  to  col- 
lege, and  afterward  on  my  travels  for  improvement?"  sa^ 
gested  Wake,  smiling  at  the  fancy. 

"A  thousand  nays  I  it  would  destroy  or  impair  yoor  chief 
element  of  suceess,  your  self-reliance ;  I  know  of  one  poor 
and  highly  gifted  boy,  a  poet^  whose  genius  attracted  the 
attention  of  a  rich  man ;  he  was  adopted,  educated  and  aent 
abroad — ^but  it  did  not  end  well ;  the  temptations  of  the  so- 
ciety in  which  he  was  thrown,  won  him  from  the  self-abnegm- 
tion  of  genius — and  after  a  few  fitful  efforts,  his  g^orioos 
promise  went  down  in  a  slough  of  self-indulgence,  sinking  ia 
dissipation,  and  finally  terminating  in  disg^ce  and  deaA. 
I  know  of  another,  a  youth  of  great  talent,  and  a  stroig 
practical  turn  of  mind;  he  educated  himself  and  stodied 
law,  and  had  a  vocation  for  politics ;  he  attracted  the  atten* 
tion  of  a  great  declining  statesman  who  thonght  his  yonng, 
unwearied  genius  would  be  useful  to  him ;  he  patroniMd 
the  boy,  who  thought  his  fortune  was  mad 4^  that  diiti»» 
gnished  notice ;  he  was  gradually  initiated  into  tiie 
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ImMmjt  <rf  i^tflgr  tieliM ;  h$  inm  ttktm  i^wlug'W^rib^ 
flM  ti^  polMeri  btrbeeses  to  make  speeriiM;  lit  did  tte 
jlriMuM, not  tbe  irtate,  some  ienrioe ;  he  tiwighi  Miwdf 
«lflie Idgh  iMd to diatinetioii,  iRit steel  to gtedoillf  loet 
iMUdir  ineliiiatioa  towaid  a  dote  appUcatkm  to  ftrnfy^eid 
Aflt'to loel^be poirer;  he eeqeired  a tMie for  vaadiiiift 
Ibr  Ugh  Hfing,  for  popular  applause  and  ezdtemeat  geae* 
MRjr.  Wbea  the  etateemaa  thai  had  btoaght  thb  ^ag 
iii^iraat  dot  died,  hie  mighty  mantle  fdl  sot  «pon  the  ihoal* 
den  of  hie  diedpH  grown  too  weak  to  hear  i^-4biit  IteHal 
wpev  the  eUird]r  hack  df  a  yooag  man  who  had  aefw  been 
itmiib  effeailaate  by  patronage,  hat  nbo  had  ediooled  him« 
mK  heteeea  the  hoars  of  diirisg  a  plane  behind  a  eaipettk 

terti  beadi-Hirhfle'the  Hg^t  of  that  youngs  ndned  gMhm 
was  qoenehed  in — ^wine  I  These  fiMsis  are  portions  of  fusfiy 
kielorf,  Wakefield  i  I  hare  heard  them  many  times,  in  do* 
tstdied  portions,  which  I  hare  pnt  together  to  draw  my  own 
M'erences— this  is  one,  Wakefield,  that  self-made  men  are 
the  best  and  strongest,  if  not  inrariably  the  most  righteous*'' 

**  80  I  think.  Miss  Genetiere,  when  I  hear  yon  talk. 
Tea  I  aad  for  a  long  time  afterward  I  feel  equal  to  any  ex« 
ertlon  or  any  accomplishment,  but  when  you  are  long  ab- 
aent  I  grow  depressed  and  discoaraged,  and  I  think  how 
shall  I  ever  succeed  in  the  end — I,  the  son  of  a  poor  widow  t^ 

**  iMten  further,  Wakefield  I  if  I  were  to  call  over  to  you 
ail  the  distinguished  men  %\aLi  our  country  has  produced  in 
all  die  departments  of  fame,  you  would  find  nine  out  of  tea 
the  sons  of  poor  parents,  laboring  men,  orwidovis.  Some 
day  we  will  go  over  the  list  together,  just  for  the  curiosity 
of  the  subject,  and  see  if  I  am  not  right  There  I  Brother 
Peter  is  coming — ^mind,  don't  disappoint  him  of  what  is 
Hkely  to  be  his  farorite  boast  when  he  falls  into  dotage  and 
garrulity.  And  here,  Wakefield,  here  are  two  crarats  I 
have  brought  you.  Theodora  hemmed  them,  but  they  are 
aqr  eolots,  and  yoa  will  wear  them  for  my  sake»  aad  thiafc 


VIVIA. 

A 'all  I  told  jou,"  she  conclnded,  patting^  M  liie  tabb  twm- 
half  sqaares  of  white  cambric,  dotted  OTer  with  imall  led 
rose  buds.  Then  before  he  conld  thank  her  she  bade  him 
good-by,  and  trjpped  awaj,  leaTing  the  boy  fvQ  of  ii«w 
zeal.  She  tripped  along  np  the  shaded  arenne  leading  to 
the  Convent.  Meeting  Brother  Peter  she  gare  him  good 
morning  with  an  animating  smile  and  nod,  that  made  the 
old  man  feel  it  to  be  a  very  good  morning  indeed ;  and  then 
passed  into  the  building. 

Were  Theodora  and  Wakefield  then  her  only  protegea  ? 
Far  from  it  I  Time  wonid  fail  to  tell  yon  of  them.  In  the 
cloister ;  in  the  Tonng  Ladies'  Academy ;  in  the  Orphan 
Asylum ;  in  the  Hospital ;  in  the  valley  below ;  in  tiie 
mountains  around  ; — wherever  there  was  sickness  of  aonl  or 
body  to  be  ameliorated  or  cured ;  a  fainting  heart  to  be 
encouraged  ;  a  failing  mind  to  be  inspired ;  hardshipa  to  be 
softened ;  dullness  to  be  enlightened ;  bad  passioiia  to  be 
exorcised ;  estranged  friends  to  be  reconciled ;  evil  habits 
to  be  changed ;  circumstances  to  be  improved ;  ignoranoe 
to  be  taught ;  deficiencies  of  any  sort  to  be  made  up ;  anf* 
fcring  from  any  cause  to  be  soothed  or  cured ;  there  tlie 
bright  visitant  might  be  found  ministering  as  Dlir  aa  they 
had  need  and  she  had  power,  to  whomsoever  would  raceive 
her. 

One  long,  long  summer's  day,  Theodora  bent  over  one 
picture  ffbm  morning  till  noon;  forgot  her  dinner,  and 
pursued  her  work,  until  the  gentle  admonition  of  hunger 
brought  it  to  her  mind;  even  then  she  postponed  the 
claims  of  nature,  and  went  on  with  her  work  nntil  appetite 
went  away  and  fever  came ;  and  still  with  flushed  eheeha 
she  bent  over  her  drawing  nntil  the  summer  sun  descended 
and  set,  and  the  waning  day  gave  not  light  enough  far 
her  eyes ;  even  then  she  took  np  her  matcriabi  and  moTed 
them  to  the  south  window,  where  there  was  still  some  Bn<* 
gcring  light,  and  perching  herself  upon  the  oak  choati  and 
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Imt  irielare  oa  the  window  ledge  befoft  Wr».ihe 
hart  OTer  it  egeia  with  tbe  Bame  unwearied  aeel.  She  wm 
etitt  beading  oyer  ber  work  wben  two  cool  h«ids  were 
piMed  npoa  her  burning  cheeks.  She  spreng  ap^  her  qm 
deaetng  with  joy, 

*Wk7,  Yivia,  what  aa  anezpected  pkeaore  to  eee  jroa 
hare  la  the  middle  of  the  week,  dearl" 

^80  it  if  to  me  I  . To-morrow  ia  the  Fourth  <^Jalj,  70a 
know,  and  a  holiday ;  and  I  got  leave  to  come  to  70a  thia 
eveaiag^  to  atay  antil  the  fifth;  bat  how  yoar  eheeka  aia 
ibMbed,  and  how  hoU  jonr  handa  are—Toa  have  a  ferer, 
dear." 

'^  Onl7  a  (bver  of  ezdtemeot,  Geaie.  I  hare  beea  aD  dagr 
loag  at  work  oa  thia  pietore,  and  I  oomio^  make  ii  what  I 
wiah  to  1''  aaid  Theodora,  in  deapair. 

"  Cannot  come  ap  to  yoor  ideal— a  Tciy  commea  caaei 
mf  love ;  for  no  matter  how  great  yoor  power  of  ezeention 
■my  be,  the  ideal,  the  heavenly  guide,  wHi  aUll  keep  above 
yoo,  and  it  is  well,  for  thus  only  can  it  lead  yon  from  height 
to  height  infinitely.  Yet  yon  will  succeed  with  your  pic- 
tare." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,  I  have  been  worthing  at  it  all  day ; 
my  head  aches  badly,  and  my  heart  aches  sorely,  and  yel* 
it  seems  to  me  that  the  picture  gets  worse  and  worse. 
Only  look  at  it,"  said  Theodora,  in  a  desponding  ?oiee^ 
baading  the  sketch  to  Yiyia. 

**  Not  this  evening,  dear,  there  is  not  light  enough  to  see 
it  to  advantage,  and  you  are  too  much  exhausted  already. 
We  will  examine  it  together  to-morrow  morning,"  replied 
Yivia,  taking  the  picture,  and  putting  it  away  in  a  plain 
portfolio,  formed  of  a  doubled  square  of  common  blue  paste- 
iKwrd. 

Theodora  sank  upon  the  floor  and  dropped  her  head  upoa 
Tivia's  1^. 


**  It  18  in  Tain  for  me  to  erer  think  of  being  aa  artfat  ■ 
I  shall  fail  and  break  mj  heart,  I  know  I  shall  I" 

**  Yon  will  not,  jon  will  succeed  I  joa  are  a  ¥erj  joang 
girl  yet — ^jronr  sketches  are  wonderful.  All  artista  fed  da* 
pressed  at  times.  You  most  not  despair  because  job  oao- 
not  accomplish  what  even  finished  artists  cannot  always  do. 
Your  aspirations,  united  to  such  perseverance  as  you  hate, 
are  an  earnest  of  the  highest  success.  You  will  yet  paint 
pictures— glorious  pictures,  that  shall  inspire  all  who  be* 
hold  and  understand  them.  But  to  live  to  do  this,  my  Dora, 
you  must  take  better  care  of  your  poor  little  body  and  not 
let  it  suffer  so.  Just  take  the  same  pity  on  your  poor  litUa 
faithful,  ill-used  servant  of  a  body,  that  you  would  on  any 
other  abused  slave,  and  show  it  some  mercy.  Come  bow  I 
bathe  your  face  and  head,  and  comb  your  hair,"  said  Yim, 
rising  and  pouring  water  from  the  ewer  into  the  basin. 

Theodora  smiling  faintly,  went  and  obeyed  her.  And 
after  she  had  washed  and  dried  her  face,  and  while  aha 
stood  combing  out  her  dark  brown  hair,  Yivia  nncoTerad 
a  little  wicker  basket  that  hung  upon  her  arm»  and  displaj- 
ing  its  contents,  said — 

"Here  are  some  fine  peaches  and  some  pears,  the  first 
of  the  season.  They  came  from  our  Mother's  garden — ^I 
brought  them  for  you ;  I  will  pare  some  while  yon  plait 
your  hair — they  are  the  very  best  things  you  can  eat  now 
after  your  fasting  to  cool  your  fever ;"  and  taking  a  silver- 
clasped  knife  fh)m  her  pockety  Yivia  prepared  the  frnit 
"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  life-giving  power  in  fresh,  ripe 
fruity  if  you  notice,  Theodora,"  she  said,  handing  her  friend, 
who  had  sat  down  beside  her  on  the  chest,  a  delicious  peach. 

**  There  is  a  great  deal  more  in  your  dear  lovt^  Yivia ;  I 
should  have  died  for  sheer  want  of  auimation  if  it  had  not 
been  for  you." 

"Not  you  I  you  could  not  be  spared  I  Yon  would  kftfe 
had  a  more  lonely,  sorrowful  time,  and  might  hare  paintedi 
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diflMd  pleturM-^perluiiMi  that  would  hmrt  been  tht 
Now  when  joa  hare  done  eating,  we  wiU  pot  on  <oar  ten- 
Bait  and  walk  ont  into  the  pleasant  twilight  Wo  wiU  climb 
op  to  the  top  of  the  ridge  and  wateh  the  liar?eet  tnoon  riae^ 
and  then  eome  home  in  time  f6r  Mn.  Tbogmorton^i  tea- 
tebla.** 
*' Bat  will  it  not  be  too  late  for  ui  to  go  ont^  dear  Oenie  P* 
**  No— joa  mu9t  hare  a  walk  after  enoh  a  day  as  this  baa 
bieen  with  yon^  The  eTening  is  deUghtfnL  Fido  eame 
over  with  mOp  and  he  oan  go  with  ns.  So  there  witt  be  no 
daager.  Poor  Fido  I  he  is  getting  old  now,  but  I  hope  ha 
nay  haTe  a  meterapsjehosis  and  be  a  man  next  time.  I  am 
awe  he  deeerree  to  I"  said  Yiria^  smiling,  as  she  fnished 
paring  and  handed  the  last  peach  to  Theodora. 

When  she  had  eaten  this  and  declared  herself  to  be  de- 
lighUall  J  refreshed  and  strengthened,  t^ej  put  on  their  bon* 
Bats,  went  down  stairs  and  sallied  forth,  accompanied  bj 
Pido^  for  a  walk.  They  were  gone  two  hours— retnmed  in 
time  for  tea,  spent  the  evening  with  the  fhmily  in  the  par* 
knv  and  retired  to  their  attio  for  the  night 


CHAPTER   XIX. 

THB  QIEL  ABTIST. 

Tet  mnst  h«r  brow  be  pftler,  the  bM  Towod 
To  erown  it  with  th«  orowa  th«t  eftanoi  Site 
WbM  ik  U  ilided.— £.  B.  Broyming. 

Tbb  next  morning,  after  they  had  risen,  made  the  bed, 
set  the  room  in  order,  washed  and  dressed  themselTes,  they 
went  to  examine  Theodora's  picture.  It  was  spread  out 
on  tfie  oak  chest  and  they  sat  in  judgment  upon  it  It  was 
a  sketch  of  Henri  do  NaTarre,  at  the  battle  of  Ivry,  takes 
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at  the  moment  be  is  in  the  act  of  saying  to  Us  follow 
"  Soldiers  1  if  your  colors  are  taken,  rally  to  my  white  plame  I 
Yon  will  always  find  it  in  the  path  to  glory  I"  or,  aa  M»- 
canlay  beaatifnlly  renders  it — 

"  AsJ  If  mj  aUndard*bnamr  f&ll,  as  Ml  ftill  well  b«  maj* 
For  aerer  saw  I  promiM  jet  of  sneh  a  bloodj  firaj-* 
Pren  where  je  aee  mj  white  plame  ehine,  amU  Um  XBBka  of  WW, 
And  be  your  oriflamme,  to-day,  the  helmet  of  Nararxe.* 

"  Well  Vivia,  what  do  you  think  of  it !" 

"It  is  a  fine  subject  for  the  pencil,  my  little  hero-wor« 
shiper." 

**  Ah  I  that  is  what  I  feel  deep  in  my  sonl  I  but  I  cannot 
do  it,  you  see !  that's  what  breaks  my  heart  1  and  the  pria- 
cipal  figure,  my  hero  on  horseback,  flourishing  his  fighting 
falchion  and  cheering  his  hosts  is  the  greatest  Mlnre.  The 
horse  looks  more  like  a  donkey  in  a  fit  of  St  Yitos^  dance, 
than  the  mettlesome,  snorting  war-horse  that  I  intended  to 
make.  And  my  hero  has  been  in  turn  a  sulky  man,  a  wild 
man,  a  sick  man,  and  a  mad  man,  as  I  have  worked  at  him 
—-for  when  I  tried  to  make  him  look  firm,  he  only  looked 
solid ;  when  I  changed  that,  and  tried  to  make  him  look  en* 
thusiastic  and  inspiring,  he  only  looked  crazy  and  danger- 
ous ;  and  now,  after  working  myself  into  a  fcTer,  yon  see 
what  I  have  turned  out — a  lunatic  riding  on  a  donkey  that 
has  been  bit  by  a  tarantula  I  I  could  laugh,  if  my  heart 
wasn't  half  broken  by  this  failure." 

"  It  is  not  a  failure — it  a  very  well-imagined  pictare — • 
though  it  might  be  better  in  its  execution ;  still,  a  Terj 
few  striking  touches  will  remedy  its  defects.  It  is  a  wonder* 
ful  work  for  you,  at  your  age,  Theodora,  and  gives  promise 
of  great  things  in  the  future.  For  what  little  girl,  not  quiim 
thirteen  years  old,  unless  she  had  great  genius,  would  dam 
to  imagine  such  a  subject  as  this  of  your  pictare^  and  ven- 
ture even  to  realize  it  upon  paper  ?  Giv^  dm  your  ptBfli^  . 
and  I  will  show  you  what  you  meant"  -  -  t 


THX    OIEL    1.BTI8T.  SiK 

tlwodOia  hmndad  the  nqpiired  instmaionty  iftd  HHa 
iPlaffied  the  ptetmre  before  ber^  touching  it  dightlj  dnoe, 
tbeB  etiidyiDg  earafhllj  for  e  while,  then  tonoUng  ft  cgein^ 
then  stndyiDg,  then  touching,  until  m  ^lerter  of  u  boot  had 
pMMd,  during  which  she  ncTer  looked  up  firom  the  picturei 
wUeh  ihe  had  not  touched  more  than  half  a  dosen  timee'^ 
ahe  seemed  to  be  chary  of  her  pencil  Btrokei^  reflecting  how 
to  make  them  as  few  as  possible,  and  to  place  them  where 
thej  would  tell  best,  and  bring  out  the  hidden  soul  of  the 
rovgh  sketch.  Her  own  fiM>e  was  as  beantifU  as  an  angel's 
while  she  bent  over  this  work  of  Iotc. 

^Ihere,  Theodoral  that  is  what  yon  meaut»  dear,"  aba 
sold,  at  last,  holding  up  the  pictnra 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  and  delight  burst  ftom  the 
Ups  of  Theodora. 

''Oh  I  dear,  Yiria,  the  Tery  idea!  it  Uvea  1  it  mOTsal  but 
orrery  thing  you  touch  liyes  I  how  did  you  do  it  ?" 

**  I  beliere'  I  only  deepened  some  of  your  own  touches  to 
bring  out  certain  points  of  the  picture  in  greater  relief." 

Theodora  smiled  delightedly,  and  then  drawing  another 
sketch  from  her  simple  portfolio,  laid  it  over  the  first  one^ 
and  waited  the  result 

"  Rose  Ghirland's  likeness  I"  said  Yiria. 

**  Tes  1 1  am  so  .glad  that  you  know  it  I** 

"  I  could  not  miss  knowing  it,  though  it  has  a  mors  bean- 
tiful  expression  than  Rose — ^you  conld  not  help  idealixing, 
if  you  would." 

**  Has  it  any  expression  7  it  seems  to  me  to  be  a  blank, 
dumb  likeness." 

**  It  seems  so  only  compared  to  the  picture  you  bare  in 
yonr  mind's  eye — lend  me  the  pencil  again— may  I  tonch 
this?" 

'"  Oh.  dear  Yivia  I  how  could  you  ask  me  ?  You  may 
do  what  you  please  with  me,  and  all  I  possess  I"  exclaisMd 
Theodora,  embracing  her  friend,  and  giring  her  the  pencil. 


VIVIA. 

iLboat  fire  minutes  Yivia  studied  tho  likeness,  tonchinj:^ 

only  with  three  or  four  welKplaced  strokeb,  and  then  she 

mded  it  to  Theodora,  sajing, 

"  There  dear,  is  that  w(iat  you  have  in  yonr  mind  V* 

"  How  did  you  do  that,  GenerieTe  I"  exclaimed  ThMH 
.iora,  joyfully,  seeing  that  with  these  few  strokes  YirU  hml 
brought  the  picture  to  life. 

"  I  don't  quite  know,  but  I  want  yon  to  watch  me  nezi 
time,  to  be  able  to  do  it  yourself." 

**  Why  it  seems  to  me  that  you  Just  touch  the  comers  of 
the  mouth,  and  it  smiles ;  and  the  eyelids,  and  the  eye^ 
lighten ;  and  add  a  stroke  to  the  shadows  of  a.cuil,  and  it 
waves  on  the  breeze  1     How  do  you  do  it  ?" 

"  I  cannot  tell  I  watch  me,  and  learn,"  said  Yivia.  "  Show 
me  another." 

llicodora  took  out  a  third  sketch  and  laid  it  over  the 
other  two. 

"  Doctor  Thogmorton !  Idealizing  again  I  He  looks 
like  a  Coriolanus,  Dora !" 

"  Oh  I  the  face  is  like  enough,  but  it  is  Just  as  dumb  a 
the  others.  Take  your  magic  wand  and  make  !t  spea^ 
dear  Vivia,  while  I  look  on  and  try  to  learn  the  spell." 

"  This  needs  only  the  lines  deepened,  and  the  feata? 
pointed  off,  thus,  look  ?"  snid  Vivia,  taking  the  pencil  f 
tonching  the  picture  at  two  or  three  points  to  bring 
the  character. 

"That  is  himself!"  exclaimed  Theodora,  joyously, 
almost  expect  to  hear  him  tell  me  to  get  out  of  his  « 
she  added,  laughing. 

**  Now,  Dora,  do  you  know  what  I  am  going  to 
day  T"  asked  Vivia  seriously. 

"  No  1  what  1" 

**  I  am  going  to  take  these  i)ortndt8  down  stairs  ar 
them  to  tl^  family." 
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^Ob,  nol  ob,  plMM  don^l  thej  would  tnaki  lo  nbch 
Ibn  of  me  and  my  work !"  cried  Theodora,  in  real  distreM. 

^Suppose  I  were  to  assnre  jon  that  Uiey  would  notf 
Theodora,  they  hare  not  the  slightest  snsplcion  of  yoor  real 
goaioB  for  art  And  they  ought  to  know  ft  Ton  ref^oire 
fbGilitiee  for  improyement  that  I  belieTe  thqr  wooM  cbeei^ 
fnlly  afford  you.     Shall  I  not  take  them  down  now  Pf 

^  Jnst  as  yon  please,  dear  Qenie ;  we  can  see  the  reanlf 

So  Yivia  rolled  up  the  two  portraits,  and  when  tto 
breakfast  bell  rang  she  took  them  down.  And  afterward, 
when  the  fitmily  were  assembled  in  the  front  parlor,  she  »• 
rolled  the  sketches,  and  placed  the  portrait  of  Boat  Gar- 
land before  the  original. 

**  What's  this  ?  dear  me,  my  likeness  I  where  did  it  dome 
from  ?    Who  did  it  f    Where  did  yon  get  it,  GtoneTieve  ?^ 

"  Do  yoa  think  it  good  ?"  asked  Yiria. 

"  Why,  it's  splendid !"  exclaimed  Miss  Rose,  who  was 
not  Tery  exact  in  her  application  of  words.  **  Splendid ! 
bat  how  came  you  by  it  ?" 

"  Theodora  drew  it  from  memory." 

"  Theodora  f  tot  I  she  cooldn't,"  sneered  Rose ;  "bnt  who 

"Indeed,  Miss  Garland,  Theodora  drew  it;  and  when 
yon  have  done  looking  at  that — ^ 

"  Done  looking  at  this  I  why,  child,  do  yon  sappose  I  am 
going  to  let  it  pass  out  of  my  possession  1  the  only  'counter- 
feit presentment'  of  my  face  I  ever  had  in  my  life  7^  said 
Rose,  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest 

"  I  was  going  to  say,  Miss  Garland,  that  when  yon  have 
done  looking  at  it,  I  can  show  yon  another  portrait,  equally 
well  done  by  the  same  hand ;  here  it  is,"  said  Yivia,  laying 
the  other  before  her. 

"  Papa-doctor  I"  exclaimed  Rose,  taking  and  gaiing  at 
it  in  astonishment     "  Mother  I  come  here  I  do  come  hera  I 
here  is  a  mystery  I 
13 
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im  ^rfptintiy  a  set  of  camePs  hair  pencUs^  and  amfq^lj  of 
Bristol  board,  and  presentiDg  them  to  Theodora  the  next 
uoming  at  breakfast,  gave  the  girl  alnioit  the  happiest  daf 
■he  had  ever  known  in  her  life ;  and  to  her  warm  bnt  shyly 
«xpreMed  thanks,  he  replied,  good-natnredly,  that  be  wonld 
Iwep  her  supplied  with  materials,  and  that  all  she  woald 
luure  to  do  woold  be  to  go  on  and  paint  pictares  enoagh  to 
oovar  all  the  walls  in  the  house. 

Theodora  had  never  drawn  in  eotors,  and  the  possessioa 
of  her  box  of  paints  was  a  fresh  stimulant  bad  she  needed 
one ;  and  she  toiled  indefatigably,  sometimes  with  suoeess 
and  high  enthnsiasm,  sometimes  with  fiedlnre  and  desp<md- 
eaofy  o^tsosfs  with  perse? erance.  Yiria  eame  to  her  aid  Teiy 
often.  This  bright  Tisitant  would  find  her  iiiTorita  some* 
times  at  the  garret  window,  bowed  down  with  oheeks  burn- 
ing like  fire,  over  her  work — sometimes,  in  the  old  deserted 
garden*arbor,  thrown  down  upon  the  grass,  with  her  head 
supported  bj  her  arm,  and  an  open  book  under  her  eyes. 
And  always  she  brought  her  encouragement,  life,  and  light 

They  had  not  been  at  the  Sunset  Hills  for  some  weeks. 
One  evening,  when  Yivia  entered  Theodora's  attic,  she 
found  the  girl  perched  upon  the  old  oak  chest,  with  her 
feet  drawn  up  under  her,  in  a  more  comfortable  than  graos- 
ful  position,  her  elbows  on  the  window  sill,  her  chin  on  her 
hands,  and  her  soft  brown  eyes  contracted  in  the  effort  to 
see  distinctly  some  distant  object 

''  Will  you  tell  me,  Vina,"  she  said,  when  the  first  greet- 
ings were  over,  "  what  that  white  segment  of  a  circle  is, 
over  at  the  Sunset  Hills  J  I  never  noticed  it  until  this 
week,  and  I  can  only  see  it  when,  as  now,  it  catches  the 
last  rays  of  the  sun." 

"  That,  my  dear  ?  Why,  it  is  the  rising  walls  of  3£rs. 
Malmaison's  new  mansion-house.  The  contractor  and 
boilders  have  been  at  work  there  for  a  month  past^  and  the 
walls  are  just  fising  into  sight" 
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"  Why,  you  don't  say  so !"  oxclairoed  the  g^rl,  with  gNtI 
interest ;  ''it  will  be  a  most  beaatifal  place,  bat  I  am  lo 
surprised  1  why  didu't  you  tdl  me  before  1" 

"  I  took  it  for  granted  that  you  knew,  as  Doctor  Thog- 
mortoir  is  Mrs.  Malmaisou's  agent.  I  did  not  reflect  tlmt 
you  were  snch  an  abstracted  little  dreamer." 

"  And  that  is  the  reason  we  have  not  boon  there  lately  1" 

*'  Yes,  dear  ;  it  is  not  a  pleasant  place  to  go  to  just  now, 
with  the  litter  of  the  building  materials,  and  the  shanties  oi 
the  workmen,  and  the  drinking  and  noise  and  confasioD. 
But  by-and-by  it  will  be  delightful.  Mrs.  Malmaison  baa 
directed  the  doctor  to  spare  no  expense  in  hastening  the 
completion  of  the  building ;  so  the  contractor  has  engaged 
a  number  of  workmen,  and  promises  that  the  mansion  shall 
be  ready  for  habitation  upon  the  first  of  the  new  year." 

'*  I  had  not  heard  a  word  of  it" 

"  You  mean  you  had  not  listened  to  a  word,  yon 
little  abstraction  I  Perhaps  you  have  not  heard  either  that 
Mrs.  Malmaison  is  expected,  iu  the  course  of  a  few  weeks,  to 
visit  Mount  Storm  ?" 

**  And  to  bring  Austin  ? — ^yes,  I  have  heard  something  of 
that,  for  aunt  has  had  her  suite  of  rooms  opened  and  pre- 
pared." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE    SPIRIT    OF    THE     OHGIB. 

Hen  WM  th«  spoU  o'er  hearta 

Which  only  genlas  givew, 
Tho  mistnwa  uf  the  8it«tor  arts, 

Whore  all  their  beauty  hyiiM.— Changed  firm  OampUU, 

A  was  near  the  middle  of  August  when  Mrs  Malmaiaop, 
Wkib  aer  son  Austin  and  her  servant,  came  up  to  the  coimtqf 
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9ii(  ftt  Hooot  StonD.  Doctor  Thogmorton,  who  wv  at 
once  her  tenant  and  her  agent,  received  the  ladj^  iriifli.mat 
distinction.  And  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  with  asndaons  aoen- 
tion,  conducted  her  to  the  reserved  suite  of  apartments  that 
bad  been  prepared  for  her  use.  Mrs.  Malmaison^b  espeeial 
boBiness  in  the  neighborhood,  was  to  j^re  her  personal  at-* 
tention  to  some  details  in  the  construction  of  her  newhoufe 
across  the  valley  at  Sunset  Hills ;  while  at  the  same  time 
ahe  hoped  to  derive  benefit  from  the  salubrious  a!r  of  the 
mountains.  Earlj  eveiy  morning  she  rod^  attended  bj 
Doctor  Tbogmorton  and  Austin,  over'  A  the  side  of  iSie 
new  mansion,  and  passed  a  few  hours  in  consultation  with 
bar  architect  She  returned  before  noon,  and  spent  the  middle 
of  the  day  in  receiving  calls  from  the  neighborhfng^  g^trj, 
who  came  to  welcome  the  lady's  brief  return  to  her  home. 
She  passed  the  evening  in  entertaining  visitors  at  Mount 
Storm,  or  in  going  into  company  elsewhere. 

The  doctor,  Mrs.  Tbogmorton,  and  her  daughter,  Rose 
Garland,  were  in  their  fullest  flower  of  gayety  and  good 
looks. 

But  all  this  time  the  poor  orpan,  Theodora,  for  the  reason 
that  she  had  no  good  clothes  in  which  to  make  her  appear- 
ance before  the  great  lady,  was  bidden  to  keep  herself  out 
of  sight ;  and  so  she  confined  herself  to  her  garrety  only 
coming  down  the  back  stairs,  and  slipping  out  of  the  back 
door  to  get  a  litUe  fresh  air,  and  appearing  only  at  th0 
second  table. 

"When  the  Sabbath  came  Mrs.  Malmaison  inquired  whether 
Divine  service  would  be  offered  at  the  Catholic  Chapel  at 
E  jrie,  or  at  the  Convent ;  as  Father  Bernard,  the  parish  priest, 
officiated  on  alternate  Sundays  at  these  two  extreme  points 
of  his  extensive  charge. 

Doctor  Tbogmorton  replied  that  on  this  Sunday,  being . 
the  Feast  of  Assumption,  nmsi  would  be  offered  at  the  Oop- 
18 
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Tent  chapeL  Thither,  therefore,  the  lady  weiit»  aoeoiniMBhd 
by  Mn.  Thbgmorton  and  Rose  Garland. 

The  chapel  was  an  elegant  little  gothic  structare,  on  the 
right-hand  side  of  the  Convent  gate.  Within  it  was  bean- 
tifolly  finished  and  fitted  np,  and  adorned  with  aeveral 
choice  itataes  and  fine  oil-paintings  over  the  three  altars  and 
between  the  tall,  pointed  windows  of  stained  glass,  throngh 
which  the  morning  snn  streamed,  flooding  the  scene  with  a 
rich  rainbow  glory.  At  the  right-hand  side  of  the  chnrob, 
behind  an  elaboiM^ly  ornamented  lattice,  was  the  cloister,  in 
which  the  Sisters  of  the  Convent  worshiped.  Opposite  the 
altar,  over  the  front  entrance  of  the  chapel,  was  the  gallery 
appropriated  to  the  choir,  and  in  which  stood  one  of  the 
finest-toned  organs  in  the  country.  The  church  was  filled  by 
a  rustic  congregatioa  from  the  immediate  neighborhood. 

It  certainly  was  not  religion,  nor  its  perversion,  supersti- 
tion, nor  even  force  of  habit,  that  brought  Ada  Molmaison 
to  church,  but  the  mixed  motives  of  worldliness,  ennui,  and 
refined  sensuality.  Sandays  in  the  contrary  were  dull,  it 
looked  well  to  go  to  church,  where  besides,  there  was  sore 
to  be  nothing  said  or  done  to  trouble  her  conscience,  bnt 
every  thing  to  please  her  senses.  By  the  holy  works  of 
art,  the  dnmb  eloquence  of  the  sacred  paintings  and  sta- 
tuary, the  heavenly  music  and  the  imposing  ceremonies, 
others  might  feel  their  souls  roused  and  raised  to  worship, 
she  only  felt  her  senses  wrapt  in  a  sort  of  delicious  elysium. 
The  antique  style  of  beauty  in  the  chapel,  the  elaborate 
carvings,  the  fine  old  pictures  and  statues,  the  highly  ornate 
altars,  the  rich  vestments  of  the  priests,  and  the  deep^oned, 
mellowed  light  thrown  by  the  stained  glass-windows,  pleased 
her  eyes ;  while  the  fine  music  in  all  it  variations^  in  the 
tinging  of  the  choir,  the  pealing  of  the  organ,  and  the 
chanting  and  intoning  of  the  sacristans,  delighted  her  ear ; 
and  the  rich  aroma  of  the  incense  penetrated  her  brain  with 
an  influence  that  enveloped  her  senses  in  a  sweet  deUriuB. 
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Bat  the  mraHc  Imcl  tbe  greatest  eh«nh  tor  lier.  Jfbt>  totted 
miisfc  passionately.  Ada  Mahnaisoii  loved  it  madlj^  Tet 
ib  ber  ft  was  altogether  a  sensnal  gratlflcatiofi.  She'had  aa 
exquisite  ear,  bat  no  soul.  Masic  delighted  her  isiiae  of ' 
bearing,  but  woke  no  high,  holy,  or  loTing  aipfratkMi ;  it 
had  no  redeenring  inflnence  np(m  her^-Hiay,  It  tadgbl  haire 
had  an  opposite  ioflaence;  she  would,  if  she  tho«gllt  it 
necessary,  procore  the  g^ratifieation  of  tUs  hunger,  by  any 
low,  unjust  or  cruel  means.  If  any  ^ne^ubts  Uie  tmibf  of 
iids  assertion  that  the  api^te— (for  fSKka  of  taste'it  does 
not  merit  in  (his  induce  to  be  caJled)— 4br  musie  may  edst 
together  with  intense  selfishnesa  and  senittality,  kt  bisi  eall 
to  mind  some  of  the  foreign  professional  singers  wfaonf  iie 
may  have  seen,  and  whose  fistces  were  stamped  o^iificaM  of 
the  fact  I  have  named.  However,  with  all  ber  selfishness, 
woridHness  and  sensuality,  Ada  Malmaison  was  very  crafty 
and  secretive  ;  passions  and  emotions  she  had  not^  and  tiie 
character  of  her  inner  life  never  revealed  itself  upon  ber 
snow  white,  delicately  chiseled  face.  She  sat  in  the  church, 
not  worshiping,  but  wrapped  in  this  sensuous  elysium  until 
one  voice  awoke  her  from  it 

Such  a  voice ! 

They  were  singing  the  Gloria  in  Ezcelsis,  with  the  ac- 
companiment of  the  organ  and  of  the  whole  chorus.  This 
was  a  girl's  voice.  Suddenly,  out  of  the  storm  of  musie  by 
the  whole  choms,  it  arose  and  soared,  sweet,  clear,  pure, 
elastic,  joyous  as  some  angel  in  the  free  ether  winging  ber 
rapturous  way  to  Heaven  I 

''Gloria  in  ExcelsisI"  the  voice  seemed  to  hover  and 
float  in  the  sunny  mid-air  awhile,  then  in  a  sudden  rapturous 
flight  to  soar  upward  in  an  ecstasy  of  loving  adoration  I 
No  words  can  describe  its  delightful,  inspiring  power. 
Ada  Malmaison  was  enchanted.  Never  had  she,  an  amar 
tear  in  music,  heard  a  voice  so  charming.  She  became  as 
ft  were  **  all  ear."  and  in  the  variatioDs  of  tbe  miiie.  Ma- 
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tencd  with  a  sense  aihirsl  for  that  delicioas  stniiL  WhcB 
the  service  was  over,  she  arose  with  a  sigh,  she  could  not 
bear  to  think  that  she  should  hear  that  heavenly  chorister 
no  more. 

**  Who  was  that,  that  sang  solo  in  the  Gloria?"  she  in- 
quired of  Rose  Garland,  as  thej  were  coming  out  of  the 
church. 

V  That  was  Genevieye  Laglorieuse,  or  Yiyia,  as  we  call 
her." 

"  Oh  I"  that  Jls  all  the  fair  lady  said  at  the  time.  But 
when  she  was  seated  in  the  carriage  she  asked, "  Do  thej  have 
Vespers  in  the  chapel  ?" 

**  Always." 

'*  And  does  that  young  lady  sing  7" 

"Yes,  madam." 

"  Then  I  shall  go  to  Vespers  this  afternoon.  Bid  Pha^ 
raoh  to  drive  fast,  doctor,  or  we  shall  not  have  time  to  dine 
and  rest,  and  get  here  again  for  Vespers."  . 

That  afternoon  the  lady  was  even  more  delighted  than 
she  had  been  in  the  morning. 

And  the  next  day  at  an  early  hour  she  ordered  her  car* 
riage.  Telling  Doctor  Thogmorton  that  she  should  not 
visit  her  new  mansion-house  that  day,  she  entered  the  car- 
riage and  drove  to  the  Convent. 

That  morning  the  Abbess  sat  alone  in  her  parlor;  her 
chair  was  drawn  up  to  the  centre-table,  where  lay  paper, 
pens  and  ink;  she  had  been  writing,  but  just  at  this  moment 
had  sunk  back  in  her  seat  with  her  head  bowed  upon  her 
left  hand,  while  her  right,  holding  the  pen,  hung  lisflessly 
over  the  arm  of  the  chair.  Her  attitude  and  expression 
were  full  of  utter  despondency.  Her  face,  in  its  deep 
shadow,  could  not  be  distinctly  seen,  but  a  glimpse  of  the 
pale  cheek,  and  the  long,  thin  hand  that  supported  her  head, 
gleamed  in  ghastly  contrast  to  the  blackness  of  her  robet 
and  vaiL    The  door  opened  gently,  and  a  sweet,  |^ad  Toier 
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•iked  permission  to  come  in.  In  an  instant  tbe  faee  and 
the  attitude  of  the  woman  changed.  Her  head  was  raised, 
her  eyes  lighted  up  with  a  sudden  glow  of  onntterable  lore, 
and  her  arms  were  extended,  as  she  said,  in  a  Yoice  whose 
eTcrj  note  vibrated  with  its  deep,  passionate  tenderness, 

"Yes,  always,  my  own  beantifal  darling!'  Come  to  my 
arms  my  GenevieTe  I" 

With  the  swift,  smooth  dart  of  a  bird,  Yivia  flew  to  the 
embrace  of  her  Mother,  and  nestled  there,  with  her  arms 
aroand  her  neck  and  her  cheek  against  bSr  bosom ;  whfle 
that  Mother  gazed  down  upon  her  blooming  face,  smoothed 
the  bright  hair,  and  caressed  her  with  many  loTing  words, 
in  the  soft  tone  of  some  ring-doYe  cooing  to  its  fledgling. 

"  Do  you  love  me,  my  own  OeneTieve  ?** 

"  More  than  all  the  world,  my  dearest  Mother.  Ah, 
sorely  you  know  it." 

'*  I  do,  but  like  to  hear  you  say  so.  Do  you  Ioyc  me  tm 
if  I  were  indeed  your  own  mother  f " 

Yivia  was  silent,  but  tried  to  compensate  for  her  silence 
by  the  most  tender  caresses ;  until  seeing  the  face  of  the 
lady  begin  to  work  with  suffering,  she  hastened  to  say, 

**  More  than  any  one  else  in  this  world  that  I  have  ever 
known,  do  I  loTe  you,  lady;  but  my  own  dear  mother, 
whom  I  never  saw  upon  this  earth — my  sweet,  young  mother, 
who  died  so  sadly  when  she  was  very  little  older  than  I  am 
now — my  angel  mother,  who  went  to  heaven  the  same  hour 
that  I  came  ou  earth — you  are  not  sorry  that  I  love  her  best 
of  all,  lady  ?"  # 

A  low,  deep  sob,  and  then  the  Abbess  arose,  put  Vivia 
gently  from  her  arms,  and  walked  to  the  fireplace,  wlicrd. 
she  stood  with  her  forehead  leaned  against  the   mantle- 
piece. 

"  You  are  not  hurt,  you  are  not  pained  that  I  love  my 
dear,  lost  mother  as  a  guardian  angel,  lady  f ''  asked  Yivi% 
going  behind  her  and  putting  her  arms  around  her  waist 
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No,  no,"  replied  the  nan,  in  a  choking  ? oioe,  with  her 
band  clutching  at  her  chest. 

**  I  love  jou  more  than  all  else  in  the  whole  worid,  more 
than  I  ever  loved  Father  Francis." 

The  hand  that  was  disengaged  was  suddenly  waved, 
quickly,  shortly,  impatiently,  and  the  Abbess  leaving  her 
position,  came  and  reseated  herself  in  her  chair.  Ylvia 
threw  herself  down  at  her  feet  and  laid  her  head  in  her  lap, 
taking  and  caressing  her  pale,  thin  hands,  saying, 

"  I  will  live  my  love,  I  will  prove  it,  I  will  never  leave 
you.  Mother." 

"  My  bright  angel  I  the  world  has  many  attractions  for 
one  like  yon,"  said  the  Abbess,  in  a  trembling  voice. 

"None  strong  enough  to  entice  me  from  my  beloved 
Mother !" 

"  Ah !  my  own !  I  would  not  accept  your  promise,  did  I 
not  know  how  short  my  troubled  life  is  like  to  be — and  I 
would  love  to  have  my  darling  near  me  while  I  live,  so  she 
would  be  happy  here." 

"I  am  very  happy,  dearest  mother,  and  I  will  never, 
never  leave  you  until  your  own  voice  bids  me  deparf 

The  pale  nun  gathered  the  young  girl  to  her  bosom,  and 
strained  her  to  her  heart,  and  called  her,  her  blessing,  her 
darling,  her  angel,  the  life  of  her  life,  and  many  fond  im- 
passioned names  besides. 

**  A  lady  to  see  the  Mother  Superior,"  said  the  voice  of 
the  portress  at  the  door. 

"  Show  her  in.  Go,  my  darling,  my  blessed  darling,  until 
I  get  rid  of  this  visitor,"  said  the  Abbess,  embracing  and 
dismissing  Yivia,  while  the  portress  went  to  usher  in  the 
guest. 

"Ada  Malmaison  1"  exclaimed  the  Abbess,  taming  paler 
than  before. 

"  Yes,  Mother  Agatha  I  Ada  Malmaison,  and  not  the 
Demon,  as  your  apalled  look  would  seem  to  say,''  replied 
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tbe  fair  viaitor,  in  the  sweet,  clear  monotone  that  distin* 
gnished  her. 

^  Excuse  me,  madawe  I  pray  sit  down,"  apologized  the 
Abbess,  recovering  herself  and  offering  a  chair. 

**  I  thank  yon,  I  mast  avail  myself  of  your  civility  so  Aur," 
aaawered  the  visitor,  taking  a  seat^  "  bat  farther  I  do  not 
know  that  it  is  necessary  we  should  flatter  each  other. 
Year  first  reception  of  me  was  probably  &e  most  sincere.'' 

"  Probably/'  said  the  Abbess. 

Never  was  a  greater  contrast  between  homan  behiga  than 
there  was  between  these  two  women. 

The  Abbess  with  her  dark  face  that  the  deep  lines  of 
thought,  suffering,  and  passion  had  aged  before  its  time,  and 
her  large,  dark,  soul-thrilling  eyes  and  deep-toned  Toice. 

The  visitor,  the  fairest  of  all  fair  women,  and  the  calmest 
of  all  calm  creatures,  with  her  snow-white  face,  so  statuesque 
in  its  repose,  and  so  polished  in  its  smoothness,  and  her 
clear,  pure,  silvery  tones. 

They  were  as  opposite  in  costume  as  in  every  thing  else 
—the  dark,  troubled  nun,  clothed  in  the  black  vafl  and 
habit  of  the  convent ;  the  fair,  calm  visitor,  in  a  light  and 
elegant  carriage  dress. 

"You  are  waiting  to  know  my  business  here.  Lady 
Abbess.    It  is  soon  told ;  I  came  to  remove  Genevieve." 

The  Abbess  started  up  with  a  half  suppressed  cry  that 
deepened  to  a  groan  as  she  sunk  back  into  her  chair. 

'*You  promised  that  she  should  stay  with  me,"fidtered 
the  unhappy  woman. 

"  What,  forever  ?" 

"  Ah  1  you  are  safe  now  t  You  spring  &e  screws  upon 
my  heart  as  you  please !" 

"  What  mean  you,  lady,  by  these  words  ?  That  which  I 
ask  of  you  is  very  simple.  Miss  Laglorieuse  is  my  ward, 
and  as  such  should  enter  the  world,"  said  Ada,  quietly. 

"  She  iM  my  chUdl^*  moaned  the  Abbess,  in  that  deep, 
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rich,  vibrating  tone  of  passionate  emotion,  as  though  all 
the  strongest  chords  of  her  heart  had  been  swept  at  onoe, 
and  wailed  forth  a  whole  life  time's  pent-np  agony-— "<?^  if 
my  child  P^ 

"  Dare  to  claim  her,  then  !" 

The  words  were  defiant,  bnt  the  tones  were  dear  and 
calm  as  ever,  and  contrasted  strangely  with  the  burst  of 
passion  in  which  the  other  exclaimed, 

"  Woman  I  or  fiend  1  are  you  ?" 

"Which  ever  yon  please — ^bat — Abbess,  or — tehai  ara 
you  T" 

"  Madame  I 

"  That  does  not  answer  my  question." 

"  Fiend  I  you  are  a  fiend  I  You  have  made  my  life—not 
a  desert — that  had  been  mercy !  bnt  a  Gehenna  of  dry  bouasl 
a  hell  of  murdered  hopes  and  burning,  maddening  memo- 
ries I  But,  woman !  there  will  come  a  day  when  our  eanaa 
shall  be  tried  before  the  tribunal  of  the  Highest  I  Thank 
Ood,  there  is  a  Judgment  Day  and  a  Lake  of  Fire  I" 

"  A  pious  aspiration !"  said  Ada,  serenely. 

''Not  content  with  having  bereft  me  of  Francois,  not 
sated  either  with  having  rended  Austin  from  my  bosom, 
and  kept  him  from  my  sight — " 

"  Abbess  1" 

— "  You  would  tear  this  child  also  from  my  bleeding 
heart  1" 

"Come,  Holy  Mother  Abbess  I  Bride  of  Heaven  I  what 
have  you  to  do  with  family  love  and  vain  human  affections, 
renounced  at  the  altar  long  ago — and  gnilty  now,  if  enter* 
tained  in  your  perjured  heart  ?  Do  you  ever  visit  the  con- 
fessional, lady  ?  are  these  vain  repinings  and  sinful  long^nga 
poured  into  the  ear  of  your  spiritual  guide  f  Or  is  then 
not  a  reservation  like  the  accursed  portion  kept  back  bf 
Ananias  and  Sapphiraf" 
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'fFIead  I  saj  again  t"  broke  from  the  tortored  heart  and 
lipa  of  the  nuB. 

"  I  will  set  the  Holy  Mother  Superior  of  St  Genevieye  an 
example  of  forbearance,  and  not  retnm  railiDg  for  railing,^ 
said  Ada,  calmly ;  "  I  remain  in  the  neighborhood  for  one  week 
longer,  at -the  end  of  which  time  I  shall  call  and  take  Oene- 
riere  away  and  convey  her  to  the  city,  where  I  shall  stay 
nntil  the  honse  at  Sanset  Hills  is  ready.  Qood  morning* 
Mother  Agatha,"  concluded  the  visitor,  retiring. 

The  portress  let  Mrs.  Malmi^ison  ont»  bnt  had  icare^ 
ghat  the  door  behind  her,  when  the  sound  of  a  heavy  &11 
arrested  her  attention,  and  npon  running  into  the  parior, 
she  found  the  Abbess  stretched  npon  the  floor  in  a  deep 
swoon. 

About  the  middle  of  the  week,  Mrs.  Malmaison  gave  a 
party  to  the  young  people  of  the  neighborhood,  and  invited, 
among  others,  Qenevieve,  from  the  Convent,  and  Blaise  and 
Helen  Wildman,  from  Red  Hill.  When  the  invitation  ar- 
rived for  Yivia,  the  Abbess,  who  had  in  the  mean  Ume  re- 
covered self-command  enough  to  inform  the  young  girl  of 
the  impending  change  in  her  prospects,  said  to  her,  in  a 
voice  that  she  vainly  attempted  to  render  steady  and  cheer- 
ful, 

"  You  will  see  Austin,  Mrs.  Malmaison's — heir,  at  this 
ban,  my  dear  child ;  notice  carefully  how  he  looks^  how  he 
talks,  and  whether  he  seems  strong  in  health,  and  intelligent 
and  good — so  that  you  may  be  able  to  bring  me  word." 

"  I  will  do  so,  dear  Mother,  and  I  will  come  home  early 
to-morrow  morning,  for  I  grudge  every  hour  I  spend  from 
you  since  you  tell  me  I  must  leave  you  on  Monday.  But, 
must  it  really  be  so  ?  Remember,  no  power  but  your  own 
shall  send  me  from  you." 

"  Yes,  it  must  be  so,  my  Genevieve  I  this  lady  has  aclaim 
upon  you  which  I  have  no  power  to  withstand,  nay,  that  I 
most  support,  and  it  is  I  that  bid  you  go." 
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Well,  dearest  Mother,  since  it  most,  be  bo,  I  will  vrite 
yoa  every  week,  and  when  I  shall  be  of  legal  age  to  act  for 
myself,  I  will  come  back  and  remain  with  yoa  so  long  SA  we 
both  shall  live." 

**  I  will  not  allow  yon  to  bind  yourself  by  any  promiie^ 
my  child  I  Only  remember  that  I  beg  yon  always  to  write  to 
me  freely  about  Austin,  but  do  not  wonder  if,  in  my  letten 
back,  I  omit  all  mention  of  the  youth's  name." 

"I  will  follow  your  directions  very  careftilly,  dearest 
Mother." 

Here  the  conversation  ended. 

The  party  at  Mount  Storm  was  as  pleasant  as  a  party 
could  be,  that  was  almost  improvised  at  that  season.  Itwaf 
held  all  over  the  house  and  grounds.  And  the  young  peo- 
ple danced  in  the  saloon,  took  refreshments  in  the  dining- 
room,  or  strolled  out  in  couples  and  trios  over  the  moonlit 
lawn,  and  through  the  shrubberies.  As  soon  as  Yiyia  ar- 
ri?ed  and  missed  her  friend  Theodora,  she  flew  up  into  the 
attic,  where  she  found  the  girl  sitting  at  the  window,  and 
watching  with  interest  the  groups  of  young  people  on  the 
lawn. 

"It  is  an  enlivening  scene,  dear  Genie,"  said  Theodor% 
smiling,  as  she  got  up  to  embrace  her  friend. 

"  Yes,  it  is.     Come  down  with  me,  and  join  it" 

**  Oh,  I  don't  like  to.  I  don't  know  any  body  there,  jon 
know,  and  my  dress  is  not  fit,"  said  Theodora. 

"  I  can  prepare  you  one,"  said  Vivia. 

Then  the  old  chest  was  overhauled,  and  a  sprigged  miia- 
lin  frock  that  had  belonged  to  Miss  Oarland  was  taken  oat^ 
and  Yivia's  nimble  fingers,  with  the  aid  of  needles  and  thread, 
soon  tucked  it  up  and  took  it  in,  while  Theodora  rah  down 
stairs  to  heat  an  iron  to  press  it  out  When  Theodora  was 
dressed  in  this  frock,  Yivia  took  half  the  rose-colored  rib* 
bons  from  her  own  hair  and  adorned  the  head  of  her  ftieod. 


THS    SPIBIT    OF    THE    CHOIB.         8S8 

and  then  gajly  bade  her  notice  that  they  vrere  both  dressed 
alike. 

And  then  thej  went  down  stairs,  and  ont  upon  the  lawn. 
As  thej  wandered  abont  together,  many  joyous  yonng  cre»> 
tares  sprang  to  meet  Yivia,  and  to  all  of  them  she  intro- 
duced her  friend  Theodora.  And  many  of  the  youths  in 
tnm  Tied  for  the  honor  of  her  hand  in  the  first  dance ;  bnt 
Yivia  replied  to  all  that  she  should  not  dance  in  the  eariy 
part  of  the  evening,  and  perhaps  she  should  not  dance  at 
all.  Presently,  at  a  tnm  in  their  walk,  they  came  upon 
Hrs.  Malmaison  and  her  son  Austin.  They  made  a  beau- 
tiful pair.  Yiria  thought  so  the  instant  she  saw  them,  whOe 
Theodora  gazed  at  them  both  in  the  fixed  yet  unconscioui 
way  she  had  when  absorbing  from  any  object  all  the  beauty 
and  inspiration  she  conld  draw.  Austin  was  of  a  fine,  tall, 
slender,  yet  well-rounded  figure,  with  a  stately  head  coTered 
with  a  profusion  of  sunny,  bright  brown  ringlets  like  those 
of  Yiyia,  with  pure  Grecian  features,  and  pale  and  clear 
complexion ;  but  whose  eyes  were  those  f  those  large,  dark 
shadowy  eyes  of  such  unfathomable  depths  of  monmfulness  f 
and  in  such  strange,  sorrowful  contrast  to  his  youthful  grace 
and  beauty  f 

When  YiTia  first  saw  those  eyes  she  started,  and  her  fisce 
flushed  and  paled,  and  flushed  again,  as  under  the  sudden 
light  of  a  new  discovery. 

And  when  Theodora  first  met  their  deep,  mournful  gaze^ 
some  profound  and  hitherto  unknown  point  of  sympathy  io 
her  own  heart  was  touched,  and  she  felt  vaguely  but 
earnestly  that  she  could  give  up  all  her  own  little  life's  dear- 
est joys  to  make  that  other  life  happy ;  she  dropped  her  shy 
eyes  directly,  but  she  still  seemed  to  see  and  feel  that 
mournful  gaze  that  was  drawing  her  very  soul  from  her 
bosouL  All  this  passed  in  the  few  seconds  that  Mrs.  Mal- 
maison was  advancing,  and  presenting — 

- '  My  son,  Mr.  Malmaison,  young  ladies.     Miis  Lagjlori- 
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ease,  who  is  jonr  fHeDd?"  she  asked,  while  Anitlii 
bowing  to  the  girls. 

"  Mrs.  Thogmorton's  niece,  Theodora,  who  lives  in  the 
same  boose  with  yoa,"  said  Vivia,  in  great  surprise,  which 
did  not,  however,  exceed  that  of  the  ladj,  though  the  latter 
betrayed  none,  only  saying, 

**  Indeed ;"  and  then  adding,  "  I  mast  leave  Aastin  to  en- 
tcrtain  your  friend  while  I  take  a  turn  with  you,  GeneTieve. 
Shall  I  do  so  ?" 

"I  thank  you,  madame,  yes,"  said  Yivia,  taking  the 
offered  arm  of  the  lady,  and  walking  off  with  her. 

"  Genevieve,  this  is  the  first  time  we  have  met  since  1  left 
you  at  the  Convent,  afler  taking  leave  of  Father  FrtinciB, 
some  six  years  ago." 

"  Yes,  madame." 

''  Tet  you  are  aware,  I  suppose,  that  I  am  your  only  leg^ 
guardian  ?" 

*'  I  have  been  lately  told  so,  madame." 

"  It  was  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  the  Abbess,  that  I 
left  you  at  the  Convent  to  be  educated  during  the  last  bIz 
years ;  but  now  I  think  the  time  has  arrived  when  yoa  shoald 
be  initiated  into  the  manners  and  customs  of  society  OQt- 
side  those  walls.  Therefore,  I  have  concluded  to  remoTd 
you  and  take  you  with  me  to  the  city — ^the  Abbess  has  men- 
tioned this  to  you  before  f " 

"  Yes,  madame,  she  has.  May  I  ask  you  without  offense, 
lady,  how  it  comes  that  you  are  my  legal  guardian  f " 

"Assuredly,"  said  Mrs.  Malmaison,  quietly,  "yon  are 
my  niece." 

"  Then,  aunt,  will  you  tell  me  something  of  my  parents  ?^ 

"  Tell  me  first,  how  much  you  know  of  them  ?" 

**  Only  this — that  my  father  died  before  I  lived,  and  that 
my  mother  went  to  Heaven  the  same  hour  that  I  was  bom." 

"  Do  you  know  who  they  were  ?" 

"  No,  lady ;  what  I  have  told  yoa,  I  learned  (irom  m/fini 
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gpardiao,  Father  Francois  Laglorieu^e,  who  was  al^o  my 
uncle ;  although  such  relationships  are  ignored,  70a  know,, 
by  those  vowed  to  the  altar ;  therefore  I  call  him  only  my 
spiritnal  guardian.  He  told  me  what  I  have  told  you,  and 
that  I  should  learn  more  from  you.'' 

"  Have  you  ever  asked  Mother  Agatha  the  questtona  yea 
have  put  to  me  ?" 

"  No,  madame." 

"  Then  I  refer  you  to  her  for  all  informatiob." 

"  Lady,  I  never  could  speak  to  her  upon  this  saifjeet* 

"  Why  I" 

«« I  cannot  tell  you !'' 

"  Then  I  cannot  tell  you  more  of  your  parents  than  thla 
— that  you  bear  the  name  of  only  one  of  them." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on  in  one  part  of  the 
lawn,  Austin  Malmaison  had  drawn  Theodora's  arm  within 
his  own,  and  led  her  down  one  of  the  althea  walks.  The 
pale,  sweet  face  of  this  little  creature,  so  different  from  all 
the  bright  young  faces  around,  had  interested  him  at  the 
first  sight. 

"  Did  I  hear  Miss  Laglorieuse  say  that  you  are  staying 
at  Mount  Storm  ?"  he  asked,  as  doubting  the  evidence  of 
his  senses. 

"  Oh  yes,  it  is  my  home,"  she  replied. 

"  And  I  have  been  here  a  week — ^how  is  it  that  I  have 
not  seen  you  f "  Austin  inquired,  in  a  tone  gentler  even  than 
his  usual  gentle  one,  as  if  to  smooth  any  possible  rudenesi 
in  the  qaestion. 

Theodora  did  not  reply,  and  of  course  he  did  not  press 
the  inquiry.     But  after  a  few  minutes  Theodora  said— 

"  Since  you  have  been  here  I  have  been  so  very  busy  with 
my  pictures." 

"  You  paint,  then  t — but  excuse  me,  I  am  asking  yon  a 
great  many  questions." 

'<  Oh — do — "  Theodora  began,  and  then  blnshiag,  liiii« 
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tated.  The  jonth  looked  down  at  ber  delicate  fhee,  wMi 
its  downcast  eyelashes  sweeping  the  pale  cheek,  and  thonght 
it  the  very  sweetest  face  ho  had  ever  beheld. 

**  You  were  going  to  say,  Theodora — ^  be  began. 

"  Oh,  only  that  yon  must  not  mind  asking  me  anj  thing 
yon  wish  to  know.  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  tell  700,''  she 
replied  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Thank  yon,  Theodora.  Do  yon  mind  my  calling  70a 
Theodora  1  it  is  snch  a  beantifal  name,  of  snch  holy  signifi- 
cance as  to  be  a  title  in  itself." 

"  Oh !  no,  every  one  calls  me  so,"  she  said,  in  the  same 
low  voice. 

"Well,  then,  Theodora,  you  paint?" 

"  Yes,  a  great  deal,  but  not  very  well ;  I  have  had  no  in- 
structor." 

"  Except  the  original  great  master  I  the  oldest  of  all  old 
masters — God  in  Nature !" 

Theodora's  cheek  suddenly  flushed,  ber  eyes  lightened, 
and  her  whole  countenance  beamed  as  with  the  pure  electric 
fire  of  a  glorious  inspiration.  And  Anstin,  g^ing  with 
vailed  admiration,  thonght  what  a  beautifblly  changefnl 
face  it  was.  He  felt  very  much  interested  in  her,  and  wished 
to  know  her  condition,  who  and  what  she  was  exactly,  and 
the  reason  of  her  seclusion  in  the  midst  of  the  family ;  bat 
be  hesitated,  notwithstanding  her  expressed  permission,  and 
the  humility  and  simplicity  of  her  character,  that  woold  not 
have  taken  offense  at  the  act,  to  ask  her  any  qnestions  ex- 
cept upon  the  subject  of  her  art 

"  I  would  like  very  much  to  see  some  of  your  pictores  if 
that  were  permissible,  Theodora,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  they  are  not  worth  booking  at.  I  do  not 
say  it  as  words  of  course,  but  because  it  is  true ;  erea  I, 
that  paint  them,  get  the  beart-ache  with  looking  at  their 
faults,"  said  Theodora,  in  sudden  alarm,  raising  her  ey^ 
deprecatingly  to  his. 
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AuBtin  smiled  brightly  on  her  at  this  ingennons  speech, 
Mid  Theodora  cast  down  her  eyes  again ;  bnt  still  saw  in 
her  soul  the  beautiful  smile  that  made  his  face  as  radiant  as 
inspiration  had  rendered  Theodora's  own. 

Thi:s  they  walked  and  talked,  while  in*  still  another  part 
of  the  garden  walked  Basil  Wildman  and  his  adopted  sister 
Helen.  Helen  was  now  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  and 
bad  grown  np  almost  beautiful ;  so  nearly  so,  that  many 
people  said  that  Helen  Wildman  had  just  escaped  being  the 
most  beautiful  girl  in  the  state ;  while  many  others  thought 
she  had  not  missed  it  at  all.  She  was  of  medium  height, 
with  slender  figure,  lithe,  agile,  and  graceful  in  all  its  mo- 
tions as  that  of  a  gazelle  or  a  French  dansense ;  with  an 
elegant  little  head  of  shining  jet  black  hair  parted  over  her 
forehead,  like  two  folds  of  black  satin,  rolled  in  a  knot,  and 
fastened  with  a  silver  arrow  at  the  nape  of  her  neck ;  with 
eyebrows  black  and  glossy  as  water  leeches,  and  long,  close, 
black  eye-lashes,  that  vailed  large  eyes  of  every  imaginable 
shade  and  color,  as  passion,  imagination,  fancy,  or  any  other 
quality  or  emotion  of  heart  or  mind  affected  them  ;  fine  eyes 
that  flashed  or  smoldered,  bat  never  melted ;  with  a  com- 
plexion as  dark  as  an  Anglo-Celt's  could  be,  and  only 
warmed  in  the  cheeks  and  lips  with  a  rich,  brilliant  glow, 
caught  from  the  woods  and  fields,  among  which  her  life  was 
passed. 

Whether  Helen  were  beautiful  or  not,  she  had  all  the 
beauty  of  the  family — no  share  of  it-had  fallen  to  the  lot  of 
Blaise — poor,  good -hearted,  ill-taught  Blaise.  He  was  now 
about  twenty-two  years  of  age,  tall  and  awkward,  with  large 
hands  and  feet,  and  a  large  head,  covered  with  a  thatch  of 
stiff',  red  hair,  that  nothing  could  persuade  to  lie  down  ;  with 
a  coarse,  freckled  face,  with  a  forehead  so  flat,  that  the 
bamp  of  benevolence  above  it  looked  like  a  "bump''  indeed 
that  had  been  received  by  accident  in  a  fall,  or  by  a  blow ; 
with  a  large,  short,  stumpy  nose,  a  long  upper  lip,  a  shape- 
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less  month,  and  a  square,  protrnding  ander  jaw ;  and  IMjp 

with  pale,  bine  eyes,  with  their  lower  lids  seeming  larger 
than  the  upper  ones,  and  having  the  appearance  of  shutting 
upward.  Added  to  which  personal  attractions  his  manners 
were  rough,  and  the  best  tones  of  his  voice  a  good-natured 
grow] 

"  I  wish  the  dancing  would  commence  {  I  do  so  1  I  am 
tired  to  death  of  this  lazy  sauntering  about,**  said  Helen 
impatiently,  stopping  and  throwing  herself  down  upon  a 
garden  seat. 

"  Well,  it  will  begin  soon,"  said  Blaise,  standing  before 
her.  This  pair  had  always  been  inseparable  companions 
and  confidential  friends.  And  now,  as  Blaise  stood  before 
Helen,  he  lowered  his  growl  to  a  very  confidential  tone,  af 
he  said,  **  Nell  I  look  over  yonder  at  those  two  walking  up 
the  althea  walk." 

"I  see  them  I  the  young  man  is  the  lion  of  all  fhte  enter* 
lainment,  and  for  that  very  reason  the  very  fellow  I  mean 
to  lead  off  the  first  dance  with." 

"  S'pose  he  don't  ask  you  ?" 

'*  Suppose  I  make  it  impossible  for  him  to  avoid  asking 
me  ?" 

"  Why,  how  can  you  do  that  f " 

"Ah !  that's  the  secret  that  the  serpent  taught  Eve,  and 
Eve  bequeathed  to  all  her  daughters — do  you  think  I  am 
going  to  be  the  first  female  to  let  it  out  t    No,  sir  I" 

**  Well,  never  mind  the  young  man,  I  know  him.  I  hava 
not  forgotten  Austin  Malmaison ;  but  look  at  that  sweati 
quiet,  gentle  little  pale-faced  creature  on  his  arm  f" 

"  That  ?  oh  1  the  poor  little  miserable  I  that's  Theodora^ 
Mrs.  Thogmorton's  niece ;  Theodora,  who  believes  in  saints 
and  angels,  and  that  sort  of  trumpery ;  and  among  the  eom- 
mon  people  in  this  world  hasn't  pluck  enough  to  say  her 
soul's  her  own !"  said  Miss  Helen,  scornfully. 

"  She's  not  a  bit  Uke  yoti,  Nell  1  that's  a  fisct!  lUka  iKs 
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Httb  ereatnre !  I  do,  indeed;  it  makei  me  feel  eori  o'  good . 
m&d  warm  abont  the  heart,  sort  o*  religions,  yon  know,  to 
look  at  her  sweet,  little  pale  &ce  and  drooping  ^elide," 

*' Don't  be  a  fool,  Blaise." 

''Bnt  I  say,  Nell  I  indeed  70a  know  I  feel  ae  if  tbat  littki 
mite  of  a  ereatnre  was  some  kin  to  me — and  I  never  saw 
her  before  to-day,"  persisted  Blaise. 

"  Now,  I  wonder  if  I  haTe  all  the  sense  as  weD  as  all  the 
good  looks  in  the  family  I"  inquired  Mils  Helen,  with  a 
sneer. 

" '  Oood  looks  I'  bum  my  buttons  I  why,  has  any  body 
been  putting  it  into  your  head  that  you  haTe  good  looks  f 
Why  you  are  no  more  good-looking  than  a  thomapple^  a 
netUe,  or  prickly  pear,  or  any  thing  else  that  one  gets  out 
of  the  way  of." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  what  you  call  good-looUng,  then !" 
exclaimed  Miss  Helen ;  *'  yourself,  I  suppose." 

"  Well,  yes,  I  hope  I  am  not  tUAookingy  but  if  you  want 
to  know  what  I  call  real  good-looking,  look  there  at  that 
sweet  little  creature  1  She's  real  good-looking-— that  is  if 
good-looking  means  looking  good  I" 

Helen  tossed  her  beautiful  head  disdainfully  as  Blaise 
continued  to  watch  the  young  couple. 

"  I  say,  Nell !  but  by  (George  I  he's  Tcry  sweet  with  her  I" 
exclaimed  Blaise. 

''He's  a  fooll"  said  Nelly,  "a  downright,  unmitigated 
fool,  to  be  wasting  his  time  on  such  a  little  miserable^ 
when — " 

— "  Ton  are  on  the  ground  f  hey,  Nell  f " 

Helen  laughed.  While  they  spoke,  Austin  led  Theodora 
to  a  seat  near  them,  and  sat  down  by  her  side. 

"  I  say,  Blaise,  I'll  tell  yon  what  I'll  do,"  said  Helen, 
'*  and  mind  you  attend  and  be  guided  by  my  wisdom.  Ill 
take  yon  up  to  Theodora  and  introduce  you.    Of  course^ 

Mr.  Malmaison,  seeing  me  standing,  will  get  up  and  offer 
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me  hii  seat  beside  Theodora.  I  will  thank  him  and  tak« 
it  Tou  then  ask  Theodora  to  dance,  for  the  sets  are  going 
to  form.  Now  Theodora  never  dances,  so  she  will  refhse 
yon,  as  she  has  no  doubt  already  refused  Mr.  Malmaiflon." 

"  Well,  but  if  she  refuses  me,  what  good  to  ask  her  1" 

"  What  a  stupid  I  because  that  will  oblige  Mr.  Malmai* 
son,  standing  right  before  us  and  looking  at  me,  to  ask  me, 
if  f^om  nothing  but  politeness.  I  shi^  accept  the  invitation, 
and  you  will  remain  Ute-d-Ute  with  little  Theodora  the 
whole  evening,  if  you  choose,  for  if  the  heir  escape  me,  then 
Eve  has  disinherited  one  daughter  of  her  secret     Oome  1" 

The  brother  and  sister  arose  and  went  toward  the  yonng 
couple  who  were  the  objects  of  their  machinations.  And 
the  plan  of  Helen  succeeded  so  well  that  in  a  few  minutes 
she  found  herself  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Mr.  Malmaison,  at 
the  head  of  the  leading  quadrille,  while  Blaise  was  left 
to  terrify  little  Theodora  with  his  uncouth  figure  and  nglj 
face,  and  well  meant  but  blundering  attentions.  And  this  ^ 
lasted  all  the  evening,  for  Austin  Malmaison  did  not  escape 
the  thraldom  of  his  beautiful  enslaver. 

Yivia  remained  all  night,  and  early  the  next  morning  set 
off  on  foot  for  the  Convent,  keeping  along  the  conrae  of 
Mad  River,  under  the  shadow  of  the  mountain,  nntQ  she 
reached  Red  Ridge,  the  home  of  the  Wildmans,  where  she 
turned  into  the  farm-yard  and  went  up  to  the  honse.  It 
was  still  so  early  that  she  found  none  of  the  family  stining, 
except  old  Mrs.  Wildman,  who  uttered  an  ezclf^naiion  of 
pleasure  as  Yivia  entered. 

"  I  called  this  morning  to  take  leave  of  yon,  Mrs.  Wfld- 
man.  I  am  going  away  with  Mrs.  Malmaison;  bat  I  wish 
to  leave  with  you  this  comfort— that  I  had  a  talk  with 
Austin  last  evening,  and  told  him  all  your  struggles;  and 
he  promised  me  that  as  soon  as  he  should  reach  hisnujoritj, 
he  would  let  you  have  the  farm  at  the  price  his  fothor  had 
agreed  with  you  upon,  and  refund  to  you  all  the  money  that 
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lib  goftrdfan  hM  tnade  yon  pay  OTer  and  abore  your  rate  of 
rent  in  his  father's  time." 

''  Yon  blessed  angel !  it  is  you  I  have  to  thank  for  thia," 
•aid  the  old  lady,  warmly  g^rasping  her  two  hands. 

"  Not  at  all,  it  is  Austin,  and  I  will  tell  him  how  happy 
he  has  made  yon  !  And  now  good-by  1  I  shall  see  yon 
again  in  spring,"  exclaimed  Yiyia,  kissing  the  old  lady,  and 
mnning  off.  When  she  reached  the  Conrent  gate,  she 
found  Wakefield  Bmnton  sitting  on  the  stepi  of  the  portar'e 
lodge  studying  his  lesson,  but  in  a  very  despondent  attitude. 

"  Good  morning,  Wakefield :  how  are  yoa  getting  on  f " 
said  Viria,  cheerfully. 

"Sadly  enough,  Miss  OenerieTe,"  replied  the  yoath, 
losing  and  bowing. 

"  Why,  how  is  that  ?" 

"  I  bare  to  stay  away  from  school,  and  hire  out  erery 
day  that  I  can  get  a  day's  labor;  besides  that,  I  hare  to  do 
the  hardest  part  of  the  house- work,  and  all  the  garden-work. 
It  learcs  me  scarcely  any  time  for  study,"  said  the  yonth, 
discontentedly. 

"  Yet,  with  all  your  hinderances,  you  are  very  far  advanced 
for  one  of  your  age  I  Wakefield,  take  cdfrage  i  better  days 
are  just  dawning  for  you.  I  was  talkingnsnth  Austin  Hal- 
maison  last  evening,  about  a  primary  scp^l  for  boys  here. 
He  was  interested  in  the  plan,  he  is  so  sympathetic  and  gen- 
erous ;  and  he  has  promised  that  he  will  have  a  cheap 
school-house  built  for  the  present,  and  employ  a  young  man 
who  will  be  able  to  teach  for  the  small  salary  of  three  hun- 
dred dollars  a  year,  which  he  will  pay  out  of  his  allowance 
until  he  comes  of  age,  when  he  will  be  able  to  enlarge  the 
plan.  And,  Wakefield,  I  spoke  to  him  of  you,  and  he 
authorized  me  to  say  that  you  should  haye  the  place,  if  you 
wished  it.  The  school-room  will  be  built  immediately,  and 
the  school  opened  as  soon  as  it  is  finished." 

To  understand  the  Joy  this  gaye,  yon  should  have 
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the  jonth's  beaming  face,  and  dancing  radiant  qre^  that 

soon  melted  into  tears,  as  he  said — 

"  How  much  I  have  to  bless  yoa  for  I" 

**  Xo — it  is  Austin,  that  you  and  many  others  will  haye 
to  bless — now,  Wakefield,  good-by !  I  am  going  away  oa 
Monday.  I  shall  probably  be  gone  all  the  aatamn  and  win* 
ter,  but  I  shall  see  you  again  in  the  spring,  and  when  I 
come  back  I  shall  find  yoa  quite  a  person  in  authority. ** 

''  Going !  are  you  going  away  1  you !"  exclaimed  the 
youth  anxiously. 

"  Yes,  Wakefield,  I  am  going  with  Mrs.  Malmaison  to 
the  city." 

"  And  with  Austin — he  is  high  bom,  he  is  wealthy,  he  is 
handsome  and  accomplished,  and — and— you  have  great 
power  with  him,"  cried  the  youth,  faltering,  uneasily. 

Yivia  held  out  both  her  hands  to  him,  saying — 

"  Yes,  Wakefield,  that  is  all  true — he  is  my  coasin-— my 
Jirsi  cousin  you  know,  which  is  only  one  remove  from  a 
brother." 

"  Oh  !  oh  I  is  he  !"  exclaimed  the  other  with  irrepressible 
satisfaction. 

"  Yes,"  said  li^yia  severing  one  sunny  curl  from  her  bead 
— -''  here,  Wakefield,  keep  this  in  memory  of  me,  nntU  I 
come  back  in  the^Bpring,"  and  ere  the  boy  could  thank  her, 
she  put  it  in  his  hand  with  a  smile,  and  ran  away. 

Yivia  entered  the  private  parlor  of  the  Abbess,  whomahe 
found,  as  usual,  at  her  reading  and  writing  table. 

The  lady  arose  and  opened  her  arms,  and  the  young  girl 
flew  fondly  to  the  offered  embrace,  and  even  while  they  stood 
thus,  the  Abbess  looking  down  fondly  upon  the  bright  head 
resting  against  her  own  dark  draped  bosom,*  Yivia  spoke— 

'*  I  have  scarcely  known  Austin  a  day,  dear  Mother,  yet 
feel  as  if  the  time  had  never  been  when  I  was  not  as  inti- 
mate with  him  as  now.— And  that  is  because  Austin  em* 
bodies  all  those  fine  old  ideals  of  excellence  in  poetiy  moi 
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AMe  with  which  I  hftre  Ifred  fkmilfarlj  all  my  Hfe.  Per- 
haps that  was  the  reason  also  whj  I  possessed  the  magio 
key  that  opened  eyerj  chamber  in  the  temple  of  AustiD's 
glorions  spirit.  1  saw  all  the  treasures  of  his  soul.  The 
gennineness  of  none  I  donbted,  the  strength  of  some  I 
proved.  He  is  enthusiastic,  generous,  and  nnselfish  to  % 
romantic  degree.  He  is  every  thing  that  his  most  excellent 
friend  conid  wish  him.  We  shall  have  great  Joj  In  onr 
Anstin,  Mother !  Come,  sit  down  in  yonr  chair  I  let  me  sit 
at  yonr  feet  and  tell  yon  what  yonr  Anstin  is  abont  to  do." 

"  My  Austin  I"  exclaimed,  the  Abbess,  in  surprise  and 
alarm. 

Yivia  closed  the  lady's  pale  and  qnlTeringlipe  with  a  kiss 
like  a  sacred  pledge  of  confidence ;  and  gently  urged  her 
into  her  easy  seat,  and  sat  down  upon  the  mg  at  her  feet; 
and  resting  her  bright  head  against  her  lap,  began  and  re- 
lated all  the  generous  and  benevolent  intentions  of  Anstin ; 
while  the  dark-eyed  Abbess  listened  with  her  heart. 

For  the  few  days  that  they  continued  to  pass  together, 
Vivia  cheered  the  spirits  of  the  desponding  lady,  and  bright- 
ened all  the  future  to  her  hopes. 

In  the  mean  time,  Anstin  at  Mount  Storm,  had  not  failed 
to  improve  his  acquaintance  with  the  little,  delicate,  fawn- 
eyed  girl  that  he  had  met  the  previous  evening,  and  had 
found  so  interesting^.  He  gained  Theodora's  confidence, 
and  persuaded  her  to  let  him  see  some  of  her  paintings ; 
and  he  gradually  drew  her  on  to  speak,  bhyly,  of  her  artist 
hopes  and  aspirations.  And  he  gained  her  promise  to  paint 
for  him  a  picture,  the  subject  of  her  own  selection,  for 
a  Christmas  gift  And  next  he  gained  her  permission 
to  select  and  send  to  her  some  fine  engravings.  He 
coaxed  her  out  to  walk  also,  and  gnided  her  timid  foot- 
steps up  the  loftiest  heights  of  the  monntains  to  the  nearly 
inaccessible  but  finest  points  of  view.  The  new  friendship 
springing  up  between  Anstin  and  Theodora  excited  only  • 
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transient  surprise,  and  all  nneasiness  was  qnelled  by  the  M» 
flectioQ  : — "  Oh,  it  is  nothing  but  compassion  that  actnates 
Austin.  It  was  the  same  principle  in  Genevieye's  condaok 
Both  pity  the  poor  little  thing,  and  she  is  only  a  child." 

And  so  a  few  goldeu  days  passed — days  of  deep  and  ear- 
nest interest  to  the  young  man's  heart ;  days  of  new,  aweet^ 
strange  joy  to  the  gentle  girl's  life. 

And  then  came  the  day  of  departure.  And  Mrs.  Mai* 
maison's  superb  traveling  carriage,  occupied  by  that  lady's 
self,  Yivia  and  Austin,  and  followed  by  a  second  yehicle 
containing  the  servants  and  the  baggage,  aet  off  from 
Mount  Storm,  en  route  for  the  city. 

And  in  one  month  from  that  day,  the  doctor,  Mrs.  Thog^ 
morton,  and  Miss  Garland  accepted  an  invitation  from  Mrs. 
Malmaison,  and  left  Mount  Storm  for  a  visit  of  some  weeks. 
And  Theodora  was  left  alone  with  the  servants  who  were 
in  chargi  of  the  old  mansion. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

YOUNG     LOVE. 

Maiden  I  since  we  met  thee  last, 

O'er  thy  bruw  a  change  hath  past ; 

In  the  softness  of  thine  eyes. 

Deep  and  still  a  mystery  lies ; 

From  thy  Tolce  there  thriUs  a  tone, 

Nerer  to  thy  ohUdhood  known. — Jlemutnt. 

Theodora  was  alone  at  Mount  Storm ;  alone  with  her 
beautiful  and  glorious  dreams.  A  new  inspiration  animated 
her  genius,  and  a  new  feature  appeared  in  her  pietarei. 
Now  she  scarcely  needed  Yivia's  life-giving  touch  to  make 
her  figures  speak.  There  was  the  new  glow  of  vitality 
through  all  her  works,  for  now  a  life-giving  power 
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br— lihed  into  her  own  spirit — breathed  through  those  who 
loTed  her  into  life.  Yivia  and  Anstin  loved  her  and  found 
pleainre  in  her  pictures,  and  now  to  realize  the  heavenly 
visions  of  her  soul  for  those  two  alone  was  happineM 
enciigh. 

One  creation  began  to  dawn  upon  her  canvas — at  once 
an  ideal  picture  and  a  true  portrait— a  work  that  in  itsprO' 
gress  absorbed  her  whole  soul,  yet  one  that  she  would  have 
instinctively  covered  on  hearing  a  footstep  in  the  sanctuary 
of  her  attic  studio. 

One  morning  she  stood  before  her  easel  contemplating^ 
studying,  and  touching  this  picture  here  and  there  as  inspi- 
ration guided.  She  was  wholly  wrapped  in  her  woik— 
eveiy  faculty  of  mind  and  body — seeing,  hearing,  feeling, 
thought — was  held  in  abeyance  or  was  concentrated  upon 
her  picture  She  heard  no  footstep,  no  door  open,  saw  ao 
human  form,  perceived  no  presence  near  until  a  hand  sailed 
her  picture  from  its  stand,  and  a  voice  laughed  aloud,  ex- 
claiming, 

"  I  do  declare,  Theodora,  if  you  haven't  painted  Austin 
Malmaison's  portrait  I" — said  Helen  Wildman,  the  last  per- 
son in  the  world  whom  she  could  have  wished  to  see  in  her 
sanctuary,  stood  laughing  immoderately  at  the  consterna- 
tion she  had  caused. 

**  Please  to  put  it  down,  Helen  I  Oh  I  dear,  please  do 
put  it  down/'  pleaded  Theodora. 

Aud  wheu  Miss  Wildman  perceived  that  she  was  not  only 
surprising  but  really  distressing  the  girl,  she  replaced  the 
picture  and  gazed  at  her  soberly,  seriously,  searchingly,  and 
from  her  to  the  portrait,  and  back  and  forth  several  times, 
until  Theodora's  pale  face  grew  crimson  under  the  infliction. 

But  whatever  was  passing  in  Helen's  mind  upon  the  sub- 
jects of  her  scrutiny  remained  for  the  preseot  her  own  secret^ 
she  onlj  said, 

"  1  was  looking  from  your  work  to  your  fiice,  Theodora, 


286  viYiA. 

to  see  if  I  coald  find  ont  where  the  secret  otjonr  iUn  Vm, 
bat  I  cannot  find  it ;  there  is  nothing  in  year  little  face  to 
promise  anj  thing  of  the  sort.  I  wonder  why  I  cant  mato 
pictures,  too.     Why  can't  I,  do  you  think  f " 

"  I  suppose  it  is  because  you  don't  love  to  make  them  aa 
I  do,'*  answered  the  young  artist. 

Helen  had  thrown  down  her  beaver  hat,  and  dropped  her* 
self  into  a  chair  near  the  fire-place,  where  a  little  cheerful 
wood  fire  was  burning. 

Theodora  reversed  her  picture  on  her  easel,  and  drew  a 
chair  near  that  of  Helen,  to  keep  her  company  while  she 
should  remain. 

J  cannot  take  upon  me  to  state  the  relative  proportions 
in  the  mixed  motives  of  ennui,  caprice,  and  benevolence 
that  sent  Miss  Wild  man  to  see  the  lonely  little  recluse ;  bnt 
J  know  that  she  credited  herself  with  benevolence  aUme^^ 
and  that  before  she  left,  another,  and  by  far  the  most  power- 
ful motive,  was  added  to  her  incentives  to  cultivate  the  ac- 
quaintance of  the  girl  artist.  ''I  thought  you  wonld  be 
lonesome  here,  Theodora,  and  so  I  just  ran  over  to  see  how 
you  were  getting  along.  I  do  think  it  was  shocking  in  yoor 
uncle  and  aunt  to  leave  you  in  the  house  with  no  one  bnt 
the  negroes  for  company." 

"  But  they  are  trustworthy  servants,  Helen  ;  and  I  am 
very  well  satisfied  I" 

'*  Well !  but  you  must  not  mope.  You  must  come  over 
to  Red  Ridge  and  see  me  often,  won't  you  ?" 

"  Thank  you  I     May-be  I     I  cannot  promise  I" 

"  Oh  !  but  you  wUl  promise  I  Come  once  !  Just  once  / 
I  will  come  and  fetch  you,"  pleaded  Helen. 

In  those  days  and  in  that  neighborhood  animal  magne- 
tism had  never  been  heard  of. 

Now  Helen  Wildman  unconsciously  possessed  and  exer- 
cised a  very  high  degree  of  magnetic  power.  Helen  knew 
of  course  that  she  had  a  very  strong  will  of  her  own,  and 
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thit  it  generally  bad  its  way ;  yet»  in  ber  fg^oranee  of  magt- 
neUsm,  or  rather  of  the  name  of  magnetism,  she  often  won- 
dered why  it  was  that  people  yielded  to  her  so  readily. 
And  poor  little  Theodora,  on  her  part,  bad  an  extremely 
delicate,  susceptible,  impressible  nature,  and  fihe  too,  in  her 
ignorauce  of  magnetism,  wondered  bow  now  she  yielded  to 
Helen  against  her  own  better  Judgment.  Helen  tnmed 
the  conrersation  to  the  party  at  which  they  had  last  met^ 
and  then  by  easy  gradatious  to  Austin  Malmaison,  and  the 
days  be  had  spent  at  Mount  Storm,  and  the  walks  and  talks 
be  bad  bad  with  Theodora.  And  the  young  reduce,  though 
with  most  persons  and  upon  nearly  all  occasions,  singulariy 
shy  and  reserved,  now  found  herself,  against  her  better  rear 
son,  yielding  np  to  Helen's  demand,  all'  the  external  fkcts 
of  her  late  life's  history ;  how  Austin  had  taken  an  interest 
in  her  pictures,  hoW  he  coaxed  her  out  and  guided  her 
trembling  feet  up  to  the  mountain  heights  to  the  grand 
Tiews  she  had  never  seen  before  ;  and  how  she  was  to  paint 
a  picture  for  him,  and  to  receire  soon  a  roll  of  fine  engra- 
Tings. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  Helen  concluded  her  Tisit.  When 
she  reached  home  that  erening  she  said  to  her  brother — 

"Blaise  I  if  you  care  any  thing  about  that  little  caprice 
of  yours,  you  had  better  look  after  her  I  Austin  Malmaison 
has  taken  a  fancy  to  her,  just  as  sure  as  I  stand  here  telling 
you  of  it  I'* 

"  I  don't  believe  it  I  she  is  such  a  mere  child  I  the  little, 
little  creature!" 

"  So  she  is,  yet  you  fell  in  love  with  her." 

"  Golly  I  80  I  did,  Nell  I  I  never  thought  of  that  I  But 
she  don't  care  for  Austin  I  Don't  now,  Nell  I  don't  say  she 
dots  I  she's  too  little,  you  know  I  such  a  tiny,  tiny  girl." 

"No,  she  don't  care  for  him  yet;  except  as  a  sort  of 
second  Yivia.  She  loves  Yivia  and  Austin  as  though  thej 
were  her  brother  and  sister ;  but  though  her  love  for  Vina 
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can  never  change,  her  affection  for  Aastin  maj.  Now  Hi 
ten  to  me,  Blaise  1  '  make  haj  while  the  son  shines ;'  the 
present  is  yoai  Terj  best  opportunity.  That  dainty  yonng 
gentleman  is  necessarily  oat  of  the  way ;  the  coast  ii 
clear,  the  girl's  heart  is  free,  her  hand  is  disengaged,  and*-I 
should  love  her  for  a  sister-in-law,  and  I  will  help  yon,  to 
the  best  of  my  ability,  to  obtain  her." 

"  But  she  is  so  young  yet — (he  little,  liUle  creeUure^^^  said 
Blaise,  dwelling  foudly  on  these  last  words ; ''  and  if  I  should 
court  her  in  earnest  now,  it  might  frighten  her  and  set  her 
against  me,  so  that  I  might  never  get  her." 

"  Oh  1  Ileaven  mind  your  wits  I  you  need  not  frighten 
her ;  but  you  can  begin  to  be  very  good  to  her,  can  yoa 
not  ?  and  I  will  be  with  you  to  play  propriety — ^" 

— "  You  play  propriety  1" 

— ''And  to  keep  you  in  countenance.  And  when  Mr& 
Thogmorton  comes  home,  she  will  begin  to  have  an  idea  I 
,  And  she  will  be  on  your  side.  And  you  will  continue  to  go 
there.  And  so  your  marriage  with  Theodora  will  gradually 
grow  to  be  considered  a  settled  thing,  and  Theodora  will  na 
more  find  strength  of  mind  enough  to  object  to  it,  than  ih» 
would  to  oppose  the  sun  coming  up,  or  any  other  fore-or- 
dained event  in  nature.  And  so  you'll  get  her  in  propel 
time." 

Blaise  mused  awhile  and  then  said, 

"  I  don't  think  she  fancied  me  at  the  party.  But  then 
she  might  fancy  me  better  on  a  longer  acquaintance.  Anj« 
how,  if  she  don't  like  me  at  first,  if  I  only  get  her,  I  shall 
be  so  good  to  her,  I  shall  be  such  a  slave  to  her,  that  iha 
can't  help  liking  me,  though  I  mayn't  be  so  rich,  or  io 
good-looking,  and  soft-spoken,  and  book-learned  as  tome. 
And  I  know  myself,  if  I  was  the  richest,  and  the  leamedeil^ 
and  the  best-looking  man  in  the  state,  I  couldn't  love  Theo- 
dora any  better  than  I  do — and  if  I  had  the  pick  of  the 
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whole  eonntry,  I  couldn't  look  away  firom  her  littioy  littla 
face!" 

''There  I  I  am  not  Theodora  I  Only  do  as  I  say,  and 
yoa'll  get  her;  and  afterward, -Blaise,  if  yon  don't  make  her 
happy  as  the  day  is  long,  I  myself,  I — seeing  she  has  no  one 
el«e  to  take  her  part — will  call  yon  to  account  for  it ;  I 
dreamt  once  of  killing  a  man  in  a  duel  I" 

''III  ever  neglect  or  ill-treat  Aer,  seeing  I  may  be  so 
near  Heaven  as  to  get  her  t  Why,  look  here,  Nell  I  I'd 
cnt  my  tongne  out  and  bait  fish-hooks  with  it,  before  it 
should  speak  one  word  that  wasn't  loving  to  that  litUe, 
shrinking  creature." 

''I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Helen,  who  felt  that  she  had 
rather  a  difficult  account  to  settle  with  her  own  conscience 
for  these  machinations. 

Diana  of  the  Woods,  as  she  was,  Helen  had  let  her  wild 
heart  escape  her  own  custody,  and  fall  captive  to  the  hand- 
some  heir  of  Mount  Storm,  and  consequently  had  quite  a 
personal  interest  in  the  success  of  Basil's  suit  to  TheodoriL 

Helen  was  full  as  good  as  her  word,  and  quite  surprised 
at  her  own  success.  She  visited  Theodora  frequently, 
caressed  her  fondly,  and  made  herself  in  some  sort  necessary 
to  the  loving,  clinging  nature  of  the  solitary  child.  She 
drew  her  sometimes  out  to  spend  a  day  and  night  at  Red 
Kidge ;  and  when  the  season  deepened  into  winter,  and  the 
hunting  season  commenced,  she  used  all  the  influence  she 
possessed  to  persuade  Theodora  to  join  herself  and  Blaise 
and  Wakefield  in  their  hunting  expeditions. 

She  had  an  additional  motive  for  enticing  her  little  friend 
to  make  one  of  these  parties  ;  it  was  this :  she  at  her  pres- 
ent age  of  joung  womanhood,  began  to  feel  conscious  of 
a  certain  indelicacy  in  being  the  only  female  in  a  party  of 
hunters,  even  though  one  of  that  party  was  her  own  elder 
brother.  This  feeling  was  not  strong  enough  to  conquer 
her  passion  for  wild  sports ;  bnt  it  was  quite  enough  to 
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make  her  very  much  in  earnest  in  trying  to  pennade  Tlieo- 
dora  to  become  her  companion  in  them. 

And  in  this  attempt  Helen  was  more  soccessful  than  she 
had  dared  to  hope.  For  apart  from  the  magnetic  power 
of  the  beautiful  and  self-willed  gipsy  over  the  gentle,  sus- 
cej)tible  nature  of  the  lonely  child,  there  was  a  pictaresqne 
and  romantic  aspect  about  the  wild  life  of  the  bra^e,  adven- 
turous girl,  that  possessed  a  strong  attraction  for  the  yoang 
enthusiast.  The  artist-mind  of  Theodora  very  highly  ap- 
preciated the  handsome  and  spirited  Helen.  She  sketched 
her  twice,  first  as  the  goddess  Diana,  and  next  as  Die  Ver^ 
non  ;  and  the  latter  she  transferred  to  her  canvas  to  finish 
in  her  best  style  of  art. 

There  was  no  one  to  oppose  Helen's  infloence  over  Theo- 
dora ;  she  had  the  whole  field  to  herself,  and  took  posses- 
sion, of  coarse.  Sometimes  Theodora  felt  that  neither 
Vivia  nor  Austin  would  approve  of  her  joining  the  anfemi- 
nine  sports  of  Helen  Wildman ;  but  this  was  a  dim,  distant^ 
almost  unreal  instinct ;  while  the  opposing  inflaence  of 
Helen  was  very  strong,  near  and  real. 

When  Helen  had  one  of  these  hunting  parties  in  view; 
she  usually  came  over  in  the  afternoon  to  Mount  Storm,  and 
coaxed  Theodora  to  return  with  her  to  Red  Ridge,  and 
from  that  place  enticed  her  off  early  the  next  morning,  if 
they  were  going  after  rabbits  or  birds,  or  at  night  if  the  coon 
were  the  object  of  pursuit.  The  party  usually  consisted  of 
Helen,  Basil,  Theodora,  Wakefield,  one  of  the  negro  men, 
and  a  couple  or  two  of  pointers  and  setters. 

Theodora  was  only  half  willing  and  half  afraid  when  mak- 
ing one  of  these  expeditions,  and  was  ever  striving  to  con- 
quer the  girlish  tendencies  of  her  heart,  as  if  to  be  sensitive 
and  full  of  compassion  were  something  to  be  ashamed  of  and 
to  be  overcome. 

It  was  a  curious  point  to  observe  that  both  Basil  and 
Wakefield  treated  Helen  with  an  off-hand  indifference,  aa 
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tlioDgh  she  had  been  a  third  boy,  which  indeed  they  seemed 
to  consider  her,  while  they  addressed  themselves  to  serve  and 
assist  Theodora  as  thoogh  she  were  the  only  girl  of  ^le 
party,  in  some  strange,  involantary  way  cast  among  them. 
And  this  went  on  nntil  Helen  suddenly  woke  to  the  knowledge 
that,  with  all  her  beanty,  she  was  not  now  receiving,  and 
that  she  never  had  received,  her  "  dues"  of  service  and  re- 
spect from  the  boys.  This  first  ronsed  her  wrath,  and  then 
set  her  to  searching  for  the  cause,  which  she  was  hot  long 
in  finding.  It  was  not  in  her  nature  to  permit  this  neglect 
to  continue,  so  that  she  became  as  troublesome  and  as  ex* 
acting  as  she  could  possibly  be. 

Basil's  jealousy  awoke  about  the  same  time.  It  gave  him 
the  greatest  uneasiness  when  Wakefield  anticipated  him  in 
helping  Theodora  over  a  fence  or  up  a  steep.  And  in 
rejoining  the  little  girl,  in  passing  Wakefield,  he  would 
whisper  gruffly, 

"  Go  help  Helen,  can't  you  I" 

And  Wake  would  look  at  him  in  a  sort  of  amazement, 
and  go  and  do  as  he  was  bid — which,  by-the-way,  would  not 
prevent  him  from  flying  to  the  assistance  of  Theodora  at 
the  very  next  opportunity.  And  this  continued  until  Basil 
could  endure  it  no  longer,  and  was  forced  to  take  an  occa- 
sion to  say  to  his  companion, 

"Wakefield,  we  have  been  friends  a  good  many  years. 
Kow  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  favor.  Just  you  attend  to 
yourself,  or  to  Nelly,  or  to  any  thing  else  you  like,  only  leave 
little  Daughter  to  me." 

Wakefield  looked  searchingly  in  the  rugged,  irregular 
face  of  his  friend  a  moment,  and  then  with  the  involuntary 
exclamation  of  "  It  isn't  possible  I -'  gave  the  required 
pledj^e. 

And  thenceforth  in  all  their  expeditions,  WakeGeld  be* 
came  the  beau-cavalier  of  Helen,  and  Basil  devoted  himself 
to  Theodora.    Considerate,  tender,  and  delicate  as  his  rough. 
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antatored  natare  pennitted  him  to  be,  was  Basil  in  Iila  stfasn- 
tions  to  the  young  girl.  Ho  called  her  "  Daaghter."  And 
Theodora  grew  to  like  him  in  the  character  of  a  anrt 
of  a  rugged  young  bear  of  a  father  or  elder  brother ; 
just  upon  the  same  principles  that  she  looked  upon 
old  Pharaoh  as  an  antediluvian «"  uncle."  She  certainly 
never  remotely  dreamed  of  Blaise  as  a  lover ;  such  an  idea 
would  have  frightened  her  forever  from  the  party.  Blaise, 
though  very  obtuse  in  most  respects,  had  in  some  blunder- 
ing manner  stumbled  upon  the  knowledge  of  this  truth,  and 
therefore  he  continued  to  call  her  **  Daughter,"  aod  was 
careful  to  keep  up  the  fiction  of  his  assumed  paternal  rela- 
tion to  hide  the  fact  of  his  real  position  in  regard  to  her. 
Thus  passed  the  autumn  and  the  first  weeks  of  winter. 

It  was  drawing  near  Christmas,  when  one  day  Theodora, 
sitting  sewing  at  her  garret  window,  saw  Blaise  Wildman 
driving  a  carriage  up  the  winding  road  that  led  to  Mount 
Storm.  She  saw  that  there  was  a  deal  box  in  the  cart,  but 
felt  too  little  interest  to  wonder  about  it  The  cart,  as  it 
approached  the  house,  wound  up  out  of  her  line  of  vision, 
and  passed  also  out  of  her  thoughts,  until  there  was  a  rap 
at  the  door,  and  old  Pharaoh  put  his  head  in  and  said, 

*'  Miss  Theodora,  chile,  here's  Marse  Basil  Wileman  come 
long  o'  some  box  for  you,  out'n  Eyrie." 

In  much  perplexity  and  doubt  Theodora  hurried  down 
stairs,  where  she  found  Basil  standing  in  the  hall  giving 
directions  to  two  negro  men  who  were  bringing  in  a  paeb 
ing  box. 

"How  dy'do,  little  Daughter?  I  was  at  Eyrie  tkit 
morning,  and  happened  to  see  at  the  commission  store  this 
big  box  that  come  down  from  the  city  for  you.  80  I  jnst 
gave  the  fellow  an  acknowledgment  for  it,  and  got  it  pnt 
upon  my  cart  and  brought  it  over.  Where  did  it  coma 
from  ?  who  sent  it  ?  what's  in  it.  Daughter  f " 

'  Indeed  I  don't  know  any  thing  at  all  abont  it,  ud  Z 
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cant  think  I"  said  Theodora,  stooping  down  to  read  her 
name  and  address  in  fall  npon  the  top. 

"  There  is  no  mistake,  yon  see  I"  said  Blaise. 

"  No.  Anstin  promised  to  send  me  a  roll  of  engraTings ; 
bat  I  expected  them  through  the  post-office  in  the  same 
way  that  I  get  the  drawing  paper  that  YiTia  sends.  Open 
the  box,  Mr.  Blaise,  and  see  what  is  in  it" 

**  That's  easier  said  than  done,  Daughter ;  bat  well  try. 
Here  I  yoa  fellows  I  get  me  a  strong  chisel,  and  a  big  hammer 
and  a  hatchet" 

When  the  tools  were  brought  and  the  box  opened  and 
unpacked,  it  was  found  to  contain,  first  a  packet  of  very  fine 
engrayings,  then  a  packet  of  books  treating  npon  the  art  of 
painting,  a  parcel  of  drawing  paper,  leaf  irory,  and  pre- 
pared canvas,  a  large  mahogany  box  of  the  best  oil  colors, 
a  box  of  the  finest  water  colors,  several  sheaves  of  paint 
brushes  and  pencils — and  lastly,  a  fine  black  walnut  silver- 
mounted  easel,  in  three  parts,  that  could  be  easily  set  up  or 
taken  down,  and  packed  if  necessary  in  a  very  small  com- 
pass. 

Theodora  was  so  undemonstrative  that  no  one  could  have 
guessed  her  intense  delight  and  wonder  at  the  possession  of 
these  treasures.  They  seemed  to  her  a  fortune,  whose  value 
was  not  to  be  computed  or  realized,  the  reception  of  which 
must  form  an  era  in  her  life  aod  color  all  her  destiny.  While 
with  beating  heart  and  beaming  eyes  she  contemplated  her 
wondrous  wealth,  Blaise  was  contemplating  A^r,  and  wishing 
that  he  himself  had  had  the  money  and  the  knowledge  and 
the  forethought  to  have  procured  her  this  happiness — and 
he  could  not  help  exclaiming  jealously, 

"  The  doctor  is  wonderful  good  all  of  a  sudden  I" 

"The  doctor  I  dear  me,  it  was  not  the  doctor,  but  Mr. 
Malmaison  that  sent  them  I" 

"  Mr. — ''  Blaise  repressed  the  malediction  that  arose  to 
his  lips.    This  was  worse  than  before. 
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Theodora  began  to  fill  her  arms  with  as  many  of  her 
ireasnres  as  she  could  carry  to  remove  them  np  stairs.  And 
Blaise  conquered  his  ill-hamor,  and  helped  her  to  carry 
them  to  her  attic.  And  then  helped  her  to  set  np  her  easel, 
and  arrange  her  other  articles,  and  he  promised  to  make 
oaken  frames  for  her  pictures,  and  hang  them  for  her,  and 
then  reluctantly  took  his  leave. 

That  night  Theodora  could  not  close  her  eyes  for  Joy. 
And  the  next  day  she  was  up  with  the  first  dawn  of  morning 
to  review  her  riches.  But  in  the  course  of  the  following 
afternoon  Helen  came  over,  and  used  all  her  arts  of  persaa- 
£ion  to  take  Theodora  off  to  Red  Ridge  for  the  evening. 

Upon  the  first  of  January  the  doctor  and  his  family  re* 
turned,  uncxpecte'dly,  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Malmaison  and 
Yivia,  but  not  by  Austin,  who  remained  behind  at  College. 
Mrs.  Malmaison  had  run  np  only  for  a  week's  sojoom  to 
give  directions  about  the  interior  adornment  of  her  mansioiiy 
that  was  now  nearly  completed.  The  meeting  between 
Yivia  and  Theodora  was  full  of  emotion,  especially  on  tho 
part  of  the  latter,  as  if  they  had  been  separated  for  years. 

Yivia  also  had  her  private  mission  down  in  the  valley*-* 
this  woB  as  Austin's  substitute,  to  pay  the  workmen  the 
balance  due  for  finishing  and  furnishing  the  little  school* 
room,  and  see  the  young  teacher  duly  inaugurated.  Yivia 
took  Theodora  with  her  wherever  she  went  to  superintend 
this  business,  which  with  equal  promptitude  and  skin  she 
soon  completed.  Every  dav  also  she  contrived  to  spend 
some  hours  at  the  Convent,  to  cheer  and  enliven  the  sad 
heart  of  the  Abbess. 

Yivia  had  not  been  many  days  in  the  valley,  before  she 
learned  with  surprise  and  pain,  the  growing  intimacy  be- 
tween her  little  Dora  and  the  young  Wildmans ;  and  aha 
was  still  more  shocked  and  grieved  to  find  that  Theodora 
had  been  drawn  in  to  join  their  reckless  sports.  Tme  Yivia 
reflected  that  the  lonely  and  isolated  girl,  with  her  depend 
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eMt  tad  clinglag  nature,  most  ineiitabljluite  beea  attneiei 
by  Helen's  trenchant,  coarageoai  indiridiialitj,  aod  so  sbe 
wondered  less  than  she  griered.  Bnt  she  expoetnlated  with 
Theodora— 

"  I  do  not  ask  yon,  loTe,  to  break  with  Helen,  for  tiiai 
wonld  scarcely  be  jnst ;  bnt  Join  no  more  of  their  huntings. 
Yon  hare  not  been  accustomed  to  snch  things ;  yon  are  not 
like  Helen,  who  has  all  her  life  been  the  COTipanion  of  her 
brother's  amnsements  of  erery  kind.  But  yonr  natore  is 
too  delicate  for  snch  mde  associations,  and  yonr  little  frame 
too  fragile  for  snch  violent  and  daagerons  sports,''  sha 
wonld  say  as  she  tenderly,  protecUngly  embraoed  bar  pro- 
tege. 

And  Theodora  resolred  that  she  wonld  follow  Titia^ 
oonnseL    Alas  I  for  good  resolutions. 

At  the  end  of  the  week,  YiTia  hanng  seen  young  Wake* 
field  Brunton  fairly  established  at  the  head  of  his  little  school 
of  fifteen  pupils,  and  having  bidden  adieu  to  the  AbbeM, 
and  bestowed  her  parting  kiss  upon  Theodora,  departed 
with  Mrs.  Malmaison  for  the  city. 

As  soon  as  the  field  was  clear,  the  temptress  reappeared. 
Helen  found  great  difficulty  in  re-establishing  her  power 
orer  Theodora, — it  took  timq  and  perseverance ;  bnt  she 
succeeded  at  last.  She  coaxed  her  over  to  Bed  Bidge, 
to  spend  a  few  days.  Mrs.  Thogmorton  favored  the  virit, 
and  Theodora  went.  During  her  stay  a  snow*storm  aroee^ 
and  still  further  protracted  her  visit 

It  was  the  second  day  after  the  storm,  when  the  ground 
was  all  covered  with  snow,  that  being  Saturday  and  a 
holiday,  Wakefield  Brnnton  came  to  Red  Ridge,  to  invite 
Blaise  Wildman  to  go  upon  the  mountain  and  shoot  partrld* 
ges.  Blaise  readily  consented,  and  Helen  volunteered  to 
be  of  the  party,  and  set  herself  to  coax  and  worry  Theodora 
into  joiriing  her.  It  was  in  vain  that  Theodora  endeavored 
to  plead  off.     Helen  would  hear  of  no  refdsaL    Theodora 
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Alone,  with  no  one  to  lostain  her,  had  UtUe  iBbei«it|N.inrr 
of  resistance,  and  she  relnctantly  consented. 

It  was  still  quite  earij  in  the  morning  when  thef  set 
forth.  It  was  yerj  cold' and  the  narrow  way  frosen  hard, 
and  the  surface  was  so  slippery,  that  it  was  difficult  for  Ihem 
to  walk  on  the  level  ground,  and  veiy  dangeroni  on  the 
mouDtain  side. 

The  joung  men  trod  firmly  and  safely.  And  Helen  step- 
ped with  a  free,  elastic,  sure  foot  But  Theodora  moTod 
tremblingly,  with  fearful  uncertainty — often  slipping,  aome- 
times  foiling,  and  always  pale  and  trembling,  yet  ashamed 
to  betray  her  timidity  and  awkwardness  beside  the  eonrage^ 
grace,  and  agility  of  the  spirited  Helen.  Basil  helped  The- 
odora as  much  as  possible,  carefully  supporting  and  gniding 
her  footsteps,  nntil  they  began  to  ascend  the  mountain  hj 
the  narrow  path  that  obliged  them  to  walk  in  single  file. 

It  was  upon  the  summit  of  the  ridge  that  the  sport  begni|, 
and  continued  with  great  success  for  two  hours  or  more. 
Necessarily  the  party  was  frequently  separated,  and  scattered 
oTer  the  ridg^.  In  the  excitement  of  the  sport,  Theodar% 
who  was  only  a  spectator,  was  often  forgotten  by  eveiT  om 
but  Blaise,  who  never  went  far  from  her  side. 

But  at  last  toward  the  end  of  the  moming'i  amnaeme^ti 
Helen  with  her  powder-flask  and  shot-pouch  empty,  and  her 
game-bag  full,  returned  to  the  side  of  her  friend,  when 
Blaise,  with  his  two  dogs,  his  gun  and  his  spoils,  alriady 
stood  waiting.  Wakefield,  the  old  negro,  andiheir  polnftm, 
had  not  yet  made  their  appearance ;  but  Blaise  said — 

"  We  will  not  wait  for  them  to  come,  Helen.  Jiuk,«s 
likely  as  not  they  have  started  a  hare,  that  has  led  thep 
miles  away  from  this.  And  Daughter  is  so  pale  with  firt^gna 
and  cold  and  fright  and  what  not,  that  she  looka  rea^T  ^ 
die;  so  we  will  take  her  home  directly." 

They  immediately  began  to  descend  the  monnfain  ^i^ 
and  Blaise  assisted  Theodora  with  the  utmost  tendocneaa  and 
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cttei  unto  tliej  hid  gone  a  feir  yiidi  in  the  deaieiity  when 
■oddenly  a  flock  of  partridges  sprang  op  almoetin  Iheir  path» 
and  flew  on  before  them.  Blaise  forgot  every  thing  else  in 
his  sportsman's  instinct^  and  raising  his  gnn,  shot  into  the 
flock,  bringing  down  seTeral  birds,  that  fell  at  Tarioas  diar 
tancea— then  he  ran,  springing  from  point  to  point  dowa 
the  precipice,  after  the  dogs  that  had  dashed  on  befoiQk 
He  was  soon  oat  of  sights  thongh  not  qoite  ont  of  hearing, 
as  he  shonted — 

*'  Come  CD,  girls  I" 

Helen  took  him  at  his  word,  and  crjiag— "  Ooma  on, 
Theodora  1"  lightly  dropped  from  crag  to  crag  by  the  aid 
of  the  cedar  bashes,  and  then  sped  down  the  monntain-path. 
Theodora  attempted  to  follow,  going  timidly,  caatioosly, 
holding  by  the  saplings  to  steady  herself,  but  almost  afraid 
to  let  go,  and  drop  as  Helen  did,  least  she  should  not  be 
able  to  stop.  So  she  went  on  in  fear  and  trembling  for  a 
few  yards,  giddy  when  she  dared  to  look  at  the  precipice 
below  her  feet,  till  at  last,  in  goiog  down  a  rery  steep  and 
slippery  place,  her  feet  suddenly  flew  from  under  her,  her 
frail  clasp  upon  a  dry  sapling  was  Jerked  away,  and  she  was 
precipitated  to  the  rocks  below.  One  wild  terrific  scream, 
uttered  in  falliDg,  had  reached  the  ear  of  Blaise,  and  almost 
palsied  the  heart  in  his  bosom,  for  he  at  once  divined  its 
cause. 

Instantly  by  a  great  effort  recorering  his  panic,  he  mshed 
back  upon  the  mountain-path,  looking  right  and  left,  and 
soon  came  upon  the  form  of  Theodora  stretched  upon  the 
rocks,  blood-stained,  pale,  insensible,  perhaps  dead  I  With 
a  terrible  cry,  he  threw  himself  down  beside  her,  and  raised 
her  form  in  his  arms.  His  frantic  cries  had  reached  Helen, 
who  now  came  running  to  the  spot,  where  she  found  Blaise 
supporting  the  head  of  Theodora,  and  beside  himself  with 
terror  and  despair,  crying — 

''  Oh  I  Nell !  Nell  I  she's  dead  I  die's  dead  I— Doim  I  TbiO  I 
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water  from   the   nearest  spring,   while  she  1( 
clothes. 

Blaise  hastened  to  do  as  he  was  bid,  bringii 
in  bis  cap,  and  then  kneeling  down  and  bathing 
the  fainting  girl. 

Bat  Theodora  showed  no  signs  of  recorery. 

"Where  is  your  pen-knife,  Blaise?"  inqn 
stripping  np  the  arm  of  the  Tictim,  and  bindii 
with  her  handkerchief,  an  til  the  veins  in  the  h 
elbow  knotted  np  like  blue  cords — "Where  : 
knife,  Blaise  ?" 

Either  Blaise  did  not  know  what  she  was  < 
not  see  the  point  of  her  question,  for  he  paid 
to  her,  continuing  to  bathe  the  face  of  Theodoi 
Helen  quietly  rifled  his  pockets,  possessed  li 
pen-knife,  unclasped  and  tried  its  sharpest  blf 
with  a  firm,  resolute  hand,  proceeded  to  opei 
Theodora's  arm.  The  blood  began  to  flow,  tl 
opened  her  eyes  just  as  Blaise  perceived  whf 
about. 
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#rddmea  and  BolbriDgi  w  though  she  could  Bot  tolermto 
tiio  light,  she  dropped  them  qnioUj.'' 

^*  She  has  had  a  concosaion  of  the  brain  I  I  know  by  the 
looka  of  her  eyes  that  she  baa,''  said  Helen. 

''Too— jon're  hurt  her  arm  I  that's  itl  Ton— jonVo 
no  more  tenderness  than  a — than  a  Mohawk  I  gnashing  al 
her  tender  vein  with  a  penknife  I"  said  Blaise,  fnrionsly. 

*'  I've  sated  her  life  I  and  that's  all  the  credit  I  get  for  Itl 
However,  I  didnt  expect  any  credit  See  now  if  yon  can 
lift  her  gently  in  your  arms,  and  bring  her  along  toward 
home.     Thank  Hearen,  the  remainder  of  the  descent  ia 

eaqr." 

Basil  lifted  the  light  form  of  the  snffering  girl,  and  bore, 
her  tenderly  down  the  monntain-path. 

She  gave  no  farther  sign  of  conscionsness,  except  when 
aa  hw  broised  and  broken  f^ame  receiTed  an  nnavoidable 
jar  by  the  roughness  of  the  road,  she  would  breath  forth  a 
low  moan,  that  went  like  a  sword  through  the  bosom  of 
her  carrier. 

He  took  her  at  once  to  Bed  Bidge,  where  the  frightened 
family  took  charge  of  her,  while  he  sprang  on  his  horse  and 
galloped  over  to  Mount  Storm  and  brought  the  doctor  and 
Mrs.  Tbogmorton. 

They  found  Theodora  very  seTerely  ii\]ured.  Upon  the 
bed,  hastily  prepared  for  her  by  Miss  Elisabeth  Wildman, 
she  lay  seemingly  a  mere  shattered  wreck.  It  was  impos- 
sible to  remove  her  to  Mount  Storm.  She  must  remain 
where  she  lay.  The  doctor  stayed  with  her  all  day  and  all 
night,  using  his  utmost  skill  to  save  her  fluctuating  life. 

But  for  two  weeks  Theodora's  death  was  daily  expected 
And  two  months  had  elapsed,  and  April  had  come,  befora 
the  poor  girl  could  be  placed  on  a  feather  bed,  laid  in  a 
cart  upon  springs,  and  removed  to  Mount  Storm.  Her 
aunt  wished  to  put  her  in  one  of  the  bed-chambers  on  the 
same  floor  with  herself  but  Theodora,  begged  to  be  eon* 


pec  Blaise.     Of  all  creatures  he  ^       Dhe  most  affli 
Fcarct'ly  ate,  or  slept,  or  rested  for  one  moment, 
most  ha{]^gard  expression  of  anxiety,  he  hung  upo 
tor's  looks  and  words.     And  his  own  life  forces 
ebb  or  flow  as  Theodora  grew  worse  or  better.  Al 
moval  to  Mount  Storm,  he  came  orer  regnlarly 
and  often  twice  a  day,  to  inquire  after  her,  some 
ging  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  for  "hearen's  sake,"  to 
up  and  see  Theodora.     And  Mrs.  Thogmorton  { 
petition  as  often  as  she  thought  proper  to  do  so. 
that  lady  ascribed  Basil  Wildman's  deep  dist 
Theodora's  illness  to  an  excessive  and  morbid  re 
after  a  little  while  she  discovered  the  truth  of  his 
to  the  young  girl,  and  in  a  confidential  chat  withh 
Rose,  she  said, 

''  It  will  not  be  such  a  bad  match  for  Theod< 
she  recovers  her  health,  poor  thing,  which,  by 
very  doubtAil;  however  I  if  she  ever  does  get  U{ 
again,  I  will  do  all  that  I  can  to  promote  the 
after  awhile,  my  dear !  of  course,   I  mean  ai 
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'  AmA  upon  the  fim  of  Mmj^  Mn.  Mihuriiim,  aoeowp^^ 
ided  bj  YiTia,  and  attended  bj  all  her  aerfanti,  anited 
tfiere  to  ipend  the  summer. 

Anstia  did  not  come  with  hia  mother.  He  vas  atlD  d 
eottege,  and  was  not  expected  home  imtQ  the  sommer  raea- 
tion  shoold  commence. 

Upon  the  day  after  her  arriral,  Yifia  hastened  OTer  to 
Moant  Storm  to  see  her  snifeting  Mend.  She  fonnd  her 
on  the  cot-bed  in  the  attic.  This  was  the  third  monthrinea 
Theodora'^  accident,  and  she  was  not  yet  able  to  weUL 
Perhaps  the  first  tear  that  Yiria  erer  abed,  was  dropped 
«pon  this  pale  and  broken  hnmaa  flower  before  her. 

**  Dont  weep,  dear  Yifia  1 1  know  what  yon  aie  tUakhg 
oft  the  doctor  has  told  yon  thaft  I  diall  be  a  erippK  fbf 
Ufe.  Well,  dear,  it  will  not  make  so  mach  diflbrence  after 
all,  for  I  never  foos  strong  enoagh  to  have  moch  ose  of  my- 
aelfl" 

"  Oh  I  Theodora  I" 

''  Besides,  dear,  it  all  came  firom  my  own  feebleness  of  will  I 
I  nerer  had  the  moral  courage  to  say  *  No,'  Yivia  I  but  now 
heayen  has  once  and  forever  said  '  No  I'  for  me  I  Do  not 
weep." 

"  I  will  not  I  was  wrong  to  weep.  All  is  for  the  beat| 
rince  HeaTen  permits  it  Ton  will  get  betterf  my  dear 
Theodora.  I  know  yon  wilL  Yon  will  soon  be  oot  of  thai 
)ed.  Nay !  indeed  yon  shalL  And  though  a  little  hme- 
less  may  cling  to  yon  for  some  time,  yet  that  infirmly  will 
lot  interfere  with  the  very  best  caltivation  of  your  beaati- 
ftil  gift  of  painting.  Nay  I  on  the  contrary,  it  will  favor  it 
— it  will  wed  yon  the  closer  to  it !  Come !  cheer  np  !  I 
nean  to  spend  the  greatest  portion  of  my  time  with  yon," 
taid  Yivia,  stooping  and  imprinting  a  kiss  npon  the  pale 
forehead  of  her  firiend. 

And  from  that  morning  Yivia  daily  visited  Theodora* 
and  spent  several  hoors  with  her  in  chfarftil  aoavaBsatfaMi, 


weeks  Theodora,  sapportea  in  tne  arms  oi  v  iyib, 
to  ride  oat  daily.  And  by  the  first  of  Jane,  leanii 
arm  of  Vivia,  and  assisted  by  a  crutch,  she  was  e 
take  short  walks  around  the  garden  and  shrubber 
noiwiibttandiDg  her  improTement^  the  opinion  of  i 
wMiconfirmedy  that  Theodora  was  to  be  a  ci 
life. 


CHAPTER  XXIL 
vivia'b  votabibb. 

ta  talB  tb»  Mfe  wttti  ntrospeoHTe  ejt 

Wonld  trom  Uia  ftppartat  **  whU,"  tooelade  th»  **  whj/ 

Infer  the  moCiTW  from  Um  deed,  and  show 

That  what  we  thaneed  waa  what  we  meant  to  do.— FcgN 

Waksfield  Brunton  was  a  Tery  zealous  yoan; 
His  own  long  hunger  after  knowledge  had  taught 

naaainn  for  nthnr  T\nar  hovR  mrowinflr  DD  in  imoi 
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BHivid  by  the  canaiple  of  youg  AviCbi  iMniriiea, 
tribvted  their  portUm  to  the  sapport  of  the  enterpriee. 

Wakefield  considered  himself  only  the  leadw  of  a  little 
earaTan  of  pilgrims  to  the  temple  of  knowledge^  and  boand 
to  keep  in  adrance  of  his  followers.  Therefore  he  devoted 
OTiry  spare  shilling  and  every  leisure  moment  to  the  increase 
of  his  stock  of  learning.  The  hoars  before  and  after  School 
and  in  the  intermisdons  were  given  to  stody.  And  any 
one  passing  the  school-house  early  in  the  mornings  at  noon, 
or  in  the  evening,  might  have  seen  through  the  open  door 
or  windows,  a  solitary  young  man  absorbed  in  reaffing. 

It  was  well  for  Wakefield,  that  a  distance  of  three  milea 
■eparated  his  liome  and  his  school-room,  and  that  the  obH^ 
gation  of  early  rising,  and  a  long,  brisk  walk,  twice  dally, 
together  with  the  necessity  of  hard  manual  labor  in  tte 
garden  or  at  the  wood  pile,  every  night  and  every  Satorday, 
was  continually  upon  him  to  counteract  the  ill-effects  of  so 
much  confinement  and  such  severe  application  to  study. 

It  was  better  still  for  him,  that  when,  from  severe  toil, 
depressed  and  morbid,  he  was  inclined  to  forget  the  goods 
and  magnify  the  ills  of  his  position,  he  had  Yivia  with  her 
divine  alchemy  to  transmute  his  discontent  to  r^oicing,  by 
convincing  him  that  the  inconveniences  that  distnrl>ed,  were 
also  the  blessings  that  saved  him.  Yivia  was  the  sun  of 
his  world.  And  when  her  visible  presence  was  not  with 
him,  her  spirit  still  possessed,  animated  his  soul,  a  living 
spring  of  inspiration. 

Yivia  was  now  the  roost  brilliant  attraction  in  the  circle 
of  youth,  beauty  and  genius  that  the  fine  taste  of  Mrs.  Mai- 
naison  had  collected  at  her  elegant  summer  seat  at  Sunset 
Hills.  She  was,  besides,  the  inapproachable  prima  donna 
9f  the  6ne  concerts  held  in  Mrs.  Malmaison'b  drawing-room. 
Yet  Yivia  loved  best  of  all  to  get  away  from  the  gay  vaal* 
ties,  and  fly  to  hover  over  her  protege  at  Mount  Storm. 

Theodora  must  have  been  considered  very  beaatiftd^  Iml 


over  the  crown  of  her  head,  liarraonized  well  with 
oate,  transparent  paleness  of  her  complexion, 
greatest  charm  lay  in  the  exi)ression  of  patient  su 
her  sweet  intellectaal  face.  And  when  she  m 
little  limp  suggested  only  the  thoaght  of  some  crip 
and  drew  the  heart  toward  her  with  irresistible  s 

Theodora  continned  to  make  great  progress  in 
lag,  thoQgh  as  yet  her  productions  could  not 
with  works  of  art     She  earnestly  desired  that  ^ 
MalmaisoD  should  return  to  the  city,  she  might  be 
to  accompany  that  lady,  and  remain  with  her  to  ti 
from  some   metropolitan  artist     But  Mrs.  T 
would  not  for  one  moment  listen  to  such  a  p 
Under  this  disappointment,  Theodora's  spirits 
sunk,  but  that  Yivia  sustained  them  with  such  e 
words  as  these — 

**  The  Father  who  endowed  you  with  your  be< 
Theodora,  placed  you  also  in  the  midst  of  the  in< 
inspirations.  The  source  of  all  life,  and  Katur 
medium,  are  with  you.     Need  you  seek  master 
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IMog  orfginah."    And  Theodora  liearing  ttik,  smiM,  M- 
llered  and  perseTered. 

Doctor  Thogmorton  and  his  fkmily  began  to  take  pilde 
in  and  also  derive  profit  !h>m  Theodora's  genias.  The  walls 
of  the  hoQse,  whence  Mrs.  Malmaison  had  remoTed  her 
choice  works  of  art,  were  now  again  adorned  with  Theo- 
dora's pictnres.  As  Mrs.  Thogmorton  supplied  the  yonng 
artist  with  materials  for  her  painting,  and  afterward  had 
the  latter  framed  and  hang  up,  she  considered  that  she  had 
thereby  purchased  and  possessed  the  exclosive  right  to  them 
— an  appropriation  on  the  lady's  part  that  Theodora  wai 
fkr  too  diffident  and  gentle  to  resist 

The  yonng  enthusiast  not  only  corered  the  baro  walb  of 
the  old  house  with  tier  historical  and  landscape  pictures,  and 
painted  portraits  of  each  member  of  the  family,  but  also,  as 
Mrs.  Thogmorton  proiSered  her  niece's  professional  senriees 
to  all  her  particular  friends,  Theodora  was  compelled  to 
take  likenesses  of  all  the  neighbors  besides.  Her  portraits 
were  very  popular ;  for  though  she  never  intended  to  flatter 
her  sitters,  yet  it  was  in  the  very  nature  Qf  her  genius  to 
idealize  her  subjects,  to  develop  and  illustrate  any  didden 
beauty  that  might  be  there,  and  even  where  there  was  none^ 
to  throw  over  the  poor  and  barren  reality  the  beauty 
dignity,  and  splendor  of  her  own  soul.  And  this  would  be 
done  not  only  involuntarily,  but  so  truthfully  that  not  one 
individual  peculiarity  or  feature  of  the  original  would  be  lost 
in  the  portrait,  however  idealized  the  latter  might  be.  Thus 
in  her  hands  Doctor  Tbogmorton's  stiffness  became  the 
dignity  of  a  sage,  Kose  Garland's  levity  the  joyousness  of 
Hebe,  Ilelen  Wildman's  eccentricities  the  grace  and  freedom 
of  Diana — and  Yivia's  inspiring  smile — ah  I  there  she 
paused.  It  was  impossible  to  idealize,  or  even  to  equal  the 
reality  of  Yivia.  And  the  reason  of  this  was,  that  Yivia 
refused  to  meddle  with  her  own  portrait  She,  whose  life* 
gi?ing  hand,  with  a  stroke  of  that  pencil  that  In  herfingen 


ice  to  the  purchase  ot  "  goou  aim  duiuuicuv    ^. 
[)r  though  she  pain  ted  portraits  for  all  the  friends 
nily,  no  one  ever  ventured  to  tender  any  form  ol 
ration  to  the  young  artist,  who,  toiling  all  day  a 
to  the  night,  month  after  month,  was  so  poor,  that  I 
st  clothing  was  so  excessively  shabby  as  to  be  a  c 
nrce  of  trouble  and  mortification.     All  Yivia's  in 
d  Theodora's  industry  conld  not  make  old  cloth 
(II  forever.    And  often,  when  the  rery  best  care  hi 
ken  to  make  Theodora's  poor  dress  look  well,  er> 
logmorton  woald  be  put  to  the  blush  by  the  ] 
ricken  appearance  of  her  niece  before  her  sitter 
d  lady  would  try  to  coyer  her  confusion  under 
d  a  declaration  that — 
"  Artists  are  always  proverbially  slovenly." 
Theodora  never  even  in  thought  resented  this  ii 
t  on  the  contrary  endeavored  to  palliate  their  fau 
m  conscientiousness,  by  imagining  the  embarrassi 
ighbors  might  feel  in  offering  any  sort  of  comp 
*  service  to  the  niece  of  a  lady  who  evidently  th 
^nAintr  fx\  woman  to  work  in  any  manner  for  re 
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SWe6lll6U  of  MF  16111  p6f  tiNfaMrbsdi  tkMgb  "!#  ih  tft-'lte 
hftlf-blinded  her  own  morml  9^Mr.  An  error,  that  Wo 
Ttmy  jndge  as  mercifallj,  or  forgire  m  freely  as  we  pUasa, 
bat  we  may  not  apologise,  or  ezDoaei  or  palliate  wrong* 
doing  in  another,  more  than  in  oorselTes.  To  do  so  habits 
nally  were  to  cherish  a  folse  charity  that  would  tad  in  oh* 
scaring  oar  own  conscientioosness.  Look  at  a  wrong 
dearly,  jadge  it  righteoosly,  and  forgifia  it  firedly; 

Basil  Wildmaa.was  a  f^qoent  visitor  at  Moiuit  Stams. 
He  was  welcomed  and  enooaraged  hy  Mrs*  Tkogmntam 
and  her  family.  Bat  he  did  not  often  sea  Theodora^  o^  wm 
see  her  alone.  And  she  remained  ia  faiissM  ignofmnoaof  Ua 
pretensioas.  Sereral  drcamstaaces  oombiiied  to  hiisd  the 
yomig  girl  to  the  aspirations  of  liar  domsy  admftsi  Iha 
abstracted,  dreamy  and  retired  liii  die  led — all  faar  intdket 
and  imagination  being  concentrated  upon  her  art— all  bsr 
aiTectionB  and  sympathies  absorbed  by  Yiria,  and  one  other 
as  dear  thoagh  absent— together  with  the  axtomd  heU 
that  Ba^il  was  the  most  reserred  and  awkward  of  all  timid 
and  self-donbting  lovers,  and  that  he  was  also  fiirthar  re- 
strdned  from  making  any  demonstratioD  by  the  policy  of 
his  sister  Helen,  who  constantly  warned  him  against  Ten- 
toring  any  advances  toward  the  hand  of  Theodora,  nntil 
her  goardian  spirit  Yiria,  should  be  oat  of  the  ndgkbor- 
hood.     So  Basil  sighed  and  sabmitted,  saying, 

"  Any  body  might  not  beliere  it»  Nell,  bat  I  do  love  hei; 
poor  dear  little  dove,  a  great  ded  more  now  than  I  did  be- 
fore she  was  crippled.  And  when  I  see  her  rise  to  cross 
the  room  and  limp  so  pdnfully,  oh !  how  I  long— 4iow  my 
very  heart  yearns  for  the  privilege  of  rdsing  that  little  help- 
less form  in  my  arms,  and  carrying  her  whither  she  would 
go.  and  telling  her  how  precious  she  is  to  me ;  how  predous 
beyond  price  every  glance  oi  her  sweet  eyes,  and  every 
cadence  in  her  voice,  and  how  I  would  pour  oat  the  last 
drop  of  my  heart's  blood,  if  that  would  restore  her  to  JiaaWL 


and  to  whom  bat  to  yoa,  Nell  ?  It  does  me  a  si 
the  same  good  as  if  I  had  leave  to  speak  to  Theo 
self." 

**  I  wonder  if  any  body  will  ever  love  me  so?'' 

"  Too  I  yoo,  Nell  1  ha»  ha,  ha  1  no,  of  coarse  d 
ui  ideal" 

"  Yet  I  am  much  handsomer  than  Theodora,  ' 
say  it  as  hadn't  onghter  say  it,'  and  I  hare  the 
my  limbs  besides." 

"  So  yon  may  be,  and  so  yon  may  have— bat— 

"Bat  what!" 

**  I  can't  tell,"  replied  Blaise,  who  always  knew 
felt  more  than  ever  he  coald  atter. 

And  here  the  conversation  ended. 

The  bummer  vacation  arrived.  At  the  (Jniver 
nencement,  Anstin  IdUlmaison  graduated  with  gi 
ind  then  came  down  to  Sunset  Hills  to  repose 
ipon  his  lanrels.  Mrs.  Malmaison  gave  a  large 
^onor  of  his  retam.  All  the  gentry  of  the  neig 
prere  invited,  and  nearly  all  accepted  the  invital 

I       -     X *V»«  .»:4>l«  4.Ua  fvnoafa  fhflt.  WPrA  fttAViniT  In 
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cf  tilter  gray  bftrege,  which  ghe  qmad  oot  apon  the  bed, 

*'  There,  Theo  I  I  have  nerer  worn  it  bat  once,  becMue 
I  dent  like  it,  but  it  will  jost  Bait  each  a  qniet  little  moose 
aB  yoorself;  so  if  yon  can  alter  it  to  fit  yon,  70a  may 
have  it" 

**  Oh,  thank  yoo,  Boiel  I  like  it  Tery  much;  but  indeed, 
Soee^  if  yon  only  wonld  think  ao,  it  ia  the  prettiest  dreM, 
yon  hi^Te,  and  the  moat  becoming.  Yon  look  like  a  moea 
roae  in  it,  dear  Rose." 

**l  don't  like  the  moaa — ao  be  a  moea  roae-bnd  yomaelC 
Dora,"  aaid  the  yonng  lady,  amiling  aa  abe  went* 

When  the  cTening  of  the  party  came,  the  £unily  of  Honnt 
Storm  assembled  in  the  parlor  preparatory  to  setting  oot 
Roae  Qarland  waa  showily  arrayed  in  a  bright  green  silk, 
that  rather  set  off  her  brilliant  complexion  and  ahiaing  aa- 
bam  hair.  Mrs.  Qarland  was  imposing  in  a  maaarine  bine 
gros-de*nap.  And  the  spiritual  beanty  of  Theodora,  in 
her  shadowy  drapery  of  sU?er  gray,  was  lost  amid  anch 
dauling  lights. 

They  entered  the  carriage  and  droTe  to  Sonaet  HiUa^  and 
reached  there— not  too  soon,  as  Mrs.  Thogmorton  saw  by 
the  flitting  figures  of  the  dancers  paasing  the  illuminated 
windows  of  the  saloon. 

They  were  met  in  the  dressing-room  by  YiTia,  who  had 
remained  there  in  waiting  for  her  friend. 

«  Oh  1  how  loTcly  yon  look,  Yinal"  broke  in  admiration 
from  the  lips  of  Theodora  as,  after  being  embraced,  aha 
stood  off  to  gaze  upon  her  friend.  YiWa  was  dressed  in  a 
rose-colored  gauze,  made  so  full,  that  aa  she  moved  it  floated 
around  her  like  a  morning  cloud.  A  crown  of  half  blown 
blush  roses  sat  above  her  white  forehead  and  bright  brown 
ringlets.     "  How  beautiful  you  look,  Yivia  1" 

**  And  so  do  you,  my  love." 

•*  Me  I  why,  look  at  me  1" 


gracefully  into  a  light  and  elegant  wreath,  which  a 
around  and  among  the  soft  brown  tresses  of 
And  then  she  drew  her  arm  within  her  own,  anc 
the  doctor,  who,  with  Mrs.  Thogmorton  on  one 
Rose  Garland  on  the  other,  led  the  way  into  the 
room. 

It  was  Tery  well  filled,  almost  crowded.  And 
obliged  to  move  so  slowly,  that  Theodora's  lin 
notice,  until  she  attained  the  harbor  of  a  seat  ii 
part  of  the  saloon,  whence  unobserved  she  conic 
sight  of  other^s  enjoyment.  Yivia  remained  b 
nntil  Mrs.  Malmaison  came  up  with  some  guest, 
wished  to  distinguish,  and  presented  "  Mr.  Co 
of  Scotland/'  to  "  My  niece,  Miss  Lagloriense." 
tleman  immediately  invited  Yivia,  who  could  no 
"  honor"  him  with  her  hand  for  the  quadrille^  m 
off  to  the  set  that  was  just  being  formed. 

Mrs.  Malmaison,  after  a  quiet  greeting,  and  a 
with  Theodora,  glided  away  among  her  guests,  ai 
recluse  was  left  alone  to  amuse  herself  with  obt 
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Wmtton,  seemed  to  be  the  fenon  In  wliMe  li<m<)lr  ttb 
ptrty  bad  been  giren.  Anstin's  wealth,  college  h<monri; 
manlj  beantj,  grace,  accompllshmenti^  etc.,  were  caaTaased 
sgain  and  again.  Theodora  learned  from  their  ^ciisdon 
that  Mr.  Malmaison  had  arrifed  bat  that  afternoon,  and 
oad  not  yet  entered  the  saloon.  Bat  e^en  while  tiiej  re- 
Bolred  and  talked,  Theodora'  saw  fh>m  her  retreat,  Anitin 
enter.  He  was  the  same  penslTO,  preoecnpied  looking  man 
tliat  she  had  first  known  him.  He  lingered  for  sone  timo 
Just  within  the  door,  letting  Us  langnid  eyes  rotv  fclsoNly 
orer  the  heads  of  the  company.  Then  he  began  to  make 
Us  waj  slowly  throagh  the  room,  stopping  fteqneiitly  to 
exchange  greetings  with  friends  and  aeqoainta&ees.  TMi 
Theodora  for  a  while  lost  sight  of  him  In  the  centre  of  the 
crowd.  This  set  of  qnadrilles  was  oTer.  Gentlemen  were 
finding  seats  and  Ices  for  their  late  partners,  and  a  tempo- 
rary confhsion  prevailed,  ont  of  which  Austin  suddenly  re- 
appeared, now  near  to  Theodora,  bat  nnconsdoos  of  her 
proximity.  It  amused  the  latter  to  obserre  the  rerolTlng 
promenaders,  many  of  whom  did  not  know  the  person  of 
Austin,  discussing  the  hero  of  the  erening  in  his  own 
presence,  and  it  surprised  her  to  obaerre  how  entirely 
absent-minded,  unconscious,  or  Indifferent  the  yoong  gen* 
tieman  appeared  as  he  continued  to  retreat  before  tlie 
pressure  of  the  crowd,  and  l)acking  toward  her  own  qoalter 
of  the  room.  Presently  he  turned  abmptiy,  saw  and  reoof* 
nised  herself,  with  a  sudden  smile  of  Joy. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Theodora,  I  am  so  Tery  glad  to  tee 
jou,^  Austin  said,  taking  the  seat  by  her  side,  and  relteraling 
liift  delight  at  the  meeting,  and  pouring  out  a  number  of 
unconventional  questions  as  how  she  had  enjoyed  life,  oeoQ- 
pied  herself,  and  progressed  In  her  painting  since  he  had 
seen  her  last  ? 

To  all  of  which  questions  Theodora  replied  with  diflldrH 
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have  BQch  a  fine  ear  for  mosic  inair  a  iituo  vm 
other  dancers  would  soon  initiate  yon  into  the 
Terpsichore.     Come  I   there  is   Mr.   Conyngh 
oat  Yivia,  let  as  be  their  vis-a-ms,  and  yoi 
wrong." 

**  I  thank  joa,  Aostin,  I  am  terry  that  I  c 
with  yea,  bat  I  am  lame." 

"  Tight  shoes,"  thought  Aastin,  but  he  laid- 
ously,  I  trusty  Theodora  ?" 

"I  had  a  fall  on  the  ice  some  eighteen  monti 
doctor  says  that  I  am  lamed  for  life ;  but  do 
sorry,  Austin ;  I  am  quite  used  to  it  now,  an 
distress  me  the  least" 

"  Dear  Theodora,  I  will  not  beliere  that  doc 
^you  must  go  to  the  city  with  my  mother,  \ 
advice  of  some  eminent  surgeon." 

"Perhaps  I  might  be  permitted  to  do  so; 
not  tarry  here  with  me,  Austin ;  I  am  very  wc 
in  watching  the  dancers  and  promenaders. 
them.    There  is  Helen  Wildman,  waiting  for 

«<      m  \a  t.Yifit  takinir  my  name  in  Tain 
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Aittte  iamcdiatelif  arose,  M  In  dvty  booiid/and  |MoA^ 
her  his  chair  by  the  side  of  Theodora.  Helen  thanked  hkn^ 
and  accepted  it,  declaring  at  the  aame  time  that  the  was 
heartily  tired  already  of  sitting  stilL 

**  Wonld  yon  moke  one  of  onr  onworihy  aez  happy,  by 
becoming  his  partner  in  the  next  quadrille  f "  :> 

"  Certainly,"  said  Helen,  smiliag  iawiafdly  at  what  the 
aopposed  to  be  the  success  of  her  mse^  and  rising  to  friaee 
her  hand  Ib  that  of  Hn  Malmaiaon. 

Bot  with  a  deep  bow  and  an  "  An  leToir,''.  AiniiB  tomed, 
niagled  with  the  crowd,  and  disappeared,  leafing  the 
Toong  lady  to  reseat  herself  in  the  btft  degree  of  perplezitf; 
bat  in  a  very  few  minutes  Mr.  Malmaison  emerged  from  ttw 
crowd,  and  reappeared  before  them  aooompaaied  by  Wake- 
field Brunton,  whom  be  formally  presented*  Theodora  ga?4i 
Wakefield  a  bright  and  cordial  welcome,  and  Helen,  thongh 
In  a  rage,  could  do  no  otherwise  now  than  bestow  her  hand, 
which  he  had  come  to  solicit  for  the  next  set  As  they 
walked  off  to  secure  the  Tacant  stand  opposite  Yifia  and 
Mr.  Conynghame.  Theodora  lifted  her  soft  eyes,  fall  of  ap- 
probation and  iuquiry,  to  the  face  of  Austin,  who  with  a 
imile  of  satisfaction  resumed  his  lost  seat  at  her  sid^  and 
replying  to  her  silent  questioning,  siud-* 

**  You  are  equally  surprised  and  pleased  to  see  Wakefield 
Brunton  with  us  to-night.  Well,  dear  Theodora,  I  will  not 
have  a  secret  from  you.  It  was  I  who  made  his  presence 
here  a  condition  of  my  own.  I  know  the  social  eonser- 
Tatism,  so  essentially  opposed  alike  to  Christianity  and 
republicanism,  that  prerails  among  us — and  I  thoroughly 
Bcorn  and  detest  it.  Wakefield  Brunton. is  poor  in  this 
world's  goods,  and  of  so  called  bumble  birth,  as  if,  pardieu  I 
any  man  with  God  for  his  lather  can  be  humbly  bom  ;  as 
if  in  the  glory  of  that  Dirine  Parentage  all  lesser  distinc- 
tions were  not  lost ;  all  distinctions  that  is — that  the  Father 
does  not  in  his  o?m  wisdom  make  by  his  gifts.    Thus  bj 


Theodora  repliea  suenuj,  uub  oiv4u«u«.j,  .. 

bright  smile,  ''  like  a  light  within  a  vase/'  that  A 
found  so  inexpressibly  charming. 

*'  Vivia  is  of  our  opinion,  dear  Theodora.     S 
her  first  qoadrille,  before  joa  came  in,  with 
BrantoD.    That  was  his  passport  to  the  faTon 
yoong  ladies." 

"  YiTia,"  began  Theodora,  in  a  voice  that  n 
of  emotion  faltered,  and  then  broke  down  for 
before  she  coold  go  on;  "Yiyia  seems  to  me 
Boyal  maiden  whose  smile  bestows  rank,  and  w 
confers  nobility  on  whomsoever  it  falls." 

"It  gives  me  so  mach  pleasure,  in  mj  absence 
to  remember  that  joa  have  Yivia,  dear  Theodon 

The  time  passed  swiftly  until  the  quadrilles  ' 
brought  to  a  pause,  and  the  tired  dancers  wc 
seats. 

"  Oh !  oh-h  I"  panted  Helen,  approaching  thei 
ing  on  Wakefield's  arm,  "  I  am  wearied  nearly  i 

Austin  knew  what  he  was  expected  to  do,  and 
<-»«:»inA/i  v»ia  flAfit  to  tl      troublesome  and  exact 
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"  Yoa  haTe  been  sittiDg  wo  hmg,  dear  Theodora^  {hat  job 
miut  be  rery  weary.  Take  my  ana  aad  come  into  the 
mone  room,  it  li  empty." 

**  Bat  my  lameness,  Austin  7" 

**  Shall  not  attract  the  least  attention ;  besides,  wbj  need 
yon  care  if  it  does,  poor  bird  f '^ 

This  was  said  with  snch  infinite  loTe  aad  tenderness,  that 
the  proadest  and  most  sensitiTe  heart  conld  not  haTe  felt  in 
the  words  the  least  alloy  of  hnmiliating'  pity. 

''Ton  know  that  a  crippled  bird  is  apt  to  hide  hefielf,'' 
said  the  yonng  girl,  smiling. 

"Not  firom  the  companion  whom  her  absence  wonU 
griere,  dearest  Come !  the  mnsic-room  is  Tciy  near,  the 
door  is  jost  behind  ns.  Oome  L  let  me  lead  yon  there,  and 
then  I  will  go  and  fetch  Yi?ia,  and  we  three  will  hare  some 
mnsic  among  onrseWes,"  said  Austin,  taking  her  hand. 

Theodora's  cheeks  were  beantifally  flashed  as  she  arose, 
took  Aastin's  proffered  arm,  and  submitted  to  be  led  into 
the  mnsic-room. 

"  I  thonght  I  hinted  to  you,  Mr.  Wakefield  Brunton,  that 
you  need  not  wait !"  exclaimed  Helen,  indignantly  Tenting 
])cr  disappointment  upon  her  late  partner's  head,  and 
snatching  the  fan  from  his  hands. 

But  while  she  was  fanning  herself  with  furor,  and  before 
AVakeficId  had  thought  proper  to  obey  her,  Yivia  came  up, 
attended  by  a  gentleman. 

"  Miss  Wildman,  permit  me  to  present  Mr.  Conyng* 
harae.*' 

Miss  Wildman  bent  her  bright  little  head  in  acknowledg 
ment  of  Mr.  Conynghame's  deep  bow. 

'*  Miss  Wildman,  will  you  confer  upon  me  the  honor  of 
your  fair  hand  in  the  next  quadrille,"  was  the  solicitaUoa 
that  presently  followed  this  introduction. 

"  It  is  not  a  particularly /air  hand,  under  the  glon 


most  revereutially  and  obeyed. 

**  Ah  I  really,  Miss  Wildraan  !  I  ask  for  iDform 
a  traveler  for  improvement — do  people  in  the  p 
of  this  coantrj,  address  their  acquaintances  by 
tlan  names  T' 

**  When  their  names  are  Christian  ;  yes  I" 

"And  is  there  really  nothing  like  etiqnetl 
pardon,  I  ask  for  information. " 

**As  I  never  saw  the  genuine  article,  I  cannoi 
whether  there  is  any  good  counterfeit  of  it  or  n( 
people  do  pretty  much  as  they  please  I  A  la 
of  the  United  States,  the  morning  after  his  ii 
went  down  tcvthe  city  market,  bought  a  cow  a 
home  before  him,"  said  Ilelen,  demurely. 

"  In-cred-i-ble  I"  exclaimed  the  amazed  forel 

"  Fact.  You  sec  he  was  an  old  farmer.  H 
not  feel  flattered  by  his  elevation  to  the  Presid 
I  assure  you  I  Ills  '  old  woman*  said  she  ki 
would  *  kill  Billy ;'  and  it  did,  too !" 

The  foreigner  was  busy  with  his  notes 
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''Ah  I  but  wtth  no  higber  control ;  8Bi»pQie  their  plM- 
•nns  conflict  P 

"  Then,  bowie  kniTcs  and  pistob^'*  Mud  Helen,  eolenmljr. 

While  Helen  wu  "doing^  the  foreigner,  Tflrift  and 
Wakefield  proceeded  to  the  mnde-foom. 

''Do  yon  propose  to  stndy  any  of  the  leaned  prafca- 
•ions,  Wakefield  7"  inquired  the  former. 

"To  acquire  a  knowledge  of  them— yesi  to  praetioe  any 
one  of  them — no !" 

"  Why  f" 

"  Becaaae  the  alloy  of  fidsehood  and  charlatanism  ming- 
ling with  each,  would  repel  me  at  the  Teiy  threshold  of  sndi 
a  career.  I  hare  a  strong  appetite  for  stody,  and  shall 
read  all  that  I  find  worth  reading  upon  law,  physio^  and  dl- 
Tinity ;  and  I  hare  also  the  power  of  concentrating  my  mind 
upon  one  pursuit,  and  would  doubtless  win  a  fidr  share  of 
success  in  the  practice  of  either  of  those  professions,  Iwt 
pourquoif  when  I  dout  belieye  in  either  of  them  as  pro- 
fessed and  practiced  now." 

"  You  spoke  of  the  allay  of  error  mingling  with  eadi  one 
of  these  sciences,  but  only  of  alloy ;  would  you  therefore  re- 
ject the  whole  precious  ore  f " 

"  Yes  I  unless  I  could  refine  it — a  task  in  this  ease  be- 
yond  my  skill  But  to  leave  the  metaphor.  Look  at  the 
law  I  a  hopeless,  inextricable  entanglement,  out  of  whieh 
cunning  and  not  right,  unless  it  is  rich  enough  to  buy  con- 
ning, finds  its  way.  Physic  I  why  it  seems  to  me  that  the 
whole  practice  of  medicine  is  essentially  opposed  to  the 
laws  of  nature,  and  that  if  a  present  sickness  is  cured,  It  is 
at  some  fearful  cost  of  future  life  and  health.  Dinnity !  it 
is  what  Christ  taught  the  church  run  into  mere  externa] 
forms,  and  split  up  into  ten  thousand  antagonistic  sects; 
while,  who  has  the  spirit  of  Christ  ?  Good  hearen !  when  I 
think  of  the  magnificent  cathedrals,  in  their  pomp  of  archi- 
tecture, lifting  their  costly  steeples  toward   heaven,  and 


"  None.     Yet  1  do  not  wisn  lo  leaa  an  eusy,  i 
or  a  life  useful  only  to  very  few.     But  for  the  pr 
for  myself  no  field  of  useful  labor  likely  to  be  so 
of  good,  as  that  of  taking  care  of  my  mother 
sisters,  and  edacating  the  boys  committed  to  my 

''  Yet  I  wish  you  had  some  greats  definite  < 
need  not  be  inconsistent  with  yonr  present  d 
matter,  snch  an  object  will  rereal  itself  in  time, 
in." 

They  had  paused  at  the  door  to  exchange  these 
and  now  they  entered  the  music-room.  Viria  smil 
at  seeing  the  serene,  happy  look  of  Theodora.  A 
and  offered  chairs,  and  the  four  friends  seated 
and  were  soon  engaged  in  an  animated  conversa 
lasted  until  they  heard  all  the  company  passi 
ward  the  snpper-room,  which  was  in  the  furthi 
the  building.  Austin  and  Wakefield  arose  to  i 
companions  thither.  Bnt  Yivia  and  Theodora  bo 
saying  that  in  the  present  msh  after  refreshmentc 
not  possibly  get  any  thing  except  hard  rubs,  an< 
i^pnfAPfH^  tn  Tfti      1  where  they  wore  until  th 
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kar  best  piecoi,  to  the  grei^  deligirt  of  her  little  Midieiiee» 
who  all  loTed  masic,  not  onl j  with  the  eer,  bit  with  the 
■OttL    Then  ahe  arose,  and  iaid-* 

*'  I  want  yon  to  hear  Theodora  ting  her  BiMoiah  haUadfl, 
to  her  own  accompaniment  on  the  gnitar.^ 

Theodora,  who  never  woold  have  had  the  coonge  to  plaj 
before  a  mixed  company,  hedtated  only  a  moment,  and  then 
took  the  iDstrnment  and  soon  forgot  herself,  and  made 
others  forget  her  in  melody.  The  silence  that  prevailed 
doring,  and  for  some  moments  after  her  songs  were  orer, 
was  the  best  comment  npon  their  perfect  beauty.  Theo- 
dora felt  that;  she  laid  the  instmment  down,  and  her  Ihee 
beamed  with  the  inner  light  of  loTe^  as  she  said-— 

"My  teacher  was  Viria." 

But  this  congenial  little  circle  could  not  long  remain  nn- 
distnrbed.  At  the  solicitation  of  Anstin,  Yivia  went  to  the 
harp  and  commenced  playing  the  prelude  to  his  favorite 
song,  when  several  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  had  wandered 
ftom  the  sapper-table  back  to  the  saloon,  attracted  by  the 
first  soand  of  Yivia's  voice,  now  made  their  appearance  at 
the  door  of  the  masic-room.  However  disconcerted  the 
little  party  might  really  feel  by  this  nnezpected  addition  to 
their  number,  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  receive  and  enter* 
tain  the  intruders.  Austin  bowed  and  wheeled  forward  a 
sofa  for  the  ladies.  Yivia  looked  up,  acknowledged  their 
presence  with  a  smile  and  bend  of  the  head,  and  continned 
her  song.  And  very  soon  others  were  added  to  her  audi- 
ence. The  guests  were  now  pouring  back  from  the  supper 
room  into  the  saloon.  Replete  with  the  good  things  of  the 
table,  and  indisposed  to  immediate  exercise  in  promenading 
or  dancing,  they  were  just  in  the  mood  to  become  the  pas- 
sive recipients  of  amusemeuL  'Drawn  by  the  notes  of  the 
harp  and  the  delicious  voice  of  the  singer,  they  now  crowded 
to  the  music-room,  filling  it  to  suffocation. 


natelj  concentrated  upon  Yivia,  and  so  the  shy 
abled  to  escape  without  drawing  curious  observ 
luisfortune.  They  passed  out  of  the  music-ro 
conseryatory,  and  down  through  a  walk,  border 
with  terrace  above  terrace,  filled  with  the  raret 
beautiful  exotics,  yet  scarcely  paused  to  admire 
their  rich  aroma,  delicious  as  it  was,  was  too  op 
the  delicate  girl,  already  half-faiuting  for  par 
Through  the  opposite  end  of  the  conservatory  U 
into  the  garden. 

'"Will  you  walk  or  sit?"  inquired  Austin, 
toward  an  arbor. 

''I  prefer  to  walk  awhile.  Nay,"  she  added, 
and  smiling,  and  then  quickly  dropping  her  e; 
rosy  flush  suffused  her  cheek — "you  must  not  '. 
tressed,  Austin.  Motion  is  not  painful  to  me. 
unpleasant  to  feel  the  eyes  of  strangers  followic 
I  try  to  walk,  that  is  alL" 

"  Since  motion  does  not  give  you  pain  then, 
dora,  mind  nothing  else  connected  with  this  cala 

Holinvo  that,  vnnr   frionHa  Invo  vati    Kof f  av  fltan    a 
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tiMmght  when  I  saw  you  walkiog  bo  confidentially  wHk  Dora 
that  it  was  mj  brother,"  said  Helen  Wildman,  snddenlj 
breaking  npon  them. — **  Where  is  he,  Don  7  Do  tell  m* ! 
It  is  time  for  me  to  go  home  1^ 

"  I  am  snre  I  do  not  know,  Helen.  I  ha?e  not  seen  your 
brother  this  whole  evening." 

**  Indeed  I  why  7  how  is  that  ?  have  yon  had  a  qvarrsi  7'^ 
asked  Helen,  in  a  dosen  ezolamatlons,  and  with  a  look  of 
unbounded  astonishment — that,  taken  with  her  preriona 
words  and  her  whole  manner,  rery  mneh  perplexed  and 
troubled  Austin. 

"  No,  we  have  not  quarreled,  of  course.  What  makes 
you  talk  so,  Helen  f "  answered  Theodora  in  amasemeni. 

**  Fickle,  then !  or  capricious !  Well !  Mr.  Malmaison, 
foill  you  be  so  kind  as  to  go  and  look  up  my  brother ;  I 
will  stay  here  and  take  care  cf  Dora  until  you  come,"  said 
Helen.     Austen  bowed,  and  went  to  do  her  bidding. 

In  the  mean  time  Yivia,  having  finished  her  third  song, 
resigned  her  place  at  the  harp  to  Mrs.  Malmaison,  and  came 
oat  to  join  her  friends.  She  came  up  just  as  Austin  had 
left.  Her  presence  was  a  check  upon  Helen's  eccentricities, 
and  therefore  a  signal  blessing  to  Theodora.  Austin  soon 
returned,  accompanied  by  Blaise,  who  seemed  in  a  very 
miserable  mood,  as  he  took  Helen's  arm  within  his  own, 
bowed,  and  stalked  away.  When  they  were  gone,  Austin, 
with  hesitation  and  reluctance,  informed  Theodora  that  Dr. 
Thogmorton's  carriage  was  waiting,  and  that  Mrs.  Thog- 
morton  bad  dispatched  him  to  look  for  her  niece.  Theo- 
dora signified  her  wish  to  join  her  party,  and  they  turned  to 
to  re-enter  the  house. 

"  We  need  not  traverse  the  whole  suite  of '  festive'  apart- 
ments," said  Yivia,  laughing,  "we  can  go  along  the  back 
verandah,  and  enter  the  cloak-room  at  once." 

^' Will  you  be  rested  sufficiently  to  drive  out  with  Yivia 
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Whom  flrst  wo  lore,  you  know,  we  eoldom  w«d ; 

Time  rules  us  all.    And  life  indeed  in  not 
The  thing  we  planned  it  oat,  ere  hope  was  dead ; 
•  ABd  then  w  woaiAa  eaiiBot  ebooM  <mr  lot. 

If  ach  most  be  borne  wblcb  it  ia  hard  to  bear, 
Maoh  giraa  away  whioh  it  w§i«  sweet  to  Msp, 

God  help  OS  all,  who  need  indeed  his  eare, 
And  jet  I  know  the  Shepherd  lores  his  sheep.— C 

The  next  afternoon,  the  next  after  that,  and 
ceeding  days  of  the  pleasant  sammer  weather,  Ai 
accompanied  by  Yivia,  to  take  Theodora  out  to 
little  pony  carriage.  Kose  Garland  exclaimed, 
whim  I''  Mrs.  Tbogmorton  declared ''  They  are  sp 
girl ;"  while  the  doctor  had  too  heavy  care  apo 
mind  to  heed  trifles,  and  Basil  Wildman,  on  his  pi 
and  fretted  in  silence,  and  Helen — bided  her  time 

Another,  not  the  least  interested  in  these  af 
Malmaison,  looked  on  qnietly,  never  encoarag 
deterring  her  son  or  niece  in  any  of  their  i 
When  thev  broucrht  Theodora  to  Sanset  Hills,  shi 
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ebaerful,  fell  of  hope  and  promise.  AmUb  wm  oontdiBiit 
that  his  mother  woald  come  down  with  a  large  partf,  and 
keep  Christmas  in  the  country  honae,  and  that  hot  little 
more  than  two  months  woald  pass  before  thej  riKmldaH 
meet  again.  And  so  with  mataal  kind  wishes  ana  gt^y  hopes 
they  separated — alas!  when  and  how  to  gather  again? 
The  departure  of  Anstin  and  of  Yiyia  was  the  doiiag 
of  a  bright  epoch  in  the  life  of  Theodora.  It  is  tmo 
that  their  absence  was  intended  to  last  bat  a  very  short 
time,  and  that  frequent  letters  lightened  the  heavy  days, 
still  many  circumstances  combined  to  darken  and  oppress 
the  season. 

Anxious  care,  that  had  long  brooded  over  the  counten- 
ance of  the  doctor,  now  clouded  the  faces  of  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  family.  There  was  a  scarcity  of  money,  a  diffi- 
culty in  getting  credit,  and  freqnent  trouble  from  duns  whom 
it  was  impossible  to  satisfy.  Jane  and  Mary,  the  younger 
daughters,  had  reached  an  age  when  it  became  proper  to 
remove  them  from  school ;  but  they  were  still  permitted  to 
remain  there — the  reason  of  their  non-removal  unspoken  but 
evident — the  payment  of  their  board  and  tuition  bills  had 
been  put  off  from  term  to  term,  and  they  were  now  under- 
stood to  be  deferred  for  final  settlement  until  the  removal 
of  the  pupils.  And  as  the  family  were  not  in  funds  to  meet 
the  payments,  the  two  young  ladies  were  left  a  sort  of  hon- 
orable hostage,  with  which,  by  the  way,  the  gentle  sister- 
hood would  have  mode  no  difficulty  in  parting. 

Affairs  were  in  this  uncomfortable  condition  until  about 
the  middle  of  Xovembcr,  when  Theodora  received  a  letter 
^roro  Austin,  telling  her  that  his  mother  had  suddenly  de- 
•-"ided  to  go  to  Purls  with  all  her  family  for  the  winter ;  that 
he  was  mure  disappointed  than  he  could  express,  in  not 
being  able  to  come  down  and  spend  Christmas  near  her ; 
that  nothing  but  the  suddenness  of  Mrs.  Malmaison'  move- 
ments would  have  prevented  himf^om  running  down  to  lake 


liUDi  uui;  uuue  xueuauru     vtuuu  ii        lu  kue  loib. 
would  have  a  joyful  meeting  the  next  spring:, 
nieim  lime  i^he  clmr»ijed  her  with  u  commission- 
Wakefield  grow  discontented  and  dei)ressed  in 

And,  by  tho  way,  io  writing  her  adiea  to 
Yivia  had  also  said  very  mach  the  same  thing 
namely,  that  he  most  not  leave  Theodora  to  fad 
in  the  confinement  of  her  home,  bnt  most  fireqac 
draw  her  oot  for  a  qniet  walk  or  ride.  Thna 
friends  in  charge  of  each  other,  she  sought  to 
lier  absence  for  their  welfare.  Doctor  Thogmo 
ceived  letters  from  Mrs.  Malmaison,  8i)eaking  of 
ing  voyage,  and  the  nucertain  length  of  her  i 
giving  instructions  as  to  the  conducting  of  her 
of  Mount  Storm  and  Sunset  Hills.  If  this  n 
sorrow  to  Theodora,  it  certainly  seemed  to  br 
but  gladness  to  the  other  members  of  the  family 

Doctor  Thogmorton  moved  as  if  a  great  wei{ 
lifted  from  his  mind,  and  he  looked  like  a  crimii 
from  immediate  death  and  enjoying  a  reasonab 
final  exemption  from  execution.     But  not  until 
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botf ,  hopefdl  man. .  And  his  new  obeerfulnest  wm  refleeiod 
in  the  faces  of  all  his  family. 

It  was  in  something  less  than  a  month  from  the  departure 
of  the  Malmaisons,  that  the  doctor  announced  to  his  fiuniljr 
his  intention  of  selling  ont  his  property  in  Maryland,  and 
emigrating  to  Texas.  Great  as  was  the  astonishment— I 
bad  nearly  said  the  shock — of  this  intelligencci  it  wa%  wbaa 
when  once  fairly  understood,  entirely  approved.  Mrs.  Thogw 
morton,  worn  out  with  long  efforts  to  preserre  a  &ctitiotta 
gentility,  was  not  nnwilling  to  go  to  some  new  place  when 
there  was  no  necessity  for  "keeping  np  appearancea;"  And 
Rose  Garland,  and  also  her  young  sisters,  when  they  caoM 
to  hear  of  the  plan,  were  all  agog  for  the  novelty  of  a  long 
journey,  and  a  change  of  country. 

But  Theodora  f  Every  one  seemed  to  forget  her,  even 
when  commencing  the  preliminary  measures  for  their  break* 
ing  up  and  rempval.  Theodora  did  not  even  know  whether 
she  was  expected  to  accompany  them,  or  any  arrangement 
was  to  be  made  for  her  remaining  behind.  And  she  was 
much  too  diffident  to  intrude  her  personal  interests  upon 
the  notice  of  the  busy  and  excited  family.  The  doctor  suc- 
ceeded in  disposing  of  a  portion  of  his  property  on  very 
advantageous  terms.  Their  most  troublesome  creditors  were 
satisfied,  and  the  young  ladies  school  bills  paid. 

Jane  and  Mary  came  out  from  the  Convent  like  birds  from 
a  cage,  all  eager  for  a  further  flight,  and  lent  their  aid  most 
zealout^ly  to  hasten  preparations  for  departure.  These  giris, 
respectively  seventeen  and  nineteen  years  of  ag^,  would 
have  been  known  anywhere  in  that  neighborhood,  from  their 
strong  family  likeness,  as  the  sisters  of  Kose  Garland. 
They  had  her  embonpoint,  her  clear  red  and  white  com- 
plexion, her  bright  yellow  hair,  and  her  merry  blue  eyes, 
and  looked  scarcely  younger  than  their  blooming  sister. 
Tiieir  fresh  young  spirits  put  quicksilver  into  the  jaded 
limbs  of  the  wearied  family,  so  rapidly  from  the  moment  of 


ill   the   ])arlor,  if  Tlieodora  were  oniy  m  n 
anxious  and  restless  if  she  were  invisible,  and 
the  moment  after  he  had  asccriained  there  wa 
her  appearance. 

Helen  remonstrated  with  him  upon  the  8' 
self-doubt  and  hesitation. 

**  Only  two  weeks  left  till  they  all  leaye  If 
and  Tou  have  not  proposed  to  Theodora  yet  I" 

"Well,  I  can't  help  it.  There  has  been  no 
There  has  always  been  a  room  full  of  people 
gone  there  to  see  her." 

"  And  there  always  will  be,  of  coarse ;  yo 
an  opportunity.  Go  and  ask  to  see  her,  and 
uninterrupted  interview." 

"  Oh !  I  couldn't !  never !  it  would  scare  1 
shrinking  creature  I" 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it !  besides,  supposing  it  did 
get  over  it,  I  reckon." 

"  And  then  I  shouldn't  know  what  to  say  t< 
than  a — than  a — " 

"  Tiion  a  Hjisil  Wildj     n !  von  can't  sro  bi 
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'<Ho,  bet  jm  hsTe  had  time  enoogh  to  go  «p  to  Byii%> 

and  play  cards,  and  lose  monej.  A  fiiu^  proTider  Theodom 
will  find  in  joo.*' 

"Oh!  don't  Helen,  don't  I  I  never  will  toaoh  mnotiMr 
card  after  I  get  her." 

"  Bnt  jon  will  never  get  ber,  if  jou  dont  aak  her.'' 

^*  I  woeld  if  I  coald  get  the  chance — ** 

'*  Make  a  chance  1" 

**  And  knew  what  to  say—" 

"  I'll  tell  yon— I'll  give  yon  e  prognueae  of  pottfof  ikm 
question  from  my  own  experience.'' 

Helen  did  so,  and  "  beat  the  words  into  his  head  oatfl  hO 
had  learned  them  by  heart,"  as  she  afterwafd  oxpreiiad  It 
''And  now,"  conclnded  Helen,  "that  yoe  haTe  your  ^eosk 
at  yonr  tongoe's  end,  yon  mnst  so  time  your  risit  to  Moent 
Storm  that  yon  reach  there  Jost  after  daylight^  and  yti  Ae* 
fore  candlelight.  Then  ask  to  see  Theodora.  They  will 
understand,  and  invite  yon  into  a  vacant  parlor,  and  wbidi 
in  twilight  is  so  dasky  that  yon  cannot  see  to  blosh.  When 
Theodora  comes  in,  rise  and  meet  her,  hand  her  a  eheirf 
take  one  by  her  side,  and  with  what  preliminaries  the  tioM 
sngprests,  deliver  yonr  speech.  Toor  alternative  ia  to  do 
that  or  lose  her."    . 

''  ril  do  it,"  said.Blaise. 
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BEAUTY     AND     THl     BIA8T. 

HeUmorphoMd  With  a  miftrew.— AokiiMart. 

AocoRDiNo  to  this  programme  the  play  proceeded  ep  t» 
a  certain  point,  and  then — ^bnt  we  antidpalet    The  BOM 


concladed  he  might ''  do,"  and  dismissed  him. 

And  now  Blaise  stood  knocking  at  the  hall  doo 
Storm.     He  was  admitted  by  old  Pharaoh,  who  i 
into  the  drawing-room,  and  said  that  he  won 
ladieiu 
«    ''No,"  faltered  Blaise,  "  only  Miss  Theodora.'' 

And  while  Pharaoh  was  gone  to  do  his  bidd 
waited,  thinking  the  minutes  hours,  and  wonde 
urasnal  length  of  the  twilight  And  yet  at  last 
entered  too  soon  for  his  composure.  And  he 
lost  his  self-possession  in  all  manner  of  nerro 
that  when  his  eyes  fell  on  the  figure  of  his  little 
her  delicate,  spiritual  beauty,  and  fluttering,  crip 
ment  toward  him,  made  him  utterly  forget  himse) 
only  of  her ;  drew  out  his  whole  heart,  toward 
tenderest  compassion,  with  the  yearning  desire  t< 
defend  her  from  all  possible  harm,  to  surroun 
such  care  and  comfort  as  only  such  deep  and  pure 
that  which  burned  within  his  own  heart  for  her  c< 
And  as  he  went  to  meet  her,  this  warm,  pure,  un 
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She  answered,  "  On  Wednesday  week.^ 
"  And — ^are  you  going  with  them,  Dora  f '^ 
"  I  do  not  know.     Nothing  has  been  said  abcnt  It.'' 
"  Oh  I  do  not  think  of  going,  Dora.    Yon  never  could 
bear  cither  the  long  jonmey  to  Texas,  or  the  rongb  life  in 
that  wild  country.     I  came  here  this  eyening  on  purpose 
to  beseech  yon  not  to  think  of  going.'' 
"  Why,  Basil—" 

Bnt  he  had  snnk  down  by  her  side,  as  if,  howerer,  wKh- 
ont  the  least  diminution  of  tender  reverence,  to  draw  nearer 
to  her ;  and  half  kneeling  and  half  embracing  the  chair  that 
held  her,  with  the  natural  eloquence  that  deep,  strong,  ear- 
nest, fervent  feeling  lends  the  most  untotorod  natiire,  ha 
poured  forth  the  history  of  his  love.  He  told  her  that  be- 
fore he  had  known  her,  he  had  never  loved,  and  scarcely 
indeed  had  lived;  that  his  life  had  been  a  mere  round  of 
work,  food,  and  sleep ;  and  not  much  higher  than  that  of 
the  oxen  that  plowed  his  fields.  But  that  9he  had  awak- 
ened his  heart  and  bis  brain,  and  quickened  a  host  of  beau- 
tiful thoughts  and  affections,  that  all  turned  to  her  as  their 
inspirer  and  their  object. 

The  instructions  of  Helen  were  quite  forgotten,  all  art 
was  forgotten,  pure  affection  only  was  remembered,  truth 
and  nature  only  expressed.  Theodora  heard  him  in  sileoce 
and  in  deep  emotion,  for  every  glowing  word  he  breathed 
revealed  also  the  hidden  yearning  of  her  own  soul  toward 
another.  It  was  true  that  for  that  other  she  could  never 
be  any  thing  dearer  than  the  little  friend  and  protege  ;  yet 
at  least,  she  must  never  bold  a  nearer  relation  than  that  tc 
any  one.  But  from  the  depths  of  her  gentle  heart,  she  com- 
passionated the  disinterested  lover,  whom  she  must  soon 
dismiss  to  leave  her  presence,  taking  disappointment  with 
him.  And  yet  how  should  she  speak  the  words  that  must 
give  such  great  pain  to  one  who  perhaps  loved  her  /Oiora 
than  did  any  other  in  the  whole  world. 


always  snaii.  I'lease  iry  lu  lur^cb  tuuc  jvru  v*v 
of  me  ill  any  other  light,  and  I  shall  forget  what 
said.-' 

There  was  a  pause,  interrupted  at  length  by  ] 
in  a  choking  yoice,  faltered, 

"  Do  you  mean,  Theodora,  that  I  have  no  hop€ 
of— of— " 

"Yes,  dear  Basil,  that  is  what  I  mean.  I  i 
change  my — name,  Basil,  as  it  is  not  right  ind 
ever  should." 

**  Why  ?    Dearest  Dora,  why  ?" 

Theodora  raised  her  eyes  in  one  expressive 
glance,  that  said  more  eloquently  than  words  < 
spoken, 

"  Out  of  my  studio  I  am  quite  helpless*,"  an 
them  again. 

Basil  understood,  and  hastened  to  assure  hei 
fervently,  that  her  helplessness  did  but  bind  hi 
her  service,  that  all  he  wished  to  live  for  was  t 
her  comfort  and  happiness,  and  he  was  going  on  J 
strain,  when  Theodora  gently  raised  her  hand  a 
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Bternlj  sworn.    Lei  us  forget  what  hag  beea  said,  aci  be 

brother  and  sister  as  before." 

"  Good-bj  I  God  bless  yoa,  Theodora !  As  to  our  be* 
ing  brother  and  sister  as  before— I  shall  nerer  see  7001 
sweet  face  again.  And — and  he  who  cannot  lore  jochbet- 
ter  maj  have  better  success — bat — ^in  anj  eTent— -God  for- 
ever bless  yon  I" 

And  Basil  pressed  her  hand  and  was  gone— oat  before 
the  candles  were  in,  and  galloping  home  throaglrihe  short 
winter  twilight. 

'' Rejected  1  rejected  1"  he  exclaimed  to  Helen,  who  met 
him  at  the  horse  block. 

"  Rejected  I  Gome  in  and  tdl  me  all  aboat  it»  and  dost 
look  so  woe-begone  I  I'll  warrant  it  is  nothing  of  a  njec- 
tion  after  all." 

Basil  tied  his  horse,  leaving  him  for  a  groom  to  take 
away,  and  followed  Helen  into  the  parlor  that  was  jast  now 
empty  of  living  furniture.  He  threw  himself  despairingly 
npon  a  wooden  settee,  and  in  a  broken,  disjointed  style,  re- 
lated what  had  passed  at  the  interview. 

"  Pooh  I  don't  yon  see  she  is  not  more  than  half  in  ear- 
nest ?     Try  again,"  said  Helen. 

"No,  T  hate  bid  her  good-by,  forever.  I  would  not 
trouble  her  again  for  the  world.  It  would  be  rude  to 
repeat  my  proposal  after  what  she  said,"  moaned  BasiL 

"  Nonsense  !  yoa  needn't  trouble  Jier  again.  Go  to  hei 
annt." 

"  Helen  I  if  you  think  I  would  do  any  thing  that  is  not 
upriprlit  and  straightforward  to  get  Dora,  you  are  very  much 
ruistakon.  If  tho  little,  delicate  creature  can't  like  such  a 
crreat  brute  as  I  am,  she  can%  and  it  is  no  wonder,  that  is 
all.  Til  cut  my  tongue  out  before  it  should  speak  a  word 
to  her  j]^uardian8,  to  give  her  annoyance." 

''  How  little  you  know  of  girls/'  said  Miss  Helen,  com- 
petently, **  or  Yoa  would  know  how  much  they  sometimes 


interview,*  Basil  left  the  room. 

lli'lcn  pau^cMl  in  deep  thoni^lit — "What  spell,' 
tatcd,  "  lias  that  little,  pale  transparency'  over  the 
men  ?  How  has  she  charmed  Austin,  high-bon 
prond,  and  fastfdioas  as  he  is  ?  How  has  she 
his  opposite,  mj  poor,  ignorant,  boorish  coasi 
metamorphosed  him  that  he  is  beginning  to  thin 
— ^to  have  delicate  scruples  and  aspiring  ideas  I- 
bj  slow  degrees  coming  on,  I  should  not  wonde 
gentleman  I — perhaps — who  knows  ?  a  scholar 
Austin  must  be  given  up,  and  Basil  must  be  acce 
it  is  J  who  shall  have  to  accomplish  it  all,  and  ii 
two  weeks,  too !  And  to  do  it,  I  mast  see  Mrs. 
ton,  to-morrow."  ^ 
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CONSPIRACIEa 
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mad  perplexed  cosijeetoe  as  to  its  oaiMe,  Ml  hev  weik«ii 
went  into  the  parlor  to  reoeire  her  Tisitor. 

Helen  had  come  npon  an  errand  thait  woold  haTe  eon* 
foaed  almost  any  other  agent  than  heraelil  Bat  baihMaeaa 
was  not  her  besetting  weakneesrv 

Smiling  archly,  she  arose  and  came  forward  to  meet  and 
shake  hands  with  her  hostess.  When  that  cerenumy  was 
oyer — 

"  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  I  have  oome  oonrtiagi'' sbeaaid 

"  Conrting— Miss  Helen  I'' 

"  Yes,  ma'am  I  a  cnrioos  .errand  for  a  yoaag  lady,  ttb 
not  being  leap-year." 

"  Yon  are— incomprehensible,  Miag  Helea.'' 

''And  you— are  excessiTely  botyl  I  aaderstaalt  ttal^ 
Mrs.  Thogmorton,  and  will  take  ap  as  little  of  yoar  pfe- 
cions  time  as  possible ;  and  I  wiU,  if  we  come  to  an  aadeis 
standing,  stay  and  help  yon  the  remainder  of  the  day." 

"  No,  I  did  not  mean  that^  Helen — bnt  what  is  it  you 
mean  f " 

"  Why,  that  I  have  come  to  court  yon  for  yoar  inflaeaee 
with  Theodora,  on  behalf  of  my  poor,  lore-sicky  broken- 
hearted Blaise,"  said  Helen,  laughing. 

"  Well  I  what  can  I  do  f  How  far  has  this  matter  pfo« 
eeeded  ?" 

"  To  the  awfal  ultimatum  of  a  rejection.  He  proposed 
yesterday — was  refused — and  now  only  defers  oommitttng 
suicide  until  he  can  decide  as  to  the  best  manner  of  making 
away  with  himself,"  said  Helen,  still  laughing. 

**  Really !  and  is  he  so  seriously  disappointed  f " 

"To  the  verge  of  madness." 

**  Pooh  !  I  never  can  make  you  out,  Helen.  Is  this  really 
»,  or  are  yon  jesting  f " 

**  I  am  solemnly  in  earnest,"  said  Helen,  grarely. 

^  Absurd  I  bat  it  serves  Basil  rightly.    He  ahoald  kaft 


S84  TIYIA. 

Bpoken  to  me  first    Go  home,  Helen,  and  fend  bim  bade 

to  me — I  can  promise  him  a  better  answer." 

"  Ay  I  bat  hear  me  a  moment,  Mrs.  Thogmorton.  Hy 
honest  cousin  is  afflicted  with  crotchets.  One  of  his  crot- 
chets is  a  strong  objection  to  have  Theodora  influenced  in 
his  faTor ;  his  idea  is  that  her  response  to  his  affection  must 
be  entirely  voluntary,  nay,  spontaneous  as  his  own  feeling. 
So,  you  see,  if  you  and  I  a^e  to  put  our  heads  together  to 
make  these  lovers  happy  in  spite  of  their  whims,  we  must 
use  management.  I  do  not  deny  that  I  am  very  anxious  to 
hare  Basil  marry  Theodora.  I  think  marriage  would  be 
the  making  of  him." 

"  I  understand  you,  Helen.  I  must  say  that  I  honor  the 
delicate  scruples  of  Basil,  needless  as  I  think  them.  And  I 
approve  your  sisterly  affection  and  solicitude,  Helen.  So 
few  people  would  give  the  gipsy  Helen  credit  for  so  much 
love  and  wisdom." 

Helen  fidgetted  uneasily,  made  a  mocking  and  aeZZ-mock- 
ing  grimace,  and  then  said — **  It  is  so  purely  disinterested 
on  my  part  also." 

"  I  am  sure  of  it.  Now  in  this  affair  /  know  what  to  do. 
You  are  only,  when  you  return  home,  to  persuade  Basil  of 
what  is  the  truth,  namely,  that  his  rejection  yesterday  even- 
ing meant  nothing  at  all.  Feed  his  hopes.  I  will  be  at 
work  in  the  mean  time  with  Theodora — and  when  all  is  ready, 
I  will  send  and  let  you  know.  But — we  are  liable  to  in- 
terruption here ;  come  up  into  my  room,  where  we  can  talk 
over  this  matter  without  the  fear  of  intrusion." 

And  thither  the  two  conspirators  repaired  to  elaborate 
their  plans.  An  hour  passed,  and  Helen  came  out  and  re- 
turned home. 

In  the  mean  time  the  unconscious  object  of  these  maehina- 
tions  stood  before  her  easel,  painting ;  as  usual  so  absorbed 
that  she  took  no  heed  of  an  ascending  step  and  an  opening 
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door»  and  another  presence  in  the  attic,  until  a  soft  hand 
was  laid  apon  her  shoulder,  as  a  soft  roice  said, 

"  My  dear  I" 

And  Theodora  started  and  tnmed  to  see  her  annt,  a 
most  anasaal  visitor. 

"  How  flushed  your  cheek  is,  my  lore  I  and  how  brilliant 
your  eye  I  This  painting  is  a  consuming  fever  that  is  burn- 
ing out  your  life.  You  must  stop  it.  Gome  away  to  the 
fire.     I  want  to  talk  to  yon." 

And  half  leading  and  haif  embracing  the  firagile  creatnre, 
Mrs.  Thogmorton  conducted  her  to  the  little  old  sofk  that 
DOW  sat  near  the  wood  fire.  When  they  were  seated,  Mrs. 
Thogmorton,  modulating  her  roice  to  the  sweetest  tones 
of  love — said — 

"  My  dear  little  Dora,  we  have  scarcely  ever  understood 
each  other  rightly — and  I  fear  you  have  often  thought  m<6 
unloving  when  I  was  only  care-laden.  My  only  sister's 
only  child,  I  have  seemed  indifferent — ^but  I  never  knew  how 
much  I  really  loved  you,  until  now :  now  that  we  are  so 
soon  to  part." 

"To  part,  aunt?" 

"  Yes,  my  love  I  Did  you  not  think  I  knew  it  all  ?  Ah  I 
dear  child  I  why  should  you  have  hidden  your  heart  from 
me  ?  from  me,  >\ho  stand  in  the  place  of  a  mother  to  you  f 
Your  dead  mother's  onlv  sister  ?" 

"Aunt  Maria,  I  do  not  know  what  you  are  talking  about  f " 
said  Theodora,  in  perplexity  and  vapue  foreboding. 

**Ah,  my  little  love!  don't  know  what  I  am  talkinj^ 
about?  "Why,  what  a  sly  puss  itts.'  or  is  it  only  a  s/»»/ 
one  ?"  re|)Ued  the  lady,  with  a  dash  of  archness  over  her 
tears,  like  a  suuheam  on  the  raindrops. 

*'  Indeed,  indeed,  I  don't.  Aunt  Maria!" 

"  Hush  sh-sh  !■'  said  the  lady,  drawing  her  down  to  her 
bosom,  and  closing  her  lips  with  a  kiss.  "  Hush  sh-sh  t 
It  is  quite  time  now  that  there  should  be  no  concealment, 
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for  anj  cause  whatever,  between  as.  Do  yen  rappow  that 
I  have  been  blind  to  the  object  of  Basil  Wildman's  yirits 
to  tliis  house  for  the  last  three  years  ?" 

"Aunt  Thogmorton — " 

"  Hush,  dear,  it  is  all  right;  I  do  not  blame  yon  the  least 
n  the  world.  It  was  wrong,  perhaps,  to  conceal  the  state 
of  afTairs  from  me  so  long  ;  up,  I  may  say,  to  the  last  possi- 
ble hour  ;  it  was  unconfiding  and  unkind  on  the  part  of  my 
dead  sister's  child,  who  is  in  all  but  the  name  like  a  child 
of  my  own.  But  I  will  not  reproach  yon,  love ;  it  was  na- 
tural, perhaps ;  it  was  your  constitutional  shyness,  probably ; 
or  possibly  it  might  only  have  been  that  yon  knew  the  mar* 
riage  could  not  be  a  very  acceptable  one  to  me ;  nor  is  it, 
indeed ;  but  I  forgive  yon,  my  dear,  dear  Dora,  and  I  wish 
you  every  possible  happiness  1"  whispered  the  lady,  in  a  low, 
gentle  voice,  pressing  the  little  fonn  closer  to  her  bosom. 

Theodora  was  so  amazed,  so  alarmed,  that  her  self-pos- 
session was  nearly  or  quite  lost. 

"  But,  aunt,"  she  faltered,  **  indeed.  Aunt  Thogmorton — " 

"  Nonsense,  love  I  don't  be  bashful  with  yonr  old  annt  I 
Besides,  it  is  time  now  for  me  to  have  your  full  confidence, 
that  I  may  begin  preparations  for  the  wedding,  you  know,'' 
murmured  the  lady. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  be  married  I"  exclaimed  Theodora. 

'' Pooh,  pooh  I  my  love,  it  is  too  late  for  these  little 
girlish  prevarications  now!     We  have  but  ten  days  left, 
and  the  wedding  mnst  be  over  before  we  leave.    It  is  best^ 
too.     I  do  not  believe  in  long  engagements  1" 
^    "But  I  am  not  engaged  I"  said  Theodora,  in  alarm. 

**  Nonsense,  my  love  1     Every  one  knows  that  yoa  are!^ 

"  Before  lleaveu,  I  am  not  engaged  I" 

"  Theodora,  what  do  you  tell  me  ?"  exclaimed  her  aunt, 
in  a  tone  of  well-feigned  astonishment. 

*'  The  truth,  nothing  but  the  truth  1" 

"  And  you  are  not  betrothed  to  Basil  Wlldman  V^ 
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^No»  in  the  siglit  of  the  Lord,  no  I'' 

'*  Then  jon  ought  to  be  I"  exclaimed  the  lady. 

"  No,  dear  aunt,  no  I  I  ought  no^to  be !  I  am  not  help- 
ful euough  to  be  a  wife." 

Mrs.  Thogmorton  withdrew  her  arms  from  around  the 
form  of  her  niece,  put  her  away,  and  for  some  moments  re- 
mained silent ;  when  she  spoke,  it  was  in  cold  terms. 

''  And  what  am  I  to  understand,  then,  by  that  which  I 
have  seen  pass  under  my  own  eyes  for  these  many  months  7^ 

"  Aunt  Thogmorton,  if  you  will  please  to  credit  me,  I 
do  not  know  what  you  have  been  talking  to  me  about,  or 
rather  the  grounds  for  what  you  hare  said.  I  feel  confoied, 
as  one  who  has  been  aroused  out  of  sleep,  and  with  dreams 
still  clinging  around  her,  is  not  fully  awake,  or  able  to 
comprehend  surrounding  circumstances.'^ 

"  In  two  words,  I  speak  of  the  long  and  frequent  Tidts 
of  Basil  Wildman  to  this  house." 

"  Aunt  I  why  other  gentlemen  have  been  in  the  constant 
habit  of  Tisiting  the  bouse  for  a'much  longer  period,  and 
much  more  frequently  than  Basil  I"  said  Theodora,  in  dis- 
tress. 

This  answer  baffled  and  silenced  the  lady  for  a  while  ; 
but  soon  she  recovered  herself,  and  answered,  in  a  gentler 
Toice,  however, 

''  That  is  very  ingenious,  Theodora ;  but  it  does  not  ex- 
plain the  affair.     We  have  all  known  the  footing  upon  which 
other  gentlemen  have  come  here ;  as  friends  of  the  family. 
We  have  also  known  the  footing  upon  which  Basil  Wild 
man  came,  as  a  suitor  to  yourself.     Deny  it,  if  you  can." 

Thiodora  could  not  deny  it,  but  she  said  : 

•*  I  could  not  help  his  coming." 

"  That  is  an  evasion,  my  dear.  You  could  have  helped 
his  coming.  You  should  have  helped  his  coming.  You 
should  have  given  him  to  understand  that  his  yisits  were 
unacceptable." 
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'*  How  conld  I  do  that,  dearest  aunt,  when  T  did  not 

know  until  yesterday  that  his  visits  were  intended  for  me  V* 

"Now,  Theodora,  how  could  you,  the  most  interested 
person,  be  blind  to  that  affection  which  every  one  else  saw  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  indeed  I  but  ah,  I  was  blind  !" 

*'  Theodora,  come,  let  us  talk  calmly  and  dispassionately 
about  this  affair." 

Theodora  looked  up. 

*'  Here  has  been  this  young  man  visiting  yon,  paying  all 
sorts  of  attentions  to  you,  hoping  and  expecting  success  to 
his  visits,  for  three  years,  uiirebuked.  It  is  true  that  I,  my* 
self,  did  not  quite  approve  of  him  as  your  suitor.  I  thoaght 
as  my  niece,  you  had  a  right  to  be  more  aspiring ;  but  as 
there  was  nothing  seriously  objectionable  in  the  young  fel- 
low, as  you  yourself  had  no  dower,  I  would  not  interfere  with 
your  free  choice,  and  so  he  has  continued  to  flrequent  the 
house  in  the  character  of  your  accepted  lover  for  years  past, 
it  being  generally  understood  that  as  soon  as  you  should  be 
of  proper  age  the  marriage  would  take  place.  You  are  not 
yet  quite  marriageable  at  seventeen,  but  the  event  is  neces- 
sarily hastened  by  our  impending  departure.  So,  my  dear 
Theodora,  if  you  have  any  regard  for  our  convenience,  pray 
leave  vacillating,  caprice,  and  coquetry;  all  very  charming, 
no  doubt,  when  there  is  time  to  indulge  in  the  amasementi 
but  under  present  circumstances  very  awkward  and  embar- 
rassing ; — and  let  us  have  a  merry  wedding  before  we  go," 
said  tlie  lady,  smiling  and  caressing  her. 

"Aunt — my  dcnrannt,  indf'cd  you  are  entirely  mistaken. 
I  am  not  engaged.  I  have  never  given  the  slightest  en- 
couragement to  IJasil.  And  I  mean  never  to  marry,  least 
of  all  him." 

*'  Tlien,  Theodora,  permit  me  to  ask  you  whaijon  intend 
to  do  ?  Ilere  have  we  been  confidently  expecting  that  you 
would  be  married  before  our  departure,  and  that  we  shoold 
leave  you  provided  for.     And  now,  at  the  last  hour,  almost. 
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yoQ  tell  me  that  70Q  will  not  be  married !    Now  what  do 
yoa  expect  to  do  ?" 

**  Oh  I  indeed,  I  do  not  know  I  the  qnestion  is  so  sadden  I 
I  did  not  know  what  yon  intended,  I  thought,  perbapM, 
that  yon  would  take  me  with  70a  to  Texas." 

"  Take  you  with  us  to  Texas  I  Have  yoa  any  idea  of  the 
additional  expense  that  wodld  be,  child  1  Theodora  I  you 
know  that  I  have  now — nothing — more  the  shame  and  pity  I 
And  you  have  no  claim  upon  Doctor  Thogmorton,  who 
habitually  complains  of  the  size  of  the  family,  and  feels 
abused  because  my  own  daughters  remain  so  long  on  onr 
hands.  The  doctor  coald  noC  be  persuaded  to  take  yon  to 
Texas,  Theodora.  And  even  if  he  could,  would  it  be  pleas* 
ant  to  you  to  go,  knowing  that  his  protection  was  unwil- 
lingly given  ?*' 

''  No  I  oh  I  no  I  But  is  there  not  something  that  I  could 
do  for  a  living  ?  Yivia  says  I  have  a  future  fortune  in  my 
art." 

"  Poor  child  I"  said  the  lady,  looking  at  her  half  in  pity, 
half  in  compunction — ''  a  great  fortune  has  your  art  been 
to  you  1" 

"  Oh  I  I  know,  here  in  the  country  ;  but  here  people  do 
not  buy  pictures,  except  portraits,  and  do  not  appreciate 
even  them.  But  in  the  city,  aunt  I  If  you  would  take  me 
to  the  city  on  your  way  south,  and  introduce  me  to  some  of 
your  acquaintances,  so  that  I  may.  have  protection,  and  get 
me  board  with  some  respectable  private  family  and  leave  me 
there  ?  T  am  sure  if  I  did  not  make  a  fortune,  I  should 
make  a  good  livinp^  by  painting,  and  soon  be  able  to  assist 
Mary  and  Jane,  and  ease  somewhat  the  burden  of  the  larjre 
f.imily.  I  am  sure  that  in  the  city  I  should  be  at  least  able 
to  do  tins.  Perhaps  I  might  even  make  a  fortune ;  but  I 
am  not  sanguine,  and  do  not  expect  so  much,"  pleaded 
Theodora. 

**  \Vhat  a  chimera  I    A  young  girl  proposes  to  go  to  the 
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city  and  set  up  «  stadio  I  Why,  I  tm  really  mnOm^ 
breathless,  with  amazement  I  It  would  be  improper,  indeli- 
cate, indecerdJ*^ 

"  But  why,  aant  ?  Why  ?  It  Is  surely  not  sinfaL  It  it 
surely  better  than  to  marry  only  for  a  living  and  a  home.'' 

'*  Theodora,  you  absolutely  shock  ma  1  Never  let  me  hear 
you  name  such  a  thing  again  to  me  while  we  remain  to« 
gather !  No,  my  dear,  the  only  good  and  wise  thing  left 
fur  you  to  do  is  to  wed  Basil  Wildman.  You  owe  it  to 
him.  You  have  encouraged  him  whether  you  are  inclined 
to  acknowledge  it  or  not.  You  have  given  him  hopei 
which  it  were  dishonest  to  disappoint." 

*'  Oh !  what  shall  I  do  ?  Oh,  Yivia,  if  yon  were  CMily 
here  !  Oh !  Aunt  Thogmorton,  I  cannot  I  I  cannot  I  Only 
let  me  go  away  !  I  do  not  care  where  I  I  will  never  tron- 
blc  you  or  the  doctor  in  the  world  if  you  will  only  let  me  go 
away  and  do  for  myself  I" 

"  Yes !  you  would  soon  indeed  do  for  yourself,  poor 
child  I    Poor,  helpless  child  I  what  would  you  try  to  do  f " 

"  What  I  said  I  What  I  said  I"  exclaimed  Theodora, 
clasping  her  hands  beseechingly.    "  Oh,  let  me  go  I" 

**  Nonsense,  child !  I  bade  you  not  name  anch  a  wild 
chimera  to  me  again." 

Theodora's  hands  were  now  unclasped  and  pressed  against 
her  bosom. 

''  What  is  your  objection  to  Basil  ?"  said  Mrs.  Thogmor* 
ton,  possessing  herself  of  one  of  her  niece's  hands,  and  look- 
ing  steadily  in  her  pale  face.  "  What  is  your  objection  to 
Basil  ?" 

''  Nothing,  nothing  that  I  should  not  also  bare  againtt 
any  other." 

** — Except —  ?"  said  Mrs.  Thogmorton,  peering  into  her 
face. 

Theodora  had  stopped  suddenly,  and  her  cheeks  were  mC* 
^bsed  with  blushes. 
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^  Bxeept —  f "  again  queried  the  lady,  gaiiog  deeplj  iato 
the  blasbing  face.  "  Except — Austin  Malmaiaon  1"  finally 
concluded  Mrs.  Thogmorton.  The  poise  under  her  finger 
gave  a  great  bound,  thrilled  like  a  rudely  touched  harp- 
string,  aad  seemed  as  if  about  to  stop.  The  cheeks  that  had 
flushed  to  a  brighter  crimson  now  faded  into  pallor.  The 
face  was  averted,  the  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground.  Mrs. 
Thogmorton  watched  her  in  silence  a  few  seconds,  and  then 
said, 

^I  have  your  secret^  Theodora.  I  lore  yon  better  to 
knowing  it  It  shall  be  safe  witb  me  I  Bnt  let  me  give 
yon  a  little  piece  of  good  common  sense  advice.  Poor  child  I 
the  attentions  of  that  young  gentleman,  have  qnite  turned 
your  head  P  added  the  lady,  seeing  the  increasing  dislresi 
of  her  niece.  **  You  must  forget  them,  Theodora.  Those 
attentions,  marked  as  they  undoubtedly  were,  meant  nothing 
*-or  nothing  more  than  compassion  for  a  sick  and  suffering 
girl  Say,  did  you  dream  that  they  meant  more  than  this  t 
Answer  me." 

"  Oh,  aunt  1" 

"Well,  now,  did  you  f" 

"  No,  madam  I" 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  you  did  not ;  for,  Theodora,  sum- 
mon your  reason !  look  at  things  by  its  clear  light.  Her6'''T 
is  Austin,  with  every  advantage  of  family,  wealth,  position, 
personal  graces  and  accomplishments,  an  extensive  inter- 
course with  the  best  society  in  this  country,  and  now  also  in 
Europe,  a  match  for  the  richest  heiress  or  the  greatest  belie, 
and — here  are  you,  a  poor  little  lame  girl,  quite  penniless, 
and  nearly  destitute — think  of  it  I" 

"  I  do,  I  do  !    Oh,  madam,  spare  me  I    I  never  harboreil ' 
such  vain  thougnis — never  I" 

'*  Austin  never  could  have  looked  upon  you  with  other 
feelings  than  pity,  and  never  considered  you  in  any  other 
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If^ht  than  that  of  a  poor  nnfortnnate  girl  whom  beaevohaeo 

moved  him  to  comfort  and  assist." 

"  Oh,  I  know  it  I  I  know  it  I  Why  do  yon  nrge  this  lo 
j)er5istcntly?" 

**  Not  to  distress  yon  but  to  corroborate  yonr  own  con- 
victions, that  a  anion  with  Anstiu  is  ntterly  beyond  the 
remotest  possibility." 

**  I  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing  I  For  heaven's  loTe, 
Bay  no  more  I" 

''  And  yet,  with  yonr  whole  heart  and  BonI  and  streng^ 
you  love  Austin !" 

A  deep,  tearless  sob  seemed  to  rend  her  bosom,  and  her 
head  dropped  upon  her  open  hands. 

"  The  human  heart  is  the  most  willfnl,  weak  thing  that  I 
know  of  in  the  Lord's  creation  I  It  is  not  to  wring  yonn 
but  to  strengthen  it,  that  I  now  speak.  This  fantastieal 
young  love,  Theodora,  is  nothing  more  than  a  transient 
epidemic  of  the  bosom,  by  no  means  dangerous,  to  which 
young  people  between  fifteen  and  twenty-five  are  pecnliarly 
liable.  It  passes  ofif  in  a  short  time,  especially  if  the  loTera 
marry.  As  a  general  thing,  I  firmly  believe  that  in  ninety- 
nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  no  greater  misfortone  eoiild 
happen  to  one  than  a  union  with  the  first  love.  Marriagei 
of  convenience  are  universally  abused;  yet,  as  firmly  do  I 
believe  that  the  balance  of  happiness  is  in  their  &Tor.  I 
judge  from  personal  experience  and  from  observation  of 
society.  Theodora,  my  first  marriage  was  one  of  conreBi- 
cnce,  with  a  widower  of  thrice  my  own  age — I  being  sixtaenp 
Mr.  Garland  forty-eight.  My  life  with  him  was  the  happiest 
portion  of  my  earthly  career;  it  was  very  blessed,  had  I 
been  wise  enough  to  know  it  at  the  time.  He  died,  apd 
after  a  fbw  years  of  widowhood,  I  wedded  a  second  time, 
and  from  motives  of  such  pure  afi'ectiou,  that  I  reserved  not 
one  dollar  of  the  fortune  Mr.  Garland  had  left  me^  but  m* 
dowed  Dr.  Thogmorton  with  the  whole.    Theodora^  yoa 
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baft  been  with  me  ell  your  life,  and  yea  eeiir  me  la  betik 
poBitioDS ;  with  whom  was  I  happier,  with  the  men  of  mj\ 
ptfents'  choosing,  or   with   the  one   of  my  own  wiUfiil\ 
choice  ?"  --^.^ \ 

"  Oh,  aant,  it  is  too  late  now,  too  sad  now,  to  ask  that 
question  I" 

**  Bat  it  is  not  too  late  for  you  to  profit  by  my  ezperieno^ 
It  is  not  with  the  one  she  loves,  bat  with  the  one  hj  whom/ 
she  is  laved,  that  a  woman  finds  peace.'' 

"  Bat  may  not  the  lo?ed  and  the  loving  be  one  f* 

''  I  do  not  know.  I  have  never  proved  it^  either  by  ex* 
perience  or  observation.  I  donbt  it.  Bot  now,  my  dear, 
take  yoar  own  affairs  into  consideration.  Yon  most  make- 
np  yoar  mind  to  marry  Basil.  He  loves  yon,  and  he  deserves 
yoa.  For  thoagh,  as  I  said  before,  he  is  scarcely  the  eqnal 
of  my  niece,  yet  ander  all  the  circiimstances,  he  is  as  fair  a 
party  as  you  could  hope  to  find.  Basil  is  of  a  good  old 
family,  his  circumstances  are  now  comfortable.  In  cha« 
racter,  he  is  upright,  honorable,  benevolent,  and,  last  and 
greatest,  he  is  disinterestedly  and  devotedly  attached  to  you. 
He  loved  you  before  yoar  misfortune,  and  his  affection  haa 
continued  unabated  since.  His  constancy  should  have  wpa 
a  better  return  than  fickleness  and  final  r^ection.  And  U 
must  still  be  rewarded,  for  however  yoa  may  have  answered 
his  offer  of  yesterday,  after  having  suffered,  and  thereby 
encouraged  his  visits  for  three  years,  yoa  cannot  in  boaor 
withdraw.  You  must  marry  him,  my  love.  Nay,  hnshl 
say  no  more,  my  dear  child  I  You  really  must,  having  gone 
so  fur.  There  is  no  other  way.  Don't  despair!  take  hearty 
my  child  I  You  must  be  happy  with  Basil,  he  is  such  a 
jroud  fellow,  and  so  devoted  to  you.  I  must  go  now.  Good- 
by  for  the  present." 

And  8o  Baying,  the  lady  stooped  and  kissed  Theodora 
and  passed  out  of  the  room.  ^r* 

Unable  to  answer,  Theodcra  sat  half-stnpeSed  with 
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row. .  Slowly  she  let  herself  sink  upon  the  floor,  and  tamhig 
her  face  downward,  borjing  it  under  her  arms  and  her  cloud 
of  hair,  moai^id, 

"  Oh,  misery  I  misery  I  misery  1" 

Long  she  lay  there  in  the  abandon  of  grief.  Afler  a 
while,  slowly  she  arose,  cleared  the  disheveled  tresses  from 
her  face,  looked  around,  went  and  secured  her  door,  and 
then  walked  to  the  large  chest  under  the  window,  from  its 
depths  took  out  a  portrait,  carried  and  set  it  upon  her  easel, 
and  fixed  her  eyes  upon  it  with  a  burning  gaze,  spoke  to  tt^ 
her  whole  soul's  emotion  trilling  in  the  low  tones  of  her 
Toice. 

"Yes — I  knew  indeed,  that  from  your  own  higher  and 
happier  life,  you  looked  down  only  in  compassion  upon  the 
poor  sphere  of  mine.  I  knew  that  was  all.  Yet  still  it 
were  sweet  to  be  free  to  dedicate  this  little  life  with  all  it 
has  of  any  worth,  to  you — to  be  free  to  think  only  of  yoa 
all  day,  dream  only  of  you  all  night,  live  with  yon  in  the 
spirit  all  my  earthly  life — ^looking  forward  to  the  time  when 
in  Heaven  the  soul,  casting  off  its  disguise  of  flesh,  shall 
appear  in  its  own  immortal  beauty,  when  you  should  see  me 
and  know  me  for  your  own  eternally,  when  I  should  rejoica 
to  say,  'I  have  been  faithful  unto  death!'  This  ahoiild 
have  been  my  earthly  lot.  Thus  in  a  happy  vision  I  should 
have  lived  with  you  in  spirit,  my  love  I  my  love  I  Should 
have  merged  my  life  in  a  blessed  dream  of  yours,  until  the 
night  of  earth  should  have  been  past,  and  the  day  of 
Heaven  at  hand.  And  now !  But  it  must  not,  shall  not 
be  I  I  will  keep  my  soul  sacred  to  this  my  holy  love  and 
heavenly  hope  I  Oh,  spirit  1  look  on  me  through  those 
glorious  eyes !  give  me  strength  to  suffer  and  be  true !" 

While  this  young  visionary  was  yielding  to  her  soul's 
enthusiasm,  Mrs.  Thogmorton  wrote  a  hasty  note  and  dis- 
patched  it  to  Red  Ridge.  Then  looking  up  from  her  writing- 
desk,  she  said. 
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""I  am  Borryfor  her,  too,  Ha<tel  poor  liltle  th!ng,  slw 
snffors  a  great  deal  1  but  what  eUo  can  bo  Hone  for  liorf 
The  doctor  is  as  cross  as  a  bear.  Jler  plan  of  going;  to 
town  and  painting  pictures  for  a  li»ing,  is  the  most  absurd 
tbioff  that  ever  was  hrard  of!  Auijtfn,  even  if  he  wew  in 
the  cijnntry,  never  wonid  dream  of  marrying  Tbcodoral" 

"  Now,  yoo  know,  I  am  not  act  snre  of  tliat  I  Dora  has 
vhe  most  taking  little  face  that  ever  I  saw  I  Tlicre  is  ait 
expression  in  her  conntenance,  a  look  from  her  eves  wlicn 
the  raises  tliem  to  aiy  face,  that  Eeema  to  drain  the  very 
spirit  ont  of  my  bosom  I  And  I  have  been  nswl  to  her  all 
my  life,  and  am  besides  a  woman,  and  not  a  very  snsccptiblo 
one  at  that  I  There  is  a  deep  and  exquisite  beauty  beaming 
through  her  pale,  transparent  face.  If  I  were  ayoang  man 
I  am  not  so  soro  I  shouldn't  fall  In  lOTe  with  her  myself. 
So  I  don't  wonder  at  Austin  !" 

"  But  her  lameness  1  how  can  yoa  talk  bo  wildly  1" 

"But  yon  dont  see  her  Iamene9§  when  she  is  ftill;  yon 
only  see  her  delicate,  spiritual  beauty,  and  eren  wbea  ab* 
mores  there  is  not  the  least  awkwardness  or  ngltneMi  in  bw 
limp.  Her  motion  is  as  graceful  as  the  Sutter  of  a  wonmdtd 
bird,  it  excites  only  the  sweetest  sympathy  for  her." 

"  YoQ  will  presently  tell  me  that  the  poor  child's  lam^ 
ness  is  an  additional  ebarm." 

Rose  laughed.  "  I  do  not  think  Aostin  fonnd  it  *  fluwilil' 
charm." 

"Well,  Bose,  Anstin  is  not  in  the  country.  I  wlslihe 
were  I  and  that  I  was  sure  of  his  regard  for  Tbeodon ;  but 
you  must  know  that  there  is  a  wide  difference  between  hie 
taking  a  poor  lame  girl  ont  to  ride,  and — bis  nunyinj' 
her !" 

"  1  don't  know  I  Mrs.  Malmaiaon  did  not  think  m  I  I 
am  persuaded  that  she  went  to  Europe  only  to  take  Anstta 
quietly  away  from  Theodora." 

"  Another  reason  for  giving  np  hope  in  tl 


but  don't  say  any  thing  about  it  to  her  yet  I   I 
any  pccncs." 

That  same  afternoon  Blaise  made  his  appearai 
received  by  Mrs.  Thograorton  alone.  His  f 
a-glow  with  blended  joy  and  bashfulness. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  to  thank  my  dear  Dor 
I  am  not  near  worthy  of  her  in  any  respect, 
morton !  She  looks  to  me  so  choice,  so  refin 
cate,  80  like  a  princess  that  ought  to  be  shielde< 
the  common  rudeness  of  the  world — that  I — 
that  I  am  sure  of  her." 

Blaise  was  sitting  directly  in  front  of  the  ^ 
light  of  which  fell  full  upon  his  homely,  glowing 
face;  but  Mrs.  Thogmorton  was  sitting  wit 
against  the  same  window,  and  her  face  in  the  dee] 
Blaise  could  not  see  its  expression,  and  thence  la 
the  illusion  that  she  could  not  see  his  counten 
and  hence  his  greater  freedom  of  speech.     He  < 

**  Could  I  see  Dora,  to  tell  her  how  happy  e 
her  consent  has  made  me  ?" 
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M  they  coti  be  in  getting  ready  to  receive  Tbeoilon.  Ther 
WDt  their  greeliugs  by  me,  and  they  will  be  over  to-morrow. 

"  HftTe  you  procnred  the  license,  and  spoken  to  Uia 
minister  t" 

"  Not  yet     I  (lid  want  to  Epeak  to  Dora,  first," 

"  Bat  you  ciinnot  I  she  ia  as  busy  aa  a  bee,  and  as  bash- 
ful BS^htrjeiri     You  must  send  your  message  by  me." 

Blaise  beailated,  a  cloud  came  over  his  homely  face,  hs 
■aid, 

"Mra.  Thogmorton,  please  forgive  me  for  what  I  am  go- 
ioff  to  ask  you ;  but  please  also  answer  me  Craokly,  on  year 
honor  a§  a  woman — have  you  inQueuced  your  niece  in  my 
favor  f  Is  it  to  your  interferi.-Dce  that  1  am  indebted  for 
Theodora's  late  consent?" 

There  »as  a  pleading  earncstn«»  in  his  honest  face  that 
troubled  tiie  lady ;  but  she  soon  recovered  her  eelf-poasea- 
eion,  and,  half  laughing,  said, 

"Perhaps,  Mr.  WUdman,  my  reply  may  wound  and  of- 
fend you  ?" 

"  Ho,  it  will  not,  madam  I  It  may  be  what  I  half  ex- 
pect  I  But  I  shall  have  no  right  to  be  offended  I  I  had 
rather  not  owe  the  possession  of  Dora's  band  to  any  thing 
but  her  own  heart.     Speak,  madam  1" 

"  Very  well,  I  will  speak  I"  answered  the  lady,  with  a 
great  show  of  even  rude  frankness — "and  I  will  tell  you 
jikinly,  as  I  told  her,  that  I  did  not  entirely  approve  this 
intended  marriage.  I  thought  yoo  rather  a  wild,  nnsettled 
youn^  man,  and  I  thought  Theodora  also  rather  childish, 
Rud  that  you  two  would  not  make  a  very  hopeful  couple. 
But  finally,  believing  the  happiness  of  Theodora  concerned 
in  this  matter,  and  hoping  that  you  would  grow  more  steady 
and  domestic,  and  «he  more  womanly,  I  have  not  opposed 
the  wedding.   Yon  muat  forgive  me  for  speaking  so  plainlj." 

Basil  was  completely  deceived  and  overjoyed. 

"  My  dear  madam  1  yon  make  me  so  happy  t 
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heart  My  greatest  satisfaction  in  this  world  wo 
taking  care  of  her,  and  doing  her  good  ;  bnt  if,  af 

**  I  understand  you,  Mr.  Wildraan,  and  I  ho 
scraples.  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  will  make  ' 
happy.  Yon  will  see  her  to-morrow  morning,  if 
it,  though  I  should  advise  you  not  to  appear  until 
Ing.  And  now  I  must  wish  yon  good  afternoon  ao 
yon,  for  we  have  both  enough  to  occupy  as  the  i 
of  the  day." 

And  so  the  interview  terminated,  Blaise  retnm 
to  a  fool's  paradise. 


CHAPTER   XXVI. 

AN     UNCONSCIOUS     BRIDE. 

(hunt  Bdlram.    What  doitt  thon,  woman  f 

JLgnM.    Wh*i  I  shftU  an«we& 
Wait  and  see  I—iStotitte. 
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there  was  company  expecUd  for  the  eveniDgj  and  ms  there- 
fore aRerwArd  not  Barpriscil  or  carioQa  respecting  aaj  bostlA 
of  arrangement 

Mn.  ThogmortOD  bad  coaGrmed  herself  in  tho  thoaght 
that  she  was  doing  the  wisest  «nd  the  beat  thing  for  Theo- 
dora, and  that  alt  tba  means  were  made  jnatifiable  bj  the 
end.  NeTertheksA  aa  hour  arter  hoar  of  the  forenoon  slipped 
awaj',  bringing  nearer  the  time  appointed  for  the  marriage, 
her  courage  waned.  She  foaud  it  difficult  and  well-nigh 
impossible  to  go  and  apprize  TIteodora  of  the  coming  eTeut, 
which  she  still  resoWed  should  iakc  place. 

"  Whut  ahail  I  do  V  she  more  than  once  ezduoed. 
"  What  can_  I  naT  to  her  ?  Was  ever  a  womao  in  BDch  • 
predicament  T" 

At  one  moment  she  determined  to  seem  to  take  it  for 
granted  that  Theodora  knew  all,  and  to  let  her  £iid  out  hj 
seeing  and  hearing  what  was  in  progress.  At  another  mo- 
ment she  concluded  to  go  and  sit  down  \tj  her  side,  tell  her, 
and  Eoolhe  and  coas  her  into  compliance.  And  she  repealed 
all  former  re?il'itions  in  favor  of  the  plan  Napoleonic,  of 
tearing  all  commnnications  for  the  last,  and  tbaii  taUng 
her  by  sarprise,  and  as  it  were,  by  storm.  And  finally  that 
also  was  abandoned  with  the  despairing  exclamation  of — 

"I  am  at  my  wit's  end  I" 

"  What  is  the  matter  t"  inquired  the  doctor,  who  had 
chanced  to  orerhear  these  words.  Now,  Hra.  Tbogmocton, 
in  her  pride  of  goTerament,  had  taken  no  counselor;  hot 
being  questioned,  she  nerertheless  answered  fraaklj, 

"  Why,  Theodora  does  not  know  that  the  is  to  be  mar* 
ried  this  evening!" 

"  Whew-w  I  and  everybody  else  knows  it  —that  ii  apMty 
spot  of  work.     How  on  earUi  doea  it  happen  1" 

Mrs.  Tbogmorton  condescended  to  explain  at  ■•■• 
length— 

"  And  now,"  said  that  lady  in  coocltuion,  "  I  do  m>(  kao* 
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bow  to  break  it  to  ber  I  And  tbe  Wildmaos  are  expeetad 
here  every  moment  to  see  her." 

"Deny  her  to  them  until  she  shall  be  prepared." 

"  I  intend  to  do  so,  bat  in  an  boar  or  two  after  them 
Basil  himself  will  be  here,  and  then  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"  Bring  forth  the  bride,  to  be  sare." 

"  Yes  I  easy  said !  But  suppose  she  will  not  come  f  Sup- 
pose she  grows  serious  and  makes  a  scene  ?" 

"  Compose  her  nerves !" 

'*  Compose  her  nerves  ?" 

"Yes !  and  do  it  before  yon  break  the  matter  to  her  I" 

"  I  wish  you  would  talk  common  sense,  Doctor  Thog^ 
morton  I  for  if  you  have  no  more  idea  of  what  jon  are  talk- 
ing about  than  I  have,  I  am  sure  yon  are  discoarBing  aa 
'infinite  deal  of  nothing.'" 

**  Can  we  never  talk  without  quarreling  ?  Very  well,  then  I 
I  am  content  I  only  put  off  the  fracas  until  to-morrow  1  when 
we  have  leisure  to  come  to  a  misunderstanding  I" 

*'  Well,  then,  go  on  and  tell  me  what  you  mean,  if  jon 
yourself  know !" 

"  Willingly,  my  dove  !  If  this  child  up-stairs  ia  likely 
to  give  you  trouble  by  her  excitability,  compose  her  nerres  I 
I  have  seen  a  dying  man  so  composed  that  he  has  suffered 
no  anxiety  on  the  subject  of  his  will !  Theodora  was  very 
pale  to-day  at  dinner.  Go  into  her  room  and  tell  her  how 
pale  she  is  1  feel  her  pulse  and  send  for  me  to  proscribe  I 
There !  Go  at  once — there  is  no  time  to  be  lost,  for,  bj 
Jupiter,  there  comes  the  carriage  with  old  Mfs.  Wildman 
and  Mis.s  Elizabeth  I  I  will  go  and  receive  them  while  yon 
see  Theodora ;  then  I  will  send  you  to  them  while  I  go  lo 
her,"  said  the  doctor,  hurrying  down  stairs. 

Mrs.  Thogmorton  found  Theodora  lying  upon  her  littte 
cot 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  dear?     Are  yoa  tiokt^ 
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aAtd,  Undlf  Kppnwching  th«  b«d,  uid  taUng  the  glrt^ 

"  No,  aant,  dear,  only  tired."  replied  Tbeoilora,  smlliug 
gruUfallj  at  this  anvoatcd  teudemma. 

"  Indeed  I  am  nfnid  jrou  are  sick,  or  an  goiDg  to  be  80. 
I  iDust  pet  your  unelo  to  come  np  t«  see  ;roa  I"  said  tha 
ladjr,  nffMUooutelj,  siuiog  down  by  tbe  side  of  tbe  col  and 
laying  her  hattii  upon  tJie  forehead  of  ber  patieot.  "  I  ds* 
clare  jour  head  is  quite  bot.  Yes,  indeed,  I  must  get  tbe 
ductor  to  see  you." 

"  I  assure  you  it  is  ual  iieceAoary,  dear  aunt.  I  bare  oolj 
my  usual  ullemoon  bodr  of  wettriucat,  I  liliull  ri««  ia  a  fwW 
Diioates." 

"VoDT  iiBQal  ariemoon  fit  of  ircarioc«sI  Yoq  do  not 
mean  to  tell  me  tliul  yoa  have  attacks  eoeri/  day  F" 

Theodora  smiled  at  tbe  seemiui^  earnestness  of  the  lady. 

"  1  fiitipTie  mjself  every  fonnoon,  and  rest  fur  an  hour 
every  afternoon.     It  is  at  worst  only  ft  Uty  tutbiL" 

"  It  is  very  significant  1  Mj  dear  obild,  let  jour  BDcla 
come  to  see  you  1" 

"  I  would  rather  not,  as  it  is  nnnecenary  !" 

"For  my  sake  I  Yoa  know  I  feel  toon  uzioos  on  yow 
ncconnt  than  ever  I  did  before  I" 

A|^n  Theodora  smiled  with  n  pusled  eipnmoa  of 
countenance,  but  replied, 

"  Very  well,  aunt,  for  yonr  sake  let  it  be  then,  thoogh 
I  am  sure  that  nncle  will  find  me  only  lasy." 

Tbe  lady  stooped  and  preflsed — what  would  lure  been  • 
Judas  kiHS  lo  her  lips,  but  that  she  bad  persuaded  berseff 
that  all  ber  contemplated  action  was"  for  Theodora's  good." 
Then  she  went  below,  and  passed  into  tbe  parlor  wbere  the 
ladies  from  Red  Kidge  were  waiting  for  her.  After  weloom- 
iu{t  them  the  said, 

"  I  cunot  ask  yon  to  go  np  into  Tbeodom^  room  Jw( 
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gaests  to  their  temporary  apartments. 

Evening  camo.  And  the  company — wi 
country  wedding,  christening,  or  funeral  ca 
assembled.  Toward  seven  o'clock  Basil  c 
nied  by  his  sister  Helen.  He  was  invited 
sitting-room  to  await  the  appearance  of  hie 
was  invited  at  once  into  Theodora's  preseno 
leaving  the  room,  Basil  said, 

"  Helen  I  try  to  contrive  that  I  see  T 
minutes  alone  before  the  ceremony.     Somi 
misgives  me,  and  I  would  like  to  have  a 
herself." 

''Nonsense,  Blaise!  It  is  not  etiquette. 
However,  I  will  see  if  I  can  manage  it;  but  i 
not  be  able  to  do  so,  you  had  better  instrue 
message  yon  may  have  for  Theodora." 

"  Thank  yon,  Helen  I  I  hardly  know  if  it 
Bidered  polite  for  me  to  send  the  message 
would  be  right  I  Tell  her,  Helen,  that  with 
put  myself  and  all  I  possess  at  her  feet  for  h 
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to  be  oonvinced,  and  she  knew  fall  well  tbit it  omM  noibo 
BO  "  managed''  as  to  afford  him  an  intenriew. 

When  she  was  gone,  Blaise  walked  op  and  down  the  sii- 
ting-room  floor  for  half  an  hour,  and  tiiien  pasNd  iMfore  a 
long  mirror,  and  Tiewed  himself  from  head  t^foot:— 4nM- 
ling  red  hair  that  wonid  noi  lie  down,  a  snn-lmmed,  frecMed 
•kin,  small,  light  graj  eyes,  a  einmsj  nose,  m  shapeless 
month,  round  shoulders,  long  arms,  an  awkward  form  I  She 
never  conld  like  him — no,  never  I  She  was  so  symmetrisal, 
so  delicate,  so  graceful  I  Everj  one  must  see  the  eontnst 
between  them,  the  moment  they  shoold  staad  np  together  I 
Eveiy  one  must  see  that  the  could  nerer  lote  him  I  Awd 
yet  if  she  only  could  and  did,  how  grateful,  how  devoted  he 
would  be  I  One  thing :  If-^ar  near  as  the  consummatii^ 
of  his  hopes  appeared  to  be,  there  still  seemed  to  be  an  **fP^ 
— ^he  were  so  happy,  so  blessed  as  to  g^n  her,  though  he 
coold  not  be  the  handsomest,  nor  the  wisest,  nor  the  wealthi- 
est hatband  in  the  world,  he  would  b^  the  most  loving  and 
disinterested,  yes,  that  he  would  I  that  was  in  his  power, 
and  sQcb  he  would  be  ! 

His  reveries  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Wake- 
field Bmnton,  who  was  to  be  his  first  groomsman,  and  who 
came  in  smiling  and  grasping  the  hand  of  his  friend,  and 
wishing  him  all  manner  of  happiness. 

Basil,  in  a  reserved  and  awkward  manner,  thanked  him. 
And  soon  after  the  door  opened,  and  Helen  beckoned  Wake- 
field to  her  side. 

Wase,  my  cousin  Basil,  there,  is  just  as  verdant  as  May 
cloFer  I  Please  to  tell  him  that  lit  is  ftme /"  and  so  saying, 
she  disappeared  as  suddenly  as  she  had  come. 

WakeSeld  drew  down  the  comers  of  his  mouth,  with  be- 
coming gravity,  and  going  up  to  Basil,  said,  solemnly,  **  R 
ia  time  /"  drew  bis  arm  within  his  own,  and  marched  out  of 
the  sitting-room  into  the  hall. 

It  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  hanging  lamp  which  nev^the- 


ana  iwo  joang  gentJemen  who  were  to  ac 
third  groomsmen.  Wakefield  led  Ba&il  in 
the  ladies  group,  and  j)resented  him  innned 
bride,  where  poor  Blaise  stood  abashed  and 

"  Yoa  are  to  draw  her  arm  in  yoars  and  i 
heaven  mend  your  wits  I"  exclaimed  Hei 
stage  whisper. 

Mary  and  her  cayalier  had  led  the  way ;  Ja 
followed.     Helen  took  Wakefield's  arm,  anc 

And  somehow  Blaise  found  himself  with 
gloved  hand  resting  calmly  on  his  left  coat  i 
up  the  rear.  It  did  not  shrink,  nor  tremble — 
It  lay  there  coolly  and  quietly.     He  stole 
at  the  face  above  it — the  face  was  no  paler 
usual— the  eyes  were  not  downcast  nor  tei 
not  meet,  neither  did  they  avoid  his  gaz< 
straight  forward  the  way   that  they  were 
look  and  manner  revealed  nothing ;  it  wsi 
He  tried  to  speak  once  or  twice — but  the  wo 
his  throat."    At  last,  just  as  they  were  entei 
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*'Yoii  down  1  cut  jon  hold  yov  tongat,  aaA  MNkn 
with  propriety  V 

And  lilaUe  fearin"  tlwt  he  bad  heen  piUtj  of  eomognM 
brcftcb  of  etiqneUe.  blasted  di-eplv.  «id  wu  silent. 

And  Ibe  orxt  luMttoI,  wilh  his  eensM  all  RellDfr,  ba 
foand  hiinsetr  aiid  Theodorn  tiUuiding  together  in  tlii^  ecutT* 
of  e  semicircle,  ranged  bcfare  the  cIcrf^maD,  who,  book  lu 
band,  lost  no  time  id  begiunin^  tbo  solcnin  eihortatioo  thMl 
opens  the  marria^  riMnl.  B}u«e  dsrod  not  glance  st  th« 
Bp«ctatars  around,  or  at  tbe  bride  on  his  left  hand,  or  tlie 
fricDd  on  hia  H^ht,  or  al  the  minl«t«r  of  God  before  him; 
hv  ki-pt  \m  *;<;«  fiitd  upon  the  carpet.  AVben  the  timo 
came  fur  btm  to  rnnkr  hts  rrnpnnjip*.  he  irtainTnercd  forth,  in 
alow    Toice,    the    wiri  ■■'.   rj.i n  j>ot  in   hlii  mouth. 

A  few  Beoiids  nfter  b.  i'l--  ihe  sound  of  the 

wouutn'B  response,  tbe  toues,  low  ae  they  were,  were  not  so 
soft  as  those  of  Theodora,  they  aonnded  more  like  those  of 
Beleu  I  Bat,  of  course,  that  must  bare  been  only  hia  fancy, 
be  tninieiliatcly  than;;ht ;  for  the  ceremony  continned  and 
concluded;  and  then  he  found  himself  f^ddf  in- the  little  whirl 
of  confrratulalioDs,  that  presently  whirled  him  with  his  party 
off  to  a  distant  sofa. 

"  How  lifeless !"  "  How  cold  I"  "  How  strange  I"  wetf 
some  of  tbe  phrases,  that  even  in  that  confosion  of  tongsep 
stmck  his  mind,  chiefly  becanse  he  wondered  to  whom  they 
would  apply. 

He  )rl4iiiced  np  at  Theodora  seated  on  his  left — tba  saino 
t-alm,  culorlejs  face,  the  same  quiet  eye  and  composed 
manner.  He  ivislicd  to  address  her,  hnt  he  could  not  find 
any  Ihinir  to  fay,  so  fearful  was  be  of  making  another  signal 
brtach  of  pood  manners,  so  he  conCned  hia  conTersatlon  to 
ansiverinir  spcechci  that  were  made  to  him  by  tbe  young 
briiksmuids  and  groomsmen,  and  liy  such  transient  inter- 
iocQtors  a3  came  op  to  pay  their  compliments  to  the  brlde^ 
group. 


dora,  who  neither  accepting  nor  rejecting  a 
if  unconscious  of  the  attentions  being  lav 
Wakefield  was  surprised  into  giving  one  dec 
glance  into  her  passive  countenance,  and  t 
den  paleness,  tamed  away,  and  gave  his 
young  bridesmaids.    Blaise  saw  all  this. 

"  What  is  the  matter  1    Is  she  angry,  or 
ed  f "  he  inquired  of  himself ;  and  looking  f 
tentively,  he  added — "  Yes  I  certainly !  it  is 
they  are  talking  I     Theodora — ^my  Dora  I" 
earnestly  in  her  ear. 

She  turned  and  gare  him  a  vagae,  perp! 
did  not  otherwise  reply. 

"  My  dear  Dora,  what  is  the  mat — ^" 

Blaise  started  abruptly,  leaving  his  senten* 
for  Helen  had  given  him  a  sly,  severe  pinch. 

The  musicians  had  now  entered  and  tak< 
and  were  tuning  up  their  instruments  for 
young  people   present  were  impatiently  wi 
bridal  party  to  lead  off  in  forming  quadrilles 
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Basil  in  cooTereation.  Theodora  tat  ia  the  sane  quiet 
afiathj,  repljiog  to  any  address  with  only  that  Tagae,  |>er- 
plezed,  half-coDscioos  gaze,  that  filled  Basil  with  sorrow, 
and  all  other  obsenrers  with  vain  conjectaros.  If  any  of 
these  latter  foand  expression  in  Mrs.  Thogmorton's  pres- 
ence, she  would  with  a  smile  reply — 

"  Oh !  yon  know  she  is  a  very  singnlar  girl,  nnnsed  to 
company  and  excitement^  which  always  driTes  her  in  npoa 
herself;  and  besides,  to-night  she  is  really  Tery  serioas^  i^ 
disposed.'' 

This  explanaUon  fonnd  only  partial  iiiTor  amottg  her 
hearers. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  dancing  ceased  temporarily,  while  the 
company  went  to  snpper.  Wakefield  gave  his  arm  to 
Theodora,  while  Basil  took  Mary  Garland  to  the  table. 
After  the  snpper,  which  lasted  but  an  honr,  many  of  the 
gaests  returned  to  the  saloon,  and  the  dancing  recom- 
menced. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  Theodora  shonl^  the  same 
night  of  her  marriage,  go  home  with  her  hnsband's  family. 
Accordingly,  a  little  after  eleven  o'clock,  while  some  of  the 
gaests  were  still  at  table  in  the  snpper-room,  and  others 
were  dancing  in  the  saloon,  the  carriage  from  Bed  Bidge 
was  broQght  to  the  door,  a  traveling  tmnk  packed  by  Mrs. 
Thogmorton,  and  containing  all  things  necessary  for  her 
niece's  present  use,  was  strapped  on  behind,  and  Theodom^ 
io  the  same  strange  apathy  that  had  marked  her  deportment 
the  whole  cTening,  was  wrapped  in  traveling  shawl  and 
hood,  and  banded  in.  Helen,  Basil,  old  Mrs.  Wildman, 
and  Miss  Elizabeth,  all  found  room  in  that  capacious  old- 
fashioned  carry-all. 

'' Wtiat  18  the  matter  with  Theodora?"  inquired  Mrs. 
Wildman  in  a  whisper,  of  Helen. 

'*  Oh  1  nothing,  grandma,  she  is  dreaming,  that  is  all,''  re- 
plied the  young  lady  ;  "  dreaming  awake ;  let  her  alone.'' 


inaiier  i"  exciaimea  ine  aoccor,  ana  JUrs.  Tl 
breath. 

"  Theodora  I"  cried  Basil  in  a  voice  ofanj 

**  Theodora  I  why,  what  about  her  ?" 

"Oh,  Heaven  I  ill— ill  to  death  1  mad! 
Oh  1  Mrs.  Thogmorton  I  if  you  have  deceive 
Btroyed  her — may  the  Lord — never  forgive  3 

"Basil  I  how  wildly  yoa  talk  I  bat  ander  th< 
I  must  excase  yoa!  Theodora  is  sick  (8h< 
well  yesterday)  and  you  are  crazy  abont'it. 
all.  I  am  very  sorry  for  you  both.  You 
doctor,  I  suppose  ?  He  will  go  over,  of 
diately." 

"I  came  for  you  both.  She  is  dying,- 
you  I"  said  Blaise,  wringing  bis  hands. 

"  Nonsense  I  you  are  needlessly  alarmed,  I 
lady,  growing  nevertheless  pale,  in  contradict 
words. 

The  doctor,  who  had  at  once  arisen  from 
rung  for  his  horse  to  be  saddled,  was  now  d 
overcoat.  "  I  think  you  need  not  come  until 
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tor  Thogmorton  found  Theodora  extremelj  ill  and  qait0 
deliriens.  Mrs.  Wild  man  was  fidgeting  around  her  bed  in 
the  last  degree  of  helpless,  nerroos  ezdtabilltj.  Almost 
the  first  thing  the  doctor  did  was  to  dismiss  the  good  old 
lady  to  her  housekeeping,  and  install  liGss  Elisabeth  aa 
nnrse.  Then  he  administered  the  remedies  that  seemed  to 
be  indicated,  and  sat  down  by  the  bed-eide  of  his  patient  to 
watch  the  effect  For  hoars  he  sat  there,  repeating  at  in- 
terrals  the  dose,  and  waiting  with  the  greatest  anxiety  tlie 
result.  How  mach  of  compassion  for  the  poor  betrayed 
girl  before  him,  and  how  much  of  remorse  fbr  hb  own  sluire 
in  her  possible  destruction^  and  how  mnch  fear  for  the  nlti- 
inate  consequences  of  the  act,  mingled  in  his  feelings  of  eoli* 
citade,  it  is  impossible  to  say.  But  there  he  sat,  earning 
**  golden  opinions"  from  all  the  family  for  his  devotion  to 
the  suffering  girl.  Toward  evening  the  dangeroos  symptoms 
that  he  had  combated  through  the  day,  began  to  yield. 
And  rising,  be  pronounced  immediate  peril  past,  and  gave 
Miss  Elizabeth  full  directions  for  the  treatment  of  the  suf- 
ferer during  the  night,  requesting  that  in  case  of  necessity 
he  might  at  any  hour  whatever  be  summoned,  and  then  took 
his  leave.  In  going  out  of  the  sick  chamber,  he  stumbled 
and  nearly  fell  over  the  prostrate  form  of  Basil,  who  had 
thrown  himself  down  on  the  floor  outside  of  the  door,  and 
who  started  up,  seized  the  doctor's  hand  and  holding  him 
prisoner,  implored  a  true  report  of  Theodora's  condition, 
and  if  possible,  permission  for  himself  to  go  in  and  sit  by  her. 

"She  is  more  composed,  my  poor  fellow,  and  if  yon  can 
control  your  feelings  suCBciently  to  keep  quiet,  you  may  g^ 
in  there  and  sit  with  her." 

Basil  wrung  the  doctor's  hand  in  gratitude,  and  availed 
himself  of  the  permission  given  him. 

Doctor  Thogmorton,  on  reaching  home,  told  hit  wife 
that  although  he  had  found  her  niece  quite  as  ill  as  she 
had  been  represented,  yet  as  she  was  also  too  deliriona 
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pronounced  convalescent,  her  aunt  sent  ov 
of  her  effects,  consisting  chiefly  of  her  ca 
materials,  to  Red  Ridge ;  and  the  next  d 
by  the  whole  family,  came  over  to  bid  a 
''to  Qod"  indeed  the  fragile,  suffering  ere 
be  committed. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  leave  you  so  well ; 
dear  Theodora  I  I  trust  you  will  be  quite  h 
as  I  said  before,  Basil  is  not  exactly  the  mi 
chosen  for  you,  yet  as  you  seemed  destined 
will  say  no  more  upon  that  point.  He  : 
devoted  to  you.  Good-by  my  love.  I  si 
to  you  from  Baltimore.  Basil  must  ansi 
soon  as  yon  are  well  enough,  you  also  mi 
said  the  lady,  on  taking  leave  of  her  niece. 

They  left  the  next  day. 

One  would  not  have  thought  it,  but  c 
from  relatives  who  had  never  been  very  kii 
painful  to  the  sensitive  girl,  who  considered 
ing  of  the  last  link  that  held  her  to  her  g 
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toner — hot  Basil,  with  an  fye  sinjrie  to  Tbeoclora.  let  thv 
interestH  of  liis  rarm  take  care  of  theoiseWes,  or  be  tnbcD 
care  of  by  nhonsocTer  listed  to  assume  the  troaUe  und 
rwponsibiliiy. 

Poor  olil  Mrs.  Wildraan  siphed  orer  the  state  of  aOkir^ 
and  once  i-vrn  ciimplniried  lo  Mim  Elizabeth — 

"It  is  nit  ihnt  I  linre  Any  unkind  feelings  toward  the 
little  creaiiirc.  especially  as  the  love  of  her  sweet  face  keeps 
Blaise  out  of  bad  company,  but  it  does  seem  so  hard,  that 
after  all  inv  siniggleB  to  gel  along  in  the  world,  BliUae  eould 
not  hare  ;>k-ked  out  a  fine  hearty  woman  with  property,  and 
some  powT  of  work  in  her,  to  be  a  helpmeet  for  him.  And 
now  here  i-  his  frirl  of  a  wife  not  only  unable  to  help  htm, 
bat  Ukine  all  h'n  time  up  to  attend  to  her.  I  do  dilok  I 
am  the  iuo*t  afflieted — "  and  here  the  loag-t offering  old 
lady  broke  dmra  and  wcpl. 

"  Oh  I  no  yoD  are  not  the  most  atQicted.  This  delicate 
young  lady  to  whom  Basil's  own  heart  has  led  bim,  will  Bare 
and  reform  him  as  no  wife  of  yoar  picking  ont  wonid  hare 
done,"  replied  Miss  Elizabeth. 

This  conversation  occurred  one  erening  while  the  old 
lady  was  laying  the  cloth  for  tea;  and  Miss  Elizabeth,  as 
□."ual  in  mild  weather,  was  sitting  sewing  by  the  open 
window.  When  the  sapper  was  placed  npon  the  table,  the 
latter  took  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  piece  of  toast,  and  carried 
tiiem  up  stairs  to  Theodora,  with  the  intention  also  of  re- 
lierinj;  the  nsleh  of  Basil,  while  he  should  come  down  to 
join  ihe  family  at  their  evening  meal.  Basil  had  scarcely 
rearlied  the  kitchen,  when  he  perceived  Jim,  who  had  been 
di-patched  lo  Eyrie  for  lemons  and  some  other  necessaries 
for  the  Q^e  of  Ihe  sick  girl,  approaching  and  holding  np 
with  crent  (.'loe,  three  letters  in  his  hands — 

"A  half  of  a  half  dozen,  Marse  Blaise  I  An'  Mane 
Pos'uffice  say  Jiow  dey's  bin  dere  near  two  week  I" 

Oetting  a  letter  at  Red  Ridge  Vas  mch  a  rery  rare  and 


lady. 

"Who's  toothers  from?" 

*'  I  don't — exactly — know,"  said  Blaise,  i 

troubled  manner,  looking  at  the  other  letter 

**  One  is  marked  Hav — Hav — something- 

"Ohl    Havre.     They  are  foreign  lette 

here,  and  let  me  look  at  them,"  ezclaime< 

tiently. 

"  Forring  letters !  hand  'em  here  this  m 

they're  for  me.     Who   else  should  they  I 

Who  bat  me,  has  rich  relations  in  forring 

them  fortins?"  exclaimed   Miss  Nelly  Pa 

excitement,  attempting  to  take  the  letters  fr* 

DOW  had  them  in  her  own  possession. 

'*  Hands  off  I     The  letters  are  directed  to 

'*  Theodora,  indeed  1  who  has  she  got  in  fc 

"Give  me  Theodora's  letters  to  keep  for  1 

terrapted  Blaise. 

Helen  reluctantly  returned  them.   Miss 
an  opportunity  to  peer  at  their  superscrip 


AH     UNCONSCIOUS     BBIDK.  U^ 

tbflf  on  raritleB  In  this  poor,  low-life  honse^  thtfi  x  het  I" 
exclaimed  Mism  Nol'y,  wiiu  hud  tion  lo.-t  all  iuurest  In  Uto 
funilf  coixespri'i-l^d'  (' 

"  Sit  down,  Mi~H  Xtllv,  imJ  I  "ill  wiiii  on  you,"  »atd  tbo 
raoit  smi&ble  old  ludy  in  ifau  whole  world.  "  Sit  down  all  nt 
juD  and  Basil,  Tau  can  rend  your  letter  out  Wd,  wUlle  1  mako 
he  tea,  and  Hvteo  helps  Miss  Nelly  lo  ham  aud  too  toe." 

This  Kttle  mutter  bein);  snicably  Gettled,  Mrs.  Tbogeoor- 
too's  misfilTe  was  read.  It  only  announced  the  safe  arrival 
or  benelf  and  family  at  New  Orleans,  aod  upressed  tbeir 
aDxioru  desire  to  bear  newa  of  Theodora  by  letter,  tltat  most 
be  directed  to  Gulrcslou,  Uie  next  place  of  tbetr  temporary 
sojonrn.  After  (iutsbing  Ihe  perusal,  Blaise  laid  the  letter 
on  tbe  table  for  Ml.ss  Eliuib^il]  lo  read,  hastily  swallotrcd  « 
cop  of  tea  anil  a  few  nioiiilifalj  of  lirtad,  and  immediately 
left  the  table,  and  harried  off  ap  to  Theodora's  room. 

"That  boy  will  bill  himself,  with  waitiog  on  Theodora," 
said  old  Mrs.  Wildman,  sighing. 

"  Hampb  I  hope  it  'ill  la^,"  benevolently  observed  Miss 
Parrot. 

"  He  doesn't  eat  enoagh  to  keep  a  bird  aliTe,  Nelly," 
sighed  the  old  lady  deprecatingly. 

"  It's  enough  to  keep  a  jackass  alire,  it  seems,"  was  the 
second  comment  of  thia  affable  creatare. 

l{elen,  had  any  one  been  safBciently  interested  id  her  to 
observe  it,  might  have  been  detected  in  neglecting  her  sup- 
per quite  as  much  n.i  Basil  had  ;  she  ate  nothing,  butmnsed 
and  crumbled  her  bread  ;  her  thonghts  ran  npon  those  let- 
ters ;  she  knew  they  were  from  Ansti  n  M alraaison  ;  she  wonld 
have  given — a  fraction  of  her  honor,  to  have  seen  the  con- 
tcriiB  of  those  epislles;  tint  that  while  they  reraained  io  the 
po^sefision  of  Dasil,  the  seals  were  as  sacred  as  the  holy  itona 
she  knew  ;  however  there  was  nothing  like  trying  that  qoes- 
tion.  "  Oft  eTpeetation,  etc." 

That  night  while  Theodora  iltpt  soundly,  ibe  went  np 


hear." 

"  Helen,  I  do  not  mean  to  begin  by  having 
from  Theodora  I  it  would  seem  like  treachery." 

**  Ilem  1  *  hope  it  may  last/  as  Miss  Nel! 
Has  she  no  secrets  from  youV^ 

**  I  don't  know !  hereafter  she  will  not  haT< 
ones,  I  am  8ure  /" 

**  Hem-m-m  !  hope  that  may  last,  also  !  Ver] 
The  subject  of  our  conversation  this  evening  y< 
keep  secret  from  her,  if,  when  she  is  able  to  he 
see  fit  to  tell  her  1" 

"  Well,  then,  what  is  it  ?" 

**  Do  yoQ  know  whom  those  letters  came  froi 

"Yes!"  sighed  Blaise,  "I  suppose  I  do!- 
from — from  that — handsome  —  wealthy  —  bo< 
Anstin  Malmaison  !" 

''  Did  yon  know  that  he  was    Theodora's 
that  thai  was  the  reason  why  Mrs.  Malmaison  t 
to  Europe  ?" 

**  I — thought  so  1"  choked  Blaise. 

*' And  now  tl       I      She  knows  nothinor  nf  f.1 
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nerlDg  for  shame  at  what  joa  wuit  me  to  do  I"  said  Blaia^ 
warmly. 

"Well  V  e:,.!:.;:-!:  d  I1l!.ii,  hastily,  "if  job  look  at  it  «« 
pnidislilf,  at  I  iui  vi'u  Imm-  ilie  privilege  ur enpprcGsing  the 
letiers,  which,  under  lliccirciituj^taQCPS,  I  think  would  be  beet, 
as  the  pcruEal  ol  their  ciintciits  might  mak^  het  veT]'  '"*' 
liappy  JD  her  prcont  poeilion." 

"  Helen  1  f i)u  make  ms  mod  I  Xow  i  tell  yoa  nliat  I 
ihall  do,  I  shall  keep  Ihcse  lelteis  carefully,  until  Tlieo- 
dora  is  able  to  read  them.  Tlien — miud  you  1 — I  sliall  not 
giTe  them  to  Ler  with  aty  uurn  hand!!,  an  If  I  wished  to  aeo 
liow  ahe  would  lake  them,  aod  wuuted  tu  know  what  was  in 
them — DO  I — but  I  »hiijl  leave  them  oa  her  table,  so  that  she 
may  God  them  when  ^he  is  alon^.  aud  read  them  withuut  io- 
terruption.  I  shall  iic\er  name  Hie  kii.ers  to  bur;  but  if 
afterward  she  chooses  to  give  me  her  cooGdeoce,  she  may 
do  so  I  The  Lord  kuows  I  am  afraid  the  poor,  nohappj 
girl  has  been  hardly  and  deceitfully  enough  dealt  with,  hot  I 
hare  bad  do  hand  in  her  iujories — for  I  myself  was  deceired  t 
But  it  is  too  late  now  to  help  it !  all  that  is  left  for  me  to  do 
is— to  act  rigbL" 

Ah  I  poor  Baail  I  what  is  left  for  any  of  u,  in  any  strait  to 
do,  but  simply — right  I 

Aa  Theodora  recovered,  Basil  gradually  abeeoled  himaelf 
from  her  presence  ;  that  was  a  part  of  the  self-denying  role 
that  be  had  laid  down  for  himself  out  of  delicate  regard  to 
her. 

One  morning  when  £he  was  well  enough  to  come  down 
into  the  parlor,  be  came  in  bringing  her  a  bancb  of  the  Gnt 
white  lilies  of  'he  season,  and  finding  her  alone,  he  left  the 
two  letters  on  the  table,  beside  the  vase  of  lilies,  where  ahe 
would  not  fuil  to  see  the  Gaperscriptioa  for  herself.  And 
then  he  withdrew,  and  went  around  into  the  door  yard,  an^ 
to  bis  utilitarian  mother's  high  disapproval,  occupied  him- 
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an  easy  victim  to  that  bitter  treachery.  I 
this,  the  lilies,  iinthouglit  of,  were  wooiiif^  he 
turned  her  eyes  toward  them,  and  her  glanc 
letters.  She  impulsively  caught  them  up,  gi 
the  sight  of  the  familiar  haird- writing.  She 
in  tarn,  and  opened  first  the  one  of  latest  dat 

Hotel  D'A ,  Rue  Db  V- 

My  Own  Dearest  One — Though  I  wrote 
letters  from  Havre,  and  from  this  city,  on  Moi 
and  yesterday,  yet  I  cannot  refrain  from  ^ 
again  to-day.     And  indeed,  even  when  the 
my  hand,  I  am  still,  in  thought,  writing  to 
new  impression  that  I  receive  here,  refers  its 
you,  even  as  memory  and  as  hope  speak  cods 
Such  folios  I  think  over  to  you,  that,  were  t 
power  of  daguerreotyping  thought,  your  st«n 
hold  the  heart  pictures  I  should  send  you. 
described  our  visit  to  the  Louvre ;  but  to-daj 
another  purpose,  for  I  shall  not  go  again  to  a 
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life,  since  onr  first  meeting,  must  h&votold  you,  how  long  and 
<li:vut(.iily  1  LaTc  loved  you,  bow  earnestly  1  Iidtd  as)>irei]  Ui 
the  pbssesaion  of  yoar  loxe.  But  it  ia  necessary,  my  deare^f t, 
to  explnin  why,  while  all  ray  ciiiiduct  §|.oke  one  knynaee  l« 
yoa,  niy  tips  did  nut  sjicdnlly  cunlirm  it.  A  promi&c  given 
long  ago  to  my  mother,  to  the  pff«ct  that  I  ihonld  form  no 
nMtrimonial  «ngai;emcDl,  without  her  cooaent,  nattl  uft«r 
my  m^ority,  haa  Litbcrto  scaled  my  tips  Eow  I  longed 
for  the  time  to  arrive  tliitt  aliauld  set  me  free.  It  haa  come; 
to-dttyI«m  tnenly>one;  and  the  first  use  1  make  of  my 
newly- fled g«d  freedom  1^  to  lay  it  at  luy  lady'a  fccL  My 
own  Tlieudoral  the  sea  separates  na,  yet  I  could  uotrof^o, 
in  tills  first  moment  of  my  power  do  so,  to  write  yoa  ttut 
leUer.     Tery  soon  In  person  I  will  follow  it — and — " 

— Xo  more  I  she  conld  read  no  more  1  Slowly,  slowly, 
word  by  word,  line  by  line,  the  miserable  facts  of  happlneas, 
nnspeakulile  as  unhoped  for,  bo  nearly  secared,  bo  irretrleTa- 
bly  lost,  had  gathered  aronnd  her  conscionsness,  oppressing, 
crushing  her  to  the  cnrth.  For  a  little  while  she  had  re- 
sisted the  fatal  weight,  and  summoning  what  fortitude  sh« 
possessed,  compelled  herself  to  read  on — and  then  bei 
strength  utt«rl;  failed,  her  bead  sunk  Dpon  her  bosom, 
her  arms  dropped  by  ber  sides,  tbe  letter  fell  from  her 
relaxed  fingtra,  and  she  fainted. 

Tlie  sound  of  a  soft  fall  reached  the  vigilant  ears  of  BuO, 
who  dropped  bis  spade  in  alarm  and  ran  in,  raised  her  in 
his  arms,  and  loodly  calling  for  help,  lud  her  on  the 
lounge. 

And  even  in  that  excitement,  while  the  family  were 
bustening  into  tbe  room,  and  Basil's  eyes  fell  apon  the  open 
letter  on  the  floor,  be  picked  it  op,  and  throst  it  ont  of 
sight  into  bis  bosom. 

Old  Mrs.  Wildman  sighed  and  groaned,  and  amid  her 
sympathy  for  Theodora,  pitied  herself  likewise,  that  jost 
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ignorance,  there  was  a  real  vital  germ  of  wise 
and  spiritual  beauty,  that  a  fine,  penetrating  s 
of  Theodora,  could  not  fail  to  recognize  in  li 
When  she  was  finally  conyalescent,  Basil  w 
to  attend  a  trial  at  the  coanty  town,  and  h 
absence  of  several  days.  Now,  had  his  mann 
many  degrees  less  considerate  and  delicate, 
rejoiced  at  a  deliverance,  however  short,  from 
As  it  was,  she  missed  him — missed  the  ki 
countenance,  that  for  her  had  no  other  expr 
most  affectionate  solicitude,  that  in  hersufferin 
over  with  sorrow,  and  when  she  was  better  v 
with  joy.  Basil  loved  her  with  a  pure,  deep,  sti 
and  he  was  the  only  one  in  the  family  that 
Mrs.  Wildman,  Miss  Elizabeth,  and  Helen, 
as  they  could  possibly  be  ;  but  through  all  tl 
and  services,  Theodora's  fine  sense  perceived 
only  compassionated  as  a  delicate,  suffering  g 
tolerated  in  the  light  of  a  daughter.  Basil  lov* 
she  was,  loved  her  devotedly,  notwithstanding 
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•Hied  to  "contempt"  on  the  other  haod,  for  the  lore  of 
woman,  which  is  ps^entiull]'  &  dcpeii<Jciiee  and  an  aepira- 
tion. 

At  tbe  end  of  a  ircek  Bnill  rclnrucd.  Theodora  wu  Iq 
the  back  piazza  llint  apenvd  l>«tiittd  (lie  jmrior,  wlivir  he 
Bought  her  presence.  There  v-as  no  mJitappreheDdiag  the 
light  of  joy  tbnt  broke  over  bis  coanienaoco  as  he  canght 
sight  of  her  Bat  the  \^ry  gladneea  of  Lb  expression  was 
Bubdned  as  he  approached  and  luqoired  afier  her  welfare. 
She  receired  and  rvplied  to  him  kliidljr;  how  coold  abe 
else?  After  a  little  he  drew  from  his  {locket  n  letter,  and 
putting  it  in  her  hand,  said, 

"I  picked  ibis  np  just  after  yoo  bad  dropped  it.  dear 
Theodora.  I  need  not  gurelj  tell  joa  thai  no  eye  but  yoar 
own  has  seen  \'s  c'lTilpni^." 

"  I  am  sore  of  that  Now,  will  yon  pleaae  do  me  another 
faror — will  yoa  go  and  burn  thia  letter?  and  this  other 
aUo  t"  she  added,  drawing  from  her*pocket  tbe  one  which 
bad  accompanied  it. 

"  This !  why,  yon  bare  not  read  it — the  seal  has  not  been 
broken  1"  said  Basil  inqntringly. 

"Nor  erer  will  be  broken.  It  does  not  matter  now; 
please  go." 

Wiihoat  another  word,  Basil  took  the  letters  and  went 
and  consigned  them  to  the  kitchen  fire.  Returning,  he  fonnd 
Theodora  very  pale,  but,  outwardly  at  least,  calm.  Sinking 
down  by  ber  side,  kneeling,  and  half-embracing  the  back 
of  the  little  chair  she  occupied,  with  tbe  strange,  beantiful 
bknding  of  adorution  and  of  protection  that  distingnisbed 
hi,«  nb'ile  bcarinfr  toward  her,  he  said, 

"Tbrdiiiira,  there  i^  i^ometbing  that  most  be  explained 
bt-t«ceii  us.  Dear  Theodora,  looking  back  upon  all  the 
cin^umstauccs  of  our  marriage,  I  have  been  afraid  that  yott 
were  not  a  free  agent  when  yon  gave  me  yonr  dear  h 


that  you  could  not  have  been  a  consenting  ] 
dect'i»tiun.'^ 

"  Deception — Theodora  ?'^ 

"Yes — there  was  no  compalsion — ^they 
Basil !  gave  me  something  that  half  palsie 
and  quite  palsied  mj  will — then  thej  drt 
brought  me  down  to  you.  It  was  my  motive 
than  my  understanding,  that  was  affected — fc 
all,  and  can  recall  mf  feelings.  I  knew,  o; 
what  was  going  on  around  me — ^but  it  see 
dream,  from  which  I  had  no  power  to  awake. 

"  I'll — strangle  that  man  the  first  time  I  m 
claimed  Basil,  growing  black  in  the  face. 

"A  sin  is  its  own  severest  punishment,  Bi 
have  just  told  yon,  was  not  intended  to  ezciU 
but  simply  that  you  might  know  all  the  facts 
left  us  to  hope,  but  from  perfect  candor  towai 
Basil ;  I  believe  that  you  also  were  deceived  1 

"  Deceived !  They  sent  me  kind  messages  J 
invitations  that  brought  me  back  tn  fha  hr^ 
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detpermte  game.  Oh  I  if  I  coaM  hot  Meet  tkftt  ■wo  I 
when  I  do,  bnt  one  of  aa  will  ever  tesTe  the  spot  alin  I" 

"Thaok  beftreo,  ;od  will  not  be  likely  to  meet  him. 
Tbej  deceived  ihemselTes,  before  they  deceired  na.  liiey 
reasoned  thrmscivee  into  ihe  Ltlief  Unit  liicy  vfere  doing  us 
a  Bervice,  ami  lliat  the  end  ju>lifled  ihv  means.  They  be- 
lieved the  raarria^'e  a  deairuble  one  for  all  parties^lbef 
bad  no  time  to  i\ieai  in  corabaiin^  what  ihey  bad  decided 
to  be  fantasticul  objei^toiia.  heme  they  determined  to  bring 
matters  to  a  eri^ia,  and  by  ulratagem — for  believe  me,  they 
have  not  calk-d  tlitir  act  by  so  liarjh  a  name  as — treacberj." 

"Yet  it  wa.4  the  blai-kest,  moit  atrocious  treachery  I 
How  ran  you  Turj^^e  them  and  ereu  seek  to  palliate  their 
wickedness?" 

'■Because  I  n.n^l  1  T\.r  vi.n  ih-[l.j<-i  "f  =.'!r-;ifr^-.-viii,)n, 
drives  rae  to  find  eicnsea  for  them.  It  were  too  horrible — 
too  a^onizini;  to  believe  that  they  knew  what  they  did,  tod 
vet  could  do  it  Onr  Savionr  od  the  cross  prayed  for 
his  executioners — 'Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  knov> 
not  n-hal  they  do.'  That  'they  koow  not  wh&t  they  dV 
is  the  truth  I  think  of  most  wrong-doers..  Loathe  the  sin 
as  much  as  possible,  yet  judge  niercifnlly  of  the  aiDoer." 

"  I  cannot  make  that  fine  distinctioD.  I  do  not  know 
ein  except  throngh  the  tinner.  Besides,  the  Binner  createt 
the  sin,  not  sin  the  sinner." 

"  Then  don't  create  another  sin  of  anger.  Jadge  kindly 
BA  you  can.     They  nursed  me  tenderly  while  I  was  ilL" 

"Aye  !  I  suppose  they  rather  prererred  that  yon  sboold 
recover,  than  thai  they  should  have  the  guilt  of  mnrder  on 
tiipir  souls.  Well,  let  them  pass  for  the  present,  Theodora. 
Oh  I  let  me  hold  yonr  dear  hand  a  little,  just  while  I  speak 
to  yon.  It  is  so  sweet  to  hold  it,  and  I  will  never  ask  it 
again.  This  is  what  I  feel  bound  to  say  to  you — that  cere- 
mony at  Mount  Storm  has  given  me  no  claim  whatever  to 
yonr  confidence  or  affection,  aotil  yoar  own  wordi  GOoSm 
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"  Back    to   my  plow — back    amoDg   my 
content  if  I  leave  you  happy." 

She  held  out  to  him  again  the  hand  he  hac 

''  Dear  Basil,  I  have  never  seen  any  one 
yon — never.     The  Lord  bless  yoo,  and  the 
both." 

No  more  was  said  for  the  next  few  minntei 
entrance  of  Helen  broke  in  upon  the  intervic 
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Can  I  blen  thee,  my  beloTed,— «an  I  bleu  theet 
Wh&i  blessing  word  can  I 
From  my  own  tears  keep  drj  t 

What  flowers  grow  in  my  fields  wherewith  to  dreu 
My  goods  rerert  to  111, 
Uv  binding  np  would  break  thee, 
crowninffs  enriM  *n*l  v«n — 
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Hut  csnnot  strike  root  and  grow,  bat  droops;  mid  drops  Us 
Iraves  even  fu  Sprinj;,  go  Tbeodnra,  rudely  «naCcticd  from 
the  dream-liTe  of  Ler  xtudJo,  and  dropped  down  amid  tlie 
■terneat  realities  of  common -place  life,  drooped  id  epirii  and 
bod;.  The  deiicate  mind  so  mdel;  shocked,  trembled 
nearly  into  tbe  chaos  of  icsaoitj  ;  and  bad  her  Bvapathiea 
and  affections  been  so  introverted  us  to  be  concentrated  upon 
her  own  wrongs  and  sufferings,  tlic  aaddea  mptorc  of  all  hw 
beart-tiea,  the  blight  of  all  her  hopes  and  nepimtions,  must 
have  driven  ber  to  iasauitj.  But  her  sjmpalhies  aad  aire<^ 
tions  went  out  to  others,  making,  first  bearohk,  tbca  beau- 
tiful, her  life ;  for  love  creates  l>eaaly — goes  forth  blessing, 
and  returns  tilcs^ei).  "  The  sorrow  of  this  world  worketb 
death."  And  bad  Theodora's  heart  been  a  sellith  heart,  it 
must,  tbroagh  its  extreme  tenderness  oodsensitiveDeM,  havo 
broken  nnder  such  trials  ;  but  it  was  a  loving  heart,  and  iia 
sjmpatbies  went  fi.rth  in  kindnesa  to  all  around  licr,  There 
are  two  sorts  of  sensibility,  one  that  is  only  au  intensity  of 
self-love,  and  another  that  is  a  quickness  of  sympathy.  The 
firit  will  magnetize  to  itself  only  evil  where  much  is  good. 
Tbe  lost  will  attract  the  good. 

Thus  Theodora  conld  not  be  offended  at  the  unconven- 
tional manners,  and  the  nngrammatical  language  of  her  rag- 
ged mother-in-law  ;  to  her  apprebension,  there  was  a  certain 
quaint  picturesque nesa  in  the  old  lady's  manners  and  con- 
versation, while  she  gave  the  greatest  respect  to  that 
thorough  honesty  of  heart  and  life,  and  that  predominant 
devotion  to  her  grand -children  that  had  inspired  and  sup- 
ported her  through  an  old  age  of  unremitting  toil. 

At  dawn,  old  Mrs.  Wildman  would  be  up  and  oat,  blow- 
ing ber  bom  to  rouse  up  her  laborers,  and  wonld  spend  two 
or  three  honrs  before  breakfast  in  trudging  from  field  to 
Geld,  and  "seeing  with  her  own  eyes"  that  they  did  not  neg- 
lect their  work.  Then  she  would  come  in  to  attend  to  tb« 
coffee  and  hot  rolls.     After  breakfast,  she  would  give  ont 
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u  ttiu  iiiiu  cumiori  as  ner  own  fragile  frame  c< 
Against  her  coming  in  at  noon,  Theodora  won 
hiru^e  (laLr-l'utt()in(Ml  arm-chair  phiced  at  the  sh 
dow,  and  a  ha.>in  of  water  and  a  towel  brought, 
bier  of  wine  and  water  prepared  ;  and  when  the  < 
peared  at  the  door,  panting,  and  nearly  fainting  ^ 
she  woald  go  and  relieve  her  of  her  walking-stii 
Ban  bonnet,  and  take  her  to  the  chair.     And  po< 
Wildman,  totally  unaccustomed  to  any  such  co 
from  her  family,  would  be  as  much  embarrassed 
by  this  attention,  and  would  say,  as  she  sank  bre^ 
the  seat,  and  received  the  glass  of  cool  sangaree— 

'*  Thanky,  child,  thauky.  Don't  trouble  yours* 
about  me,  child.  I  aint  been  used  to  it,  you  li 
may-be  when  I  do  get  to  looking  for  it  like,  then 
get  tired  offerin'  it" 

''  No,  it  is  a  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  never  should 
of  doing  this  trifle  for  you — such  a  trifle  1  hardly 
prove  my  good- will  to  do  more  if  I  could." 

**  La !    poor  child,  what  could  you  do  f    Yc 
think   how   any  of  us  exoects  it  of  vnn  ?»»  ooJ/I 
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ces,  and  Basil,  who  neTer  wai  iDdiOerent  whero  Tbeodom 
wag  coDcerned,  perceived  theiu, 

"Wb;  do  fOD  take  bo  much  troable  for  grand m other, 
Dora?— she  dont  care  for  cumforts  Uk.e  other  people  1  fibeia 
not  used  to  tlicm." 

"  Oh  I  Uaail,  she  ia  so  old  and  works  so  boid  1  aod  lirei 
BO  bard !" 

"Dless  ;oa,  dauf^btor  I  ahe  doesu't  care  I  Qranny  dout 
niod  I     She's  Qsed  to  it" 

'"She's  used  to  it!'  Oh,  bas  her  Iodj^,  lon^  labors  and 
Eclf-dtniol  and  paliBiice  so  bliiiilvd  tod  1  UaT«  70a  so 
missed  their  teactriDgs  ?  Bccaose  she  seldom  coDiplaias,  do 
yoa  tiiiiilc  that  she  oeiTer  suQtrsf  Becaoae  sbe  does  doI 
gire  np,  do  70a  ttdnk  she  never  exhausts  ber  Strang  7 
Think  1  sevi-nty  years  old  t"  mi  Theodora,  looking  earnestly 
into  Basil's  face,  and  coovt-ylng  more  by  Ibal  look  than  by 
lunuj  HLirdi, 

The  tears  spraDg  into  Basil's  eyes. 

"  Indeed,  I  never  once  thoaght  aboat  It  Id  that  1^^ 
never  1  I'lo  afraid  I've  been  a  vary  great  brute,  Tboodon. 
But,  please  tbe  Lord,  I  won't  be  so  any  longer.  Ill  try 
little  by  little  to  shift  the  hnrden  entirely  off  her  shonlden 
on  to  my  own  ;  she  wonid  not  tmst  me  all  at  once  ;  she  baa 
got  in  the  habit  of  thinking  me  nntrastvortby — and  with 
good  reason,  I  am  afraid,  Theodora." 

Basil  was  as  good  as  bis  word.  From  that  day  forth  then 
was  no  more  negligence.  He  rose  with  the  dawn,  sammoDed 
and  set  bis  people  to  work,  and  remained  with  them.  The 
old  liidy  at  first  believed  this  only  a  spasmodic  effort  on  the 
pnrt  of  Basil,  who  had  never  before  attempted  to  take  the 
(linrtioii  of  afliiir^,  but  bad  always  confined  his  labor  on  the 
farm  to  driving  a  team,  helping  in  harvest  time,  and  "doing 
y'hs."  She  thought  this  new  interest  wontd  not  last  long. 
But  she  was  mistaken.  It  did  last,  and  Basil,  who,  from  a 
newly  awakened  sense  of  duty  bad  entered  apon  the  voriE, 
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and  refinement.  And  she  honored  that  pur« 
that  rendered  her  so  careful  never  to  wound  tl 
others,  and  tlmt  persevering  industry  that  kc 
sewing-table,  day  after  day,  the  year  around,  f 
of  the  family.  Theodora  soon  drew  a  second 
Elizabeth's  solitary  work-table  and  asked  for  & 

**  Pray,  do  not  trouble  yourself  to  assist 
The  work  is  not  pressing,  nor  am  I  hurried." 

**  But  I  am  lonesome,  and  do  not  know  whi 
myself,  Miss  Elizabeth." 

"  Oh  I  in  that  ease,  I  will  cheerfully  lay  asi 
and  walk  or  ride  with  you," 

"By  no  means,  dear  Miss  Elizabeth.  I  fe« 
down  and  sewing  and  talking  with  you,  if  it  w 
you." 

"  Disturb  me,. my  dear !  It  would  both  assi 
me.     The  only  consideration  is  yourself." 

'*  Oh !  it  will  do  me  good." 

Miss  Elizabeth  was  making  up  summer  clc 
uegro  women.     She  took  the  skirt  of  a  striped 
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centric  creatore  ^rrc  annoyinp  'o  Theodora,  and  who, 
Eirange  aa  it  may  nj^iitar,  wonl<I  do  uothiog  to  dislnrb 
the  latter.  Indeed,  next  to  Basil,  Iltrlpn  was  the  most  eoU- 
ci tons  for  Theodoi  n'.- uomfort  and  happineas.  There  wag 
oolbiog  that  Helen  "uuld  not  do  to  please  and  cheer  Tlie- 
odorn.  Often,  the  laitrr  raising  her  eyes  suddenly  would 
meet  the  wistfn!  gaa^'  <•{  Tlelen  fixed  sorrowfolly,  remorserully 
njioQ  herseir.  Ami  once,  at  that  very  tahle,  where  Helen, 
Tura  wonder,  had  <!iawn  up  a  third  choir  and  put  cu  her 
tbimbte  to  help  Mi>>  Eltzabelh  and  Theodora  to  GnUh  t 
piece  of  work,  she  Mi'idenly  in({uircd, 

"Theodora,  don'i  you  lUink  KOmc  people  do  wrong  b^ 
cause  they  caDnot[>'>-u)l>)y  liclpitf  because  it  is  thoir  nntar* 
to  do  so  7  even  aa  ii  is  the  oaitire  of  all  created  thini^  to 
yit'ld  fruit  after  thi:  Ir  kind  7  Can  the  crii)i-a|iple  help  belnff 
sour  ?  or  lie  aloe  bitter  ?  the  netlle  prickly  f  or  the  deadly 
Di|!lit-$bade  poisonous  7  And  can  certain  human  creatures 
belp  bijiu};  fiery,  passionate,  and  self-willed  as  their  natures 
oliii^rc  them  to  be  7     Pray  anitwer  me ;  I  asked  for  your 

TLeodora  could  not  answer  on  the  spur  of  tbe  moment. 
She  knew  well  enough  what  the  answer  should  be,  but  how 
to  put  her  ibonghts  in  words  ?  She  could  bare  painted  & 
scene  on  canvas  that  would  have  represented  it  better  than 
bcr  words  could  convey  it. 

"  You  do  not  answer  me,  Theodora.     Then  I  suppose  I 

"  >'o,  you  are  wrong  I  Persons  of  tbe  temperament  you 
Epcak  of,  may  not  be  able  to  prevent  the  impultes  of  pas- 
fion  and  self-will,  but  they  are  able  aijirst  to  resist  th<m. 
ir,  liii-.vever.  tliey  choose  to  persuade  themselrcs  that  these 
im|iiil-es  are  destinies,  not  to  be  resisted,  of  course,  by  in- 
dulgi'uce,  ihey  become  irresistible.  '  Qod  is  not  mocked,* 
nud  neither  has  He  mocked  as,  by  leaving  ns  exposed  to 
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And  soon  ITolcn  liad  donned  her  riding 
and  mouutrd  tho  fjnnilv  nnir,  and  was  tralloiu 
\\\)  to  Eyrie.  Three  }io\vers  moved  her  to  tl 
Coni})unction,  that  drove  her  away  from  the 
odora's  deathly  pale  and  sad,  though  loving 
less  desire  for  motion ;  and  lastly,  a  prose ni 
tracted  her  to  the  post-oflBce. 

A  presentiment  that,  for  a  wonder,  did  nc 
for  there  was  a  foreign  letter  directed  in  t 
of  Austin  Malmaison  to  Basil  Wildinan — such 
that  the  longer  she  looked  at  it,  the  more  wond 

She  put  whip  to  her  horse  and  let  do  qu 
bis  feet  until  she  was  home  again. 

She  sprang  from  her  saddle^  called  Jim, 
reins,  and  ran  into  the  kitchen  where  the 
gathered  around  the  supper-table.     She  was  ( 
there  should  be  no   concealments  and  suppi 
packet,  so  she  laid  it  down   before  Basil,  i 


saying, 


i<r. 


"  There,  Blaise  I  there  is  a  most  astonishi: 
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his  pocket ;  and  to  tlie  (lueation*  wiO  remonsirancps  of  Helen 
and  his  prnitKlinother,  hi:  aiinw^n'd — "  llv-ooil-ljy  !  Bj-aiid- 
1))',"  ami  proceeded  lu  unfold  und  lodlt  OT*ir  the  mgri'wed 
papi-r ;  and  then  hiii  favi-  dccpl;  fluKhtil,  and  eciiing  tbc  re* 
maitiing  leltcr,  he  husiity  fl|jcRwl  and  read  it — ^Ihi-n  drop* 
ping  both,  he  covend  his  faec  with  his  hniidg,  slartcd  Up 
and  left  the  table.  Jill  nvoiv  in  diimaf,  and  fuIlowGtl 
him. 

"  What  is  it  1  For  the  Lord's  sake,  what  h  itf  Hbt« 
jou  got  into  an;  d«w  truuble,  BftNil  V  afikcd  tha  poor  oM 
woman,  who  was  the  iir»l  to  find  hi-r  voice. 

"  No,  mother,  do  lua'um — no  trouble  at  nil.  Jojr  foi 
you." 

"  Basil  ?  Joy  f  What  Joy  J  Will  Ingot  and  Co.  boy 
the  whtnt  ?  Well  now  I  what  makes  you  go  on  bo  J  What 
is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Oil  !  nothing — it  is  nothing  bnt  jnst  a  (;oodneas  and  a 
(reniTo.sliy;  yes  1  a  tniigniiniiiiity  thut  learcs  mc  niKhlii((  to 
Eav  or  to  do  !  ihat  JTiFt  cru^lica  mc  1  Here  1  read  lliis— but 
su)]i— wait  one  minmi?,"  Eoid  Hnsil,  going  np  to  Theodi-im, 
who  !iad  linj^'ered  that  tho  table,  and  Inking  the  flrct  tww 
Ititcrs  from  his  poi'i^i'i,  he  said,  "  My  little  Dora,  hero  Is 
your  part  ot  the  mail,  do  to  your  room  and  rend  th-rii, 
while  I  siitisfy  mothtr — afterward  I  will  tell  jnii  nil  iiboat 
it." 

Tlicodora  cDcrerly  clasped  her  prizes — and  thanking  BosS 
wiili  a  look,  esiaped  to  her  own  room  to  peruse  them. 

Whi'ii  <:he  wa.s  gone,  Basil  snatched  np  the  paper  andths 
k'tUT  from  the  table  on  which  he  had  let  them  fall,  and 
Iiiirrying  back  to  where  his  grandmother  and  sister  stood, 
Lue.wlnimcd.  hastily,  c.tcitedly, 

■  Oil  t  tliink  of  it !  oii/y  think  of  it  I  I  married  the  girl 
Lf  l^.^ed— anil— hjuk  at  his  revenge  I" 

lU'lon  fzrcw  Yvry  pale,  and  grasped  the  back  of  the  chtir 
beliind  whi'h  she  stood,  while  Basil  opened  the  letter. 
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"  I  wouldn't  a  believed  it  of  him  !''  exclai 

"Ilear,  then  !'*  said  Blaise,  reading: 

HoTKL  D*A ,  Rue  Db  ' 

Mj  dear  old  school-mate : 

Y!m  yon  receive  the  congratalations  of 
forg'jt'lng  that  he  was  such  I  and  remembe 
alwajs  has  been  and  ever  will  be  your  owi 
warni  V/elNwisher  ?  And  as  a  testimonial 
gard,  WiU  yon  accept  the  accompanying  d^ 
yonr  o^rn  patrimony,  that,  had  your  prese 
been  of  legal  age  to  convey  it,  would  long 
restored  to  yon  ?  In  the  autumn  I  shall  g( 
^-bnt  my  address  for  some  months  to  cpm* 
where  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  receive  letl 
Theodora.  Vivia  joins  me  in  cordial  r© 
cellent  grandmother  and  her  family.  We 
see,  written  to  Theodora. . 

Your  old  classmate  and  e 
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"Xot  one  word — not  one  thought  for  mo  I  I  am  bundled 
in  wiih  tho  '  rumily*  along  iriih  llisa  Nelly  Parrot  and  tb« 
rci't.  Anil.  aTter  all,  he  is  not  coining  bai:k ;  but  is  purpoa* 
ing  to  travel  in  tbc  East,  out  of  my  rcacb  I  this  la  beyond 
buman  power,  and  homan  endurance,  as  mui-n  I  Ob,  for 
EOioe  potent  magician'^  wand  to  compel  bim  back  agiUn  I  I 
bare  sold  my  soul  on  trnst,  but  nooour  or  later  I  will  have 
ita  price!"  muttered  Helen,  bob iiid  bcr  wbiteocd  lipa,  u 
Ebe  ten  Ibe  room. 

"  ft  WAX  generous,  it  was  noble  in  Austin ;  bat  I  ongbt 
not  to  accept  it,"  said  itasil. 

Miss  Elizabetb,  vbo,  during  tbo  reading  of  tbe  letter,  had 
been  engaging  the  attention '  of  Miss  Nelly  Parrot  at  the  ' 
other  end  of  the  room,  now,  at  a  signal  from  the  old  lady, 
v:\me  forward.  iiikI  ivaa  iiifuniitd  of  the  affair.     And  theu 
Basil  went  to  seek  Theodora. 

She  bad,  meanwhile,  gaiued  the  aeclusioD  of  ber  own 
little  room  in  the  east  gable  end  of  the  fana-bonse;  had 
sunk  into  a  seat  near  the  only  window  and  bad  examined 
Ibe  superscription  of  her  two  letters.  The  first  one,  directed 
in  the  handwritiug  of  Austin  Malmaison,  waa  hastily,  with 
its  seal  nnbroken,  laid  aside.  The  second,  fromTifia,  wat 
iiii  Died  lately  opened  and  read.  Theodora  perceired,  through 
the  tone  of  this  letter.thal  the  untoward  circumstauceB  of 
her  hapless  marriage  were  intuitirely  known  to  Tiria,  for, 
delicately  as  the  lady  dealt  with  this  moat  difficult  eubject, 
the  spirit  of  this  communication,  addressed  to  the  recipi* 
ttii'i  deciu'.it  needs  of  thought  and  affection,  was  of  that  di- 
^  iiie  alclietuie  pouer  that  tranamutea  all  auffering  tobeneftt 
]i  infuruioi  her  that  the  humbler,  Christ-like  work  of  her 
iiiurtal  somiu'  was  the  regeneration  and  immortal  happineaa 
of  a  now  tiirlli-buund  spirit,  to  be  delivered  and  uplifted  by 
his  pnrc  luve  for  her.  And  that  Ibe  eternal  good  uses  of 
t1ii:i  present  life  were  of  infinitely  greater  importance  thaa 
iia  iranaient  and  illusory  bappiuess.     We  have  apace  onl^ 
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You  cannot  doubt  how  sincerely  and  earnest! 
and  myself  desire  and  pray  for  your  liappinc: 
as  liu[)py  us  we  \\\>\\  you,  our  il^nr  one,  you  r 
filling  your  destiny  on  this  planet,  look  to  tin 
where  the  mistakes  of  this  earth  are  corrected 
of  this  earth  sanctified  to  good  and  joy,  an< 
gladness  hereof  crowned  with  immortality — th 
blessed  spirit-world  we  are  all  fast  approachic 
No  safifering  is  without  its  good  uses,  and  no 
come  to  any  human  being  except  through  the! 
ration.     Faith  in  the  Lord,  hope  iu  the  future 
fellow  creatures,  are  the  antidotes  for  all  f 
Suffering  is  not  an  evil,  inasmuch  as  it  is  not  w 
to  ourselves  or  to  others.  We  suffer  not  only  by 
but — the  Lord  be  praised  I— for  our  fellow-b 
4c    «     4c     4t     4t     3it     X  read  your  strange  dei 
spirit  so  heavily  clay-bound,  that  he  can  lif 
higher  toward  the  heavens  than  the  level  of 
face,  is  committed  to  your  spirit  for  deliveraui 
opment.     Strange,  but  on  this  planet  often  i 

f.  .     •  «  I  ir»  •  .      •  --- 
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tiit^th  the  inspireil  Paalmitt.  "the  crown  of  life,' 'llie 
d«3ire  of  thy  he&n,'  ihe  aliaiiiluit  IhiUIon  of  every  daljf — 
Unmulatcd.  earib-dofinTecl  airection  ut<l  ujiintiEon  thall  lie 
joun,  an!  jrotirs,  wailipg  in  thn  sofo  lcM)|>ing  of  th«  Lonl. 

«««*««  ■J^^^g        pu[^        ],jyg         (||„(         |jjg       BpfUIlg       fOT 

yuii  from  Ihe  depths  of  thiit  strong.  ri>[rgeii  hostrt,  is  iho 
goUlta  clue  to  lead  his  spirit  hrnvcnword  liaic  not,  Icit 
jon  sink  with  blm;  love,  that  ho  may  ri««  with  jroa  !— 
"  *  *  Ansttn  has  written  Id  ynn  hy  thit  Mmc  mul.  I 
hnvc  a  prctinion  lh»t  jou  will  Iny  hi*  letter  usttle  anrcad. 
Do  not  M.  llin  letter  ii  wonby  of  him  wid  of  yon,  RuaJ 
it.  And  now  forgive  tnp,  dear  one,  that  I  b^n,  tot  jota 
own  Kiko,  and  for  the  Grat  and  lut  timo,  written  fr^j  of 
jroar  present  drcamtlancfs." 

Preasliig  thi*  letter  eloselj  to  her  heart,  Theodora  tumed 
ber  bead  and  wept  a  liitle.     Then  ahe  pnl  it  in  her  busom 

up  and  opened  Ausiin'i  letter.  It  was  mnch  shorter,  but 
qiiilL'  an  curisiderate  aad  aSectionate  as  Tivia's  bad  been. 

"  1  write,  now,  dear  Theodora,  ootj  to  place  our  fatBTo 
relations  in  ihe  clear  lii;ht  of  truth  and  friendship.  Forget 
Ujc  ra^b  proposal  ;oa  lately  received  from  me,  while  I  ihalt 
f'iriret  ihe  rtjeelion  it  was  fated  to  meet.  I  am  going  to 
tnvel  in  the  East.  Vivia  will  probably  be  of  the  party. 
Ill  the  loni:  ycarx  that  must  elapee  before  we  meet,  I  en- 
treat y'>D  lo  consider  me,  what  in  deed  end  in  tmth  I  vat— 
your  own  and  Basil's  (Sincere  and  earnest  friend  and  bro 
iher,  and  In  be  Bo  generous  as  Co  permit  me  lo  prore  tbet 
friendship  l>y  serving  yoQ  both,  as  opportnnily  presents  it 
self.  •  •  »  «  Wriieornol, 'as  tbespirit  moveayon,' 
de.ir  Theodora.  I  should  be  happy  to  get  a  letter  from  yoa  ; 
lilt  ir  I  do  not.  as  in  any  case,  I  cannot  but  ascribe  the 
in-l  ruiilives  to  your  course."  •  *  *  * 

TI.iTc  wn^  hot  little  more.  She  had  folded  the  letterud 
wa«  drcumiiig  over  it,  when  a  gentle  rap  at  the  doorcuigkt 
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It.  Then,  in  silence  he  returned  it  to  her.  . 
took  his  own  letter  from  his  pocket,  and  sitting 
Theodora,  read  it  aloud  to  her,  and  then  disph 
of  conveyance.  Tiie  warm  tears  were  str 
Theodora's  ejes.     She  made  no  other  commei 

'*I  have  never  seen  generosity  like  this,"  fa 

Still  Theodora  wept. 

Suddenly  Basil  threw  himself  upon  his  knee: 
took  her  hands  in  his  own,  looked  deprecati 
fully  in  her  face,  and  entreated — 

"  Dora  I  dearest  Dora  I  tell  me — tell  one  wl 
more  than  his  own  life  and  soul — did  you  love 

Her  tears  now  came  with  sobs  that  shoe 
frame. 

"  Did  you,  Dora  ?" 

"  Forbear  that  question,  Basil,"  she  sobbed. 

*'May  God  give  me  a  short  life  I"  cried  Bai 
the  hands  he  had  held.  The  ejaculation  was  8< 
despairing,  that  its  very  passion  drew  Theodon 
self.     Lifting  her  white  hands,  she  put  them 

rOUffh    hpnH     hpnt    nooi*    ^  nn.i     -J- :*.*.-! 
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"  I  will — indeed  I  will  1 — it  is  *  sort  of  religion  to  but 
Id  ]rou,  Theodora,"  Basil  replied,  lifting  hit  head  ud  rinng 


CEAPTER  XXVIII. 

TUJE     ABBS     rSAKCalB, 
Ymr  cilcf  !•  ><■>  TAot  tin  la  1^  MnsDil, 


Tub  MulmaisoDS  nt  Paris  occnpied  the  fint  Soor  of  A 
Grst-class  bolel,  in  a  Grat-cIaM  streeL  Nothing  lets  would 
suit  the  cfild  pride  of  "Madume."  Her  great  wcallh  and 
high  coDDti'iiou  were  a  passport  at  once  lo  tbe  best  Aomri- 
c-.m  sotiulj-  in  the  city.  A  double  motive  brought  Mrs. 
Maluiaison  to  Piir is— one-half  oC  which  the  reader  knowit, 
and  n  itii  tlie  oibcr  half  will  Booa  become  acqaainted ;  thb 
was.  Id  a  word,  to  purchase  a  title,  ia  ibat  most  fuTontblo 
mart  in  the  viotW  for  a  worldl;  woman  to  barter  wealth  for 
the  hand  &nd  coronet  of  some  desperately  n^dj  member  of 
tbe  aiiciennr  ndilrste.  It  was  a  paltij  nmliition,  nowortlij 
iif  that  womiiii'«  cold,  granito-liku  gtrvnglh  at  will  aE(d  nn- 
di-rsiaiidiiig — or  would  hare  been  nitUcr  oUicr  cirvuiDfUocea. 
Till  Years  previooK,  in  her  first  widowhood,  »he  might  wltb 
DMTe  |>rg|int'iy  liuTe  aspired  to  thai  dlalinctJOD,  And  jet 
lliiisu  ten  y-Mi  liiul  paxfu-d  orer  iho  form  and  fcalnres  of 
lliat  culm,  omiitiunless  woman  with  no  more  effect  than  if 
t^Iie  had  been  the  alabaster  image  that  she  looked.  Will  it 
be  believed  ? — at  furlj.  In  all  execpt  the  nvavii'j  of  jOBtl^ 
mIiIcIj,  by  Uie  uny,  «be  had  never  po£scs(«d,  ifao  look«d  u 
yoiiiliral  s-  Vnu  at  half  that  age!  An  Dntnnncd,  dcwj 
fresliiiess  M  .;i  llie  nn'iil  beautiful  pcculiarilj  of  bfT  dblBO 
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in   a  calm  wav,  her   son,  else   no  one  would 
such  a  rrlali()ii>hi|)  bclwerii  th-i  tall,  (l;H"k-cyc 
iiiL;*    uuntk'iiiaii     kiKjwii    a>    Mr.    Malinais«)ii, 
beauty ;  they  could  have  about  as  easily  have 
to  be  her  father.     So  coolly  certain  was  Ada 
Dished  lustre  of  her  alabaster  beauty,  as  seen  i 
elastic  roundness  of  her  perfect  face  and  form 
rent  fairness  of  her  complexion,  and  the  ter 
of  her  eyes,  that  it  was  in  the  insolence  of  p( 
kept  her  age  before  the  people.     Truly  she 
so  many  words,  *'  I  am  forty  years  old,"  but  i 
Boraetbing  like  this :   "  Owi,  Monseignor,  I  I 
statue,   and  agree  with  you  that  its  whole 
artistic  than  artificial.     At  least  such  was  it 
me,  when  I  visited  St.  Petersburg,  some  twei 
ago."     Or  else,  "  Non  madame^  this  is  not  m^ 
Paris.     I  was  here  in   the  troublous  times  wh 
powers  occupied  the  city." 

**  Grand  Dieu!    Getie  dame  est  une  Gagliosl 
would  be  the  silent  comment,  when  Ada  said  1 


1  ?- 
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"  ftffair"  or  Mrs.  Mnlniaisoti,  of  wlilcli  VJvw  In  ber  lott«r  to 
TIteodora,  Bpoke. 

In  every  p-eat  meirupoiis,  oTtoarw.  tlitir  *ro  circles  be- 
low circles,  and  ibtrc  are  coleries  nntl  cSiqaoo  a*  iKHuruil 
or  eacb  otlier  as  U  instead  of  UiT«lling  in  iht  mrid  citjr,  they 
lired  at  relative  aiiliiJO<k-s.  What,  fur  in»tancc,  ImJ  the 
poor  a1>bes  of  the  Eci'iU  tic  ia  Compaaiion,  niiti  the  JJ^'pHnl 
de  la  CharUe,  to  do  with  the  halttoes  of  the  simoons  uf  tho 
Tuilerieaf 

There  was  at  lliix  time  a  puor  pri«dl,  nt  onco  abbe  aiul 
maitre  of  the  E^.-U:  de  la  CharUe,  trho,  nol  enjujlug;  the 
priTilege  of  con/'-ineiir  to  an?  dame-da-qualite,  never  b/ 
ai>7  chance  entered  tlie  m3<^c  circle  of  the  etiie.  He  wat  ft 
man  of  fortv-GTe,  wttli  the  beiii  frame  and  shrunken  featuTM 
and  whitened  hair  of  nevpnty.  He  went  [iloddlug  on  from 
day  to  day  in  bis  work  of  charity,  um:univiua»  tkut  witliin 
a  Blonc'd  cast  of  his  post  of  duty,  sojourned  the  two  women, 
iu  whom,  of  all  the  rncv,  save  one  other,  he  was  the  most  in- 
terested.  A  seeming  accident  brought  their  mutuftl  pro- 
pinquity to  his  knowledge.  -• 

In  the  refined  elegance  of  Mre.  Malmaison's  establishment 
and  surroniiitL]i)rs,  there  was  one  very  striking  anomaly — 
tliis  was  in  the  person  of  her  confidenUal  attendant,  Bridget 
Dougherty,  or  "  Biddy  Durty,"  aa  the  truthful  nomeaclatora 
of  her  dusky  fellow-servanla  had  dubbed  her— Biddy 
Dougherty,  with  her  unmitigated  Connangbt  (ace,  uid  hnr 
incurable  bro^rue  !  Those  intimate  friends — if  Ada  Mai- 
Diaison^a  Ktntri^rer  to  her  daily  associates  and  family  circle, 
could  be  inily  said  to  have  intimate  friends — who  chanced 
l<i  SIC  tills  ru<le  retuiner  aliout  the  person  of  the  lady,  gentlj 
liHeil  eyeliroits  and  .■'liouldcrs,  and  ] iriv ate ly  classed  Biddy 
as  i((i  ffj'ril  fiimilipr,  une  bite  noire, or,  at  the  very  leaat,  ft 
caprice  i>(  Madiime.  All  this  Biddy,  with  ber  Irish  quick- 
ness, perceived,  and — sure  of  her  position — disregmrded. 
Ada  Mulmaison  never  lost   sight,  or  surveiUance  of  her 
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ever. 

One  niirlit  about  tliis  time  Yivia  was  sta 
sleep  by  a  cry  that  sounded  through  the  ho 
up  at  the  sound,  hurried  on  her  dressinp^-gov 
along  the  corridor  in  the  direction  of  the 
to  have  come  from  Bridget  Dougherty's  ro' 
were  out ;  but  a  taper  from  withiu  the  li 
Bridget  gleamed  through  the  keyhole,  at  t 
the  corridor.     Vivia  hastened   toward  it, 
reached  the  spot,  either  the  key  was  turned 
lock,  or  the  light  was  extinguished,  for  it  i 
peared,  leaving  all  in  darkness  and  in  silenci 
loudly  at  the  door,  however,  calling — 

"  Bridget  I  Bridget  I  was  that  you  that 
any  thing  the  matter  ?" 

A  soft,  shuffling  struggle — and  a  sudden  c 

"  Och  !  nowly  St.  Father  I  Miss  Genevic 
and  the  voice  was  suddenly  stifled  amid  a  s- 
Bound — and  once  more  broke  out  suddeul; 
piercing  cry  of  **3IuriherP^  and  then   wn 
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fresh,  aod  calm,  and  cool,  tbat  her  Tery  presence  acted  nt 
once  as  a  sedative  nud  rifrigeraliTe. 

"Well,  what  is  ilic  rootier,  Vim?" 

"  Good  Heaven  I — Bridget  I     Slie — " 

"Hag  the  nigblnmre,  I  Enp|>ose.  She  is  rather  laliject  to 
it — let  Ds  go  and  :^ri:" 

And  Mrs.  MalriuiiKm,  bearing  the  [lerfnmcd  taper,  led 
the  way  to  Bridg.t's  lime  room.  When  they  reached  it, 
she  requested  Vi.in  to  open  the  door.  Tivia  tried  th« 
lock,  and  to  her  ii^tonishment  il  now  readily  jioldcd,  lh« 
door  swung  open,  aud  they  entered.  What  a  tight  mot 
their  eyes  ! 

Bridget  Dough-  riy  was  sitting  stmight  Dp  in  bed,  bar 
form  rigid,  her  faei-  Muclieued  oa  by  partJsl  sulTocatiDCi,  bcr 
eyes  glaring  into  i  nctmcy. 

But  the  instant  ilie  light  flashed  upon  her  sigbt,  oil  tlilf 
changed,  she  fell  back  upon  her  pillow,  dragging  the  porer- 
let  oTer  her  face,  and  with  a  prolon^d  howl,  lay  thmldering- 
with  an  excess  of  Icmir. 

"  Bridget,  what  ails  yoo  V  inquired  Mrs.  Halmuson, 
coolly  apjiruaching  the  bedside. 

Another  wilder  howl  answered  her. 

"  Are  you  ill,  Bridget  ?"  inquired  Viyia. 

Ai  ihe  sound  uf  her  Toice  the  woman  ancovered  her  bead 
an  instant,  and  seeing  Yiria,  and  feeling,  or  seeming  to  feel 
reassured  liy  her  presence,  opened  the  following  batterj 
upon  her  mistress  ; 

"  And  are  ve  come  again  to  ronrtber  me  in  me  stape  f 
Oh  !  and  it'<  afraid,  I'll  be  aftherspakingir  yerugly  sacret* 
ye  ore  I  Ii's  the  mercy  of  St.  Father  I'm  strength  enongh 
foT  tilt  likes  of  ye!"'  etc.  etc. 

Tiviii  loiiked  on  in  surprise  and  dismay,  while  Mr«.  Mai- 
mai^on  liscd  her  eyes  steadily  apoD  tbe  eyes  of  the  eicitcd 
woman,  and  after  a  moment,  without  removing  ber  gaze, laid 
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her  hand  upon  her  forehead,  and  after  another  momenti 

spoke,  coolly,  calmly,  kindly — 

"You  have  had  an  attack  of  nightmare,  Bridget" 

"  Ave,  was  it  an  attack  of  nightmare  V^  began  Bridget 
ironically,  but  without  her  former  excitement.  "Aye,  was 
it  ?  and  a  snowy  nightmare  it  was  with  a  white  coat  and  a 
Bilvery  mane,  and — *' 

*'  Compose  yourself,  Bridget,"  said  the  lady,  quietly 
stroking  her  forehead. 

"  — With  a  snowy  skin  and  silvery  hair,  and — " 

**  Compose  yourjiclf,  Bridget,"  monotonously  repeated  the 
lady,  smoothing  the  woman's  forehead. 

**  — Silvery  curls,  and — " 

*'  Compose  yourself,  Bridget,"  still  reiterated  the  lady, 
speaking  in  monotoue  and  keeping  her  hand  on  the  brow 
of  the  patient. 

"  Curls  and — "  That  was  the  last.  Bridget's  voice  sank 
into  inarticulate  murmurs,  and  then  ceased.  A  few  more 
passages  of  that  magic  hand,  and  the  woman  lay  in  a  seem* 
ingly  deep  sleep. 

**  She  is  over  it  now.     Come,  my  dear,  let  ns  retire." 

"  Let  me  remain  with  her  through  the  night,  madame." 

Mrs.  Malmaison  hesitated  an  instant^  looked  into  Yivia't 
face,  and  then  answered, 

**  As  you  please,  my  dear ;  but  summon  me  if  yon  grow 
tired  of  your  watch,"  and  taking  up  her  tai>er,  she  passed 
out  of  the  room. 

Vivia  took  her  seat  by  the  bedside  of  the  sleeper,  who 
slept  on  so  calmly  through  the  short  remaining  hoars  of  tho 
night,  that  when,  at  last,  the  matin  bell  of  the  neighboring 
/>  7^'  (le  la  Charite  rang,  Yivia  thought  she  might  with  pro- 
priety leave  her  charge,  and  was  preparing  to  do  so,  when 
the  dour  opent^d  quietly,  and  Mrs.  Malmaison,  like  a  spirit 
of  peace,  glided  in. 
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^  Well,  mj  dear,  joo  have  eeea  bj  tUi  tine  that  tliert 
was  DO  necessity  for  the  sacrifice  of  yoor  night'a  real" 

''Bridget  has  slept  qaieUy  enongfa  certainly/' said YiTia. 
Will  yoo  go  now  and  sleep  ?^ 

I  will  go  now,  and  bathe  and  dress,"  said  Ylrl%  filing 
a  last  glance  at  the  conch  of  Bridget  aa  she  left  the  rooia. 

From  this  time  there  seemed  to  be  a  strange  spell  apon  tke 
Irish  woman.  Good  Catholic  aa  she  was,  she  ne?er  ap» 
proached  the  chnrch,  while  the  gloom  and  sollenaeaB  of  her 
mood,  insignificant  as  she  waa,  really  infeeted  the  whole 
house ;  the  serrants  of  the  establishment  were  overeaat  with 
its  heavy  shadow,  while  Oabrielle,  the  little  daaghter  of  the 
Conciirge,  declared  that  "cette  femmw  Irlandoiae''  pvt  her 
in  a  grave,  smothered  her  with  ehiy  I  Only  Mra.  MafaBai- 
son  was  unaffected,  while  a  vagne,  silent  but  a  deedfy  Btnig<* 
gle  seemed  going  on  between  the  mistress  and  the  confidential 
maid.  It  was  about  this  time  that  Yivia's  and  Anstin's  atten- 
tion was  taken  up  with  the  news  of  Theodora's  marriage, 
communicated  in  a  letter  from  the  Abbess  of  SL  Oeneviefe^ 
aod  with  the  new  arrangements  that  step  seemed  to  render 
expedient,  and  also  with  the  still  stranger  intelligenee  con- 
veyed by  Mrs.  Malmaison  of  her  own  approaching  nnptiala 
with  the  Vicomte  De  Lozere.  The  time  appointed  fii^thie 
wedding  was  drawing  very  near ;  bat  meanwhile  the  ^Mlf 
notr"  of  the  household  waa  growing  blacker  and  anllener 
every  day. 

One  morning  when  Mrs.  Malmaison  was  gone  upon  a 
sbofipinsr  expedition,  and  Austin  had  strolled  ont  eome* 
where,  Vivia  was  in  her  own  room,  engaged  in  writing  to 
Theo<lora,  when  a  proan  from  a  neighboring  chamber  h\\ 
on  her  ear — a  second  and  a  third  succeeded,  and  then  she 
recognized  the  voice  of  Bridget  Dougherty,  and  hastened  So 
ber  Uiisistance. 

The  room  at  the  extremity  of  the  corridor  waa  open»  and 
upon  the  bed  lay  Bridget,  writhing. 
21 
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"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  asked  Yivia^  drawing  near  ia 
compassion. 

"Och,  thin,  honey,  it's  kUt  I  am,  I'm  thinking" —  here  a 
paroxysm  of  pain  took  her,  and  she  spoke  no  more  for  a 
moment,  but  remained  wrestling  in  silence  with  the  agony, 
while  Yivia  flew  to  the  bull,  and  rang  for  a  servant  to  send 
for  a  physician.  Going  back  to  the  bed,  she  found  the 
woman  half  fainting  from  her  recent  struggle.  While  bath- 
ing her  face  with  water  she  inqaircd — 

"  Where  is  your  pain,  Bridget  ?" 

"  Och,  honey,  it's  poisoned  I  am,  I'm  dead,  sure,  it^ 
poisoned  I  am  !  Oh  I  howly  St.  Father !  it's  a  jadgpnent 
on  meself — so  it  is !" 

Just  at  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and  a  servant  ap- 
peared in  answer  to  the  bell. 

"  This  woman  is  very  ill — hasten  instantly,  and  bring  the 
nearest  physician,  the  very  first  one  you  can  find,"  exclaimed 
Vivia. 

"  Le  bon  Abbe  de  VEcole  de  la  Charile  est  aussi  un  mede' 
cin,  Mademoiselle." 

"  Go,  bring  him  at  once  then,"  replied  Yivia,  as  she 
turned  her  attention  again  to  Bridget,  while  the  lacqoey 
went  to  do  her  bidding.  The  woman  was  quiet  in  an  inter* 
val  of  ease,  and  to  Yivia's  renewed  inquiries,  she  replied/ 

''  Och  I  honey,  mcscif  is  subject  to  faintness,  and  I  do  take 
for  it  a  gill  of  casthor  lie  in  a  toombler  iv  brandy,  and  that 
same  doos  mo  a  wurruld  of  good.  But  the  Lord  have  a 
hand  in  me  I  and  the  Yargin  betwane  me  and  hurrum,  I  was 
tuk  this  morning  with  a  murthering  pain  in  me  chist  and  a 
cowld  faver,  wid  a  bnrning  in  me  head,  as  if  it  would  fly  to 
pieces,  and  meself  did  open  the  misthresscs  beaufot,  and  take 
a  &up  o'  suthing,  and — och  I  howly  saints,  I'm  burning  up 
in  my  insidcs !"  cried  Bridget,  suddenly  breaking  off,  and 
writhing  with  a  return  of  torture.  "  It  was  p'ison  I  I'm 
Sure  it  was  p'ison,  and  a  thrap  laid  for  meself  I    Och  I  blia* 
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bM  angels  I  It's  all  over  wid  me  I  an  it's  not  a  doctor,  but  a 
praste  I'm  wanting,"  cried  the  poor  creature  in  the  interrals 
of  her  paroxysm. 

Vivia  sought  bj  every  means  at  hand  to  relieve  her  sdf- 
ferings. 

"  Yon  shall  have  both,  Bridget.     The  man  I  hare  sum 
moned  is  both  priest  and  physician,"  said  Yivia  soothingly 

The  words  had  scarcely  left  her  lips  before  the  door  opened, 
and  the  lacqney  announced — 

"  L'Abbe  Francois,"  andYina,  tnming  with  snrpriaeand 
j  )y,  exclaimed,  smiling, 

"  Father  Francis  I" 

"  My  dear  child  !  my  dear  Viria  I  yon  here  I  Why,  how 
is  this  f "  exclaimed  the  Abbe,  advancing  and  taking  her  by 
both  hands. 

Before  Yivia  could  reply  to  his  qnestion,  a  cry  from  the 
sick  woman,  who  was  now  in  strong  convulsions,  arrested 
their  attention,  and  both  hastened  to  the  bedside.  Yivia  in 
hurried  accents  recounted  what  she  had  heard  of  the  history 
of  the  woman's  seizure,  and  added  that  she  feared  poison  had 
been  swallowed  by  mistake. 

**  Och,  it  was  a  thrap  I  it  was  a  thrap  I  it  was  put  there 
for  me,"  cried  Bridget,  in  the  midst  of  her  suffering. 

"  Hush,  hush,  my  daughter,  you  must  not  say  that  I"  said 
Father  Francis,  as  he  proceeded  to  examine  his  patient, 
whose  convulsions  returning  with  accelerated  violence,  greatly 
nlarmed  the  spectators.  Father  Francis  wrote  a  rapid  pre- 
scription and  dispatched  it  by  the  footman,  who  had  re- 
mained in  attendance  in  the  corridor. 

"  She  is  laboring  under  the  effects  of  strychnia,"  he  whis- 
pered, as  he  passed  the  pale  and  awe-struck  Yivia.  The 
spasms  now  returned  after  shorter  intervals  and  with  greater 
violence.  And  even  in  the  intermissions  so  acnte  was  the 
nervous  sensibility  that  a  light  touch,  or  the  fear  of  being 
touched,  was  enough  to  throw  the  patient  into  Tio'.ent  con- 


body.  But  ye'll  let  me  relave  me  conscienc 
l)aroxysra  arrested  her  words,  and  while  she 
gling,  the  servant  arrived  froin  the  druggist's 
and  a  sponge.  Father  Francis  hastily  sei 
vials,  poured  a  qaantity  of  chloric-ether  fro 
sponge  and  gave  it  to  Yivia,  with  direction 
the  sufferer's  nostrils.  This  was  difficult — U 
of  any  hand  fearfully  augmented  the  violence 

"  Do  not  he  afraid,  indeed  I  will  not  touc 
only  let  me  hold  the  sponge  near  enough  fc 
the  ether — it  will  surely  relieve  you,  try  to  si 
Vivia,  gently.  The  poor  creature  did  as  she  ^ 
the  relaxing  influence  of  the  subtle  element  6( 
Bufferings,  while  Father  Francis  administere 
extract  of  Indian  hemp,  the  only  antidote  t< 
known. 

"  Ah  I  it's  no  use  at  all,  at  aU,  Father  dei 
I  know  it,  for  when  I'm  not  struggling,  si 
like  a  drowning  man  in  the  say  I" 

And  in  truth  no  one  could  look  at  her  a 

««/\nnAnf  ^htk  Qr\at%t^xr  cmnrnanh  of  dftftth.      A 
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fog  dissolation.  Fatlier  Francis  bent  OFer,  fearing  thatshft 
liad  alrea'ly  brcatlied  lier  last. 

"  Slje  is  Gtill  living,  bat  can  nothing  be  done  to  rcstora 
her?"  adked  Vivia,  iu  exttvnio  ansieiy. 

"  No  power  ou  earth  can  sare  liorl"  exclaimiid  the  prittU 
Tlion,  sinki[i<r  on  bis  knees  at  tbe  bedside,  ho  aildroHed  tlio 
djiiig  Koriittu.  "Bridget,  my  poor  daughter  I  if  there  is 
any  thing  you  would  like  to  s«y  or  do,  any  lust  sacrnmcnl 
of  coDfession  or  comuunioQ,  it  were  best  done  now,  my  poor 
child." 

"  Eh !  BO  soon,  and  me  not  ready  I"  CAclaimod  the  terrified 
womau,  with  a  cry  of  anf^uish,  as  she  started  up  and  iheo 
fell  back  iu  another  cuovulfion  that  threatened  to  take  her 
life.  "1  kupw  it  though  I  I  knew  it^only  it  is  bo  JreuilTiil 
to  hear  you  say  it,"  sJio  murmured,  aa  the  parosysm  ouen 
more  passed  off. 

"  My  poor  daughter,  yoD  go  to  a  merciful  Judga.  Bat, 
before  you  depart,  use  the  few  momeDti  that  yon  hare  Mt 
in  preparing  to  meet  His  face.  Geneviere,  my  dear,  leaT* 
me  alone  with  my  penitent." 

"  No  I  no  t — no !  no.  What  I  haye  to  My  must  be  s^d 
before  witnesses  I  Oh  I  bliisid  saints  be  between  me  and 
death  till  I  tell  it !  Sure  its  laid  on  me  consciepee  long  I" 
She  ceased  a  moment,  while  Father  Francis  and  Vifia  dreir 
near  to  catch  the  low  tones  of  her  failing  voice.  "  Stoop 
down — listen  I    Enstatia  Mafmaisoa — " 

"  Ha  1  Mon  Dicu .'"  exclaimed  Father  Fruda,  bending 
down,  "  wlinl  of  her?" 

"  TwHity-one  years  ago  she  gave  birth  to  a  liring  son,  at 
Mount  Storm,  in  Morjiand." 

Ai^ain  the  voice  died  away  in  exhaustion,  while  tbe  priest, 
with  Gtriiincd  eyes  and  blanched  and  breathless  lips  bent 
over  to  catch  her  faintest  tones. 

"The  birth  of  that  child  was  concealetU— " 


conceal  the  real  birth  of  Austin,  and  to  pal 
old  man  as  the  son  of  Mrs.  Ada  Malmaisc 

"But  why?  why  was  this  double  fraud  { 

"  Oh  1  thiu  !  don^t  ye  know  ?  To  get  i 
money,  which  she  couldn't  have  got  unlesi 
ohild,  which  Bhe  couldn't  hope  fori  you'll 
demons  never  can  be  mothers." 

Here  the  voice  died  quite  away,  and  Fa 
to  bend  his  ear  to  within  an  inch  of  the 
lips,  before  he  could  catch  the  answer  to  h 

''The  real  mother  I  Eustacial  tell  me 
of  her  1" 

"  The  blissid  St  Father  witness,  I  knc 
than  I  have  told  yees — I  wasn't  in  thai  sac 

These  were  the  last  intelligible  words  tha 
Muttering  something  about  "a  trap,"  an c 
"  misthress's  beaufet,"  her  voice  sunk  into  ; 
bling,  and  then  into  silence.  She  was  sinkii 
Francis  stretching  his  hands  over  her, 
formula  of  absolution  and  benediction. 
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lifeless  bosom ;  "sboll  I  sDmmoa  the  women  of  th«  bonae- 
holJ,  Falher  f" 

"  No,  Dif  child  I  no,  TWia !  Qo  j-ou  and  watch  for  tb* 
return  of  mndame  1  Tell  her  nothing  of  this  iiffair,  but  ont; 
lliflt  the  Maitre  de  I'Ecote  de  la  Chariie  would  like  to  avt 
her  in  this  room." 

Viria  hesitated.  , 

"  My  Father  I  mast  I  do  this  thing  ?" 

"  No,  no,  Vivia,  if  yon  dislike  the  office !  send  the  servant 
who  was  hero  just  now,  to  rao,  and  go  you  to  year  own 
til-iirtmcnt,  and  be  quiet  until  you  bear  from  toe.  There  U 
much  to  be  Uiked  over  between  us,  my  child." 

"  Yea  1  very  much.  Father  I"  said  Vivia,  stUI  hesltAtlng 
as  if  she  fain  would  hare  remained. 

"  But  this  is  not  ihe  place,  my  cbild.  Go  nov  and  do 
as  I  have  directed  you." 

Vivia  obeyed,  and  left  the  room.  Seeing  Victor  in  tb« 
corridor,  she  sent  him  to  Father  Francis.  And  when  she 
passed  to  her  own  chamber,  took  out  of  her  bureau  ft 
miiiialuro  of  Mother  Agatha,  paEnlcd  by  Theodora,  and 
also  tbe  last  letter  of  the  Abbess. 

"  I  am  sore — I  am  aore  she  is  bin  long-lost  wife ;  but  at' 
any  event,  the  miniature  will  prove  tlic  queslion.  If  sbe  la 
the  lost  Eostacio,  he  will  know  the  miniature  and  the  hand* 
writing.  Wliat  a  fearful  mystery  of  hiiquity  has  that  poor  . 
women  pointed  out  I"  moarnfully  tiioiiglit  Vivia,  as  nhn  sat 
gazing  upon  the  most  sorrowful  face  lli:<l  ever  artist  trans* 
ferred  to  the  ivory.  "  Tom  asnnder  in  early  youth ;  kept 
separated  by  a  tissue  of  falsehood — and  now  in  their  middle 
age— he  at  the  altar,  she  in  the  Convent!  Can  this  bm- 
band  and  wife  ever  meet?"  , 

While  Vivia's  sonl  was  absorbed  in  these  qaeftiou.. 
Futh<;r  Francis  watched  by  the  dead  body  In  the  little  room 
at  the  end  ot  the  corridor,  and  Victor,  the  footman,  waited 
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carriage  rolled  through  the  porte  cochtre, 
court-vard  within,  the  ladv  noticed  an  n 
pressed  excitement  among  the  loitering  la^ 
tablishmeut.  She  alighted  from  the  carru 
ascended  the  grand  staircase,  near  the  he 
found  Yictor  waiting.  But  this  official, 
duty  bonnd,  walking  before  his  mistress, 
stood  in  her  waj,  bowing. 
.    '*  Eh  bien  !  que*st  ?"  inqnired  the  ladj. 

••  Monsieur  VAbbi  de  VEcble  de  la  Char 
dame,^^ 
*'0u,  done,  est  Monsieur  VAbbif^ 
'*En  le  petite  chambre  de  VlrlandaiseJ^ 
'^Allez'vous,  doncP^  said  the  lady,  coolljf 
The  senrant  bowed  and  led  the  way  to  1 
the  corridor,  where  he  opened  the  door, 
dame  Malmaison,  and  retired.     The  lady  ei 
not  recognizing  in  the  darkened  light  eithe 
extended  upon  the  bed,  or  the  form  of  the  { 
man  watching  beside  it. 


THE    ABBB    rBAKCOIS.  8^^ 

^,  iba«  I  did  not  recogniie  joo,"  said  Mn.  Mdmatioa, 

catmly. 

**  Voila  /"  exclaimed  the  priest,  sternlj,  pointiDg  to  tba 
face  of  the  dead. 

*'  What  is  the  matter  with  Bridget  ?" 

"Elle  est  MORTB— e<  par  vouaP^ 

**Abb€  /"  exclaimed  the  ladj,  Id  a  tone  of  calm  rebuke. 

"  Madame  1  70a  have  wonderful  self-command — let  it 
arail  jon  while  I  speak  1"  said  the  priest,  in  the  same  deep, 
stem  voice,  as  he  compelled  this  impasnble  woman  to  take 
the  chair  in  front  of  him,  and  listen  while  he  addressed  her. 

*'  Madame,  you  are  a  yery  skillful,  and  hithierto  jon  hafe 
been  a  very  successful  woman,  principally  throug|i  fiiTor  of 
your  protector,  Satan !  But  know  you  that  the  Prince  of 
Darkness,  like  other  great  potentates,  in  time  grows  weaij 
of  his  favorites,  and  leaves  them  to  their  own  weak  devices  f 
— so  has  Satan  deserted  j/ou,  madame  I  In  no  other  way 
can  I  account  for  the  manifest  weakness  of  your  late  con- 
duct" 

"  Sir,  will  you  please  to  come  nearer  to  the  point  t  Yonr 
language — to  say  nothing  of  its  discourtesy,  which  I  am* 
willing  to  excuse — ^is  exceedingly  vague  1" 

"  Then  it  shall  be  as  pointed  as  you  please,  madame. 
There  are  but  a  few  words  I  have  to  say  to  you,  and  there 
is  but  one  demand  I  have  to  make  of  yon.  I  am  about  to 
speak  the  former  and  require  the  latter!  All  else  I  leave 
to  Monsieur  Ic  Commissaire  de  Police." 

"Go  on,  sir,  in  heaven's  name!" 

"  Attend,  then — twenty-one  years  since — " 

"  In  truth,  sir,  you  j;o  back  very  far  I  almost  beyond  the 
memory  (»f  i!ie  oldest  inhabitant,"  sneered  the  lady. 

Without  noticinjj:  the  interruption,  the  priest  con  tinned— 

**  1  espoused  in  your  presence  Eustacia  Malmaisou. 
Called  away  imperatively  from  the  neighborhood,  I  left  her 
in  your  care.     That  was  the  last  I  ever  saw  of  my 


vvr«u^i«uo  i  uut  uer  cunscicDce  troubled  hi 
relieve  her  soul  by  the  sacrament  of  co 
spiritual  director  orjered  her  to  put  awa} 
words,  no  longer  to  hide,  but  to  disclose 
which  she  was  the  abettor  before  he  coul 
tioD.     She  coald  not  bring  herself  to  do  1 
certain  strange  affection  for  jou,  and  pei 
kept  her  silent  nnder  the  goadings  of  her 
she  was  a  good  Catholic,  and  could  not 
cated  by  her  Church.     As  year  by  year  i 
after  festival  of  the  Church  was  celebra 
was  forbidden  to  participate,  the  weight 
heavier  and  still  heavier.   You  saw  the  buj 
the  struggle  in  her  mind ;  and,  with  your 
for  a  long  time  you  controlled  the  operati 
But  at  last  the  conscience  of  one  poor  huo 
woman  grew  to  be  a  power  that  even  you 
perpetual  abeyance  1   You  saw  it — ^you  km 
necessary  to  your  safety  that  this  woman 
be  stilled.     Well,  you  did  not  dare  to  por 
—but  you  knew  a  certain  weakness  tn  wli 
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jm  tutre  failed  to  foresee  thst  tbe  boar  of  death  for  fier 
woald  be  the  hour  of  disclosure  of  the  pitst,  and  of  ruin  fof 
you  T  Flndtit){  hetBelf  ill  nnio  death,  she  mide  a  lost  com- 
inntilcaiian — not  under  the  sen/ of  Racrameut«l  confoulon. 
but  before  two  wlUipsses,  lo  cf^lablUh  bw  wordo.  Shall  1 
diBcloBe  to  yon  the  Gubji'ct  of  her  confcsitlon,  mailnme  F 

"  t'exi  n'importe  I  she  wa>  probatily  dellrioas  I"  f  aid  th» 
lady,  calmly. 

■■  Adu  Mulmaiaoii  1  dumon  that  you  now  know  that  /know 
yoQ  are — your  d«moiio1ogy  will  not  serve  you  further  I 
Wliile  there  li  yet  time  lo  do  one  voluntary  ^ooA  act  of 
tTHtitatiun  in  yonr  life,  tell  me— where  \*  Runtacla  V 

"  Do  you  snpi>03o  tliat  you  will  leurn  from  mo  T  I  know 
nothing  of  the  poor  woima  you  iiatae.  You  have  ^vca 
your  speech  more  license,  eir,  than  even  your  holy  habit 
warrants.  You  sec  how  little  it  has  moved  me.  Yet,  but 
In  rei^pecl  for  that  holy  habit,  I  had  not  heard  yon  m  long. 
Now,  reverend  sir,  will  yon  have  the  good  feeling  to  with- 
draw, and  permit  the  attendance  of  women,  to  prepare  this 
dead  for  burial  ?" 

"  Madame,  I  withdraw.  Yet  there  will  probably  be  oOter 
viaUors  to  this  chamber,  ere  yonr  women  are  permitted  to 
disturb  tbia  death-bed.  Madame'e  ftusineaa  has  been  eon- 
ducted  with  a  tact  and  policy  that  will  save  her  life,  bat  not 
that  for  which  she  lives — that  which  is  dearer  than  lif^— 
honor — position  I  This  heinous  affair  cannot  pass  without 
itivestijratioii,  which  certainly  will  not  develops  any  thing 
to  Mndumc  Miiliiiuii^oii'ij  credit.  Hal  had  you,  Satan  for- 
Biiki'n,  s>.'lf'bti[idu(l,  ludt  sight  of  that  necessity  ?"  asked  the 
]irii':it,  u[>i)ii  purcciving  just  the  slightest  change  of  color  in 
tliitt  miirlik-  luce ;  it  was  not  a  turning  paler — for  mure  color- 
l--ris  tliuii  ukuhI  she  could  not  be ; — hut  it  was  as  though  thu 
faiiiiest  shade  of  (jray  had  overspread  the  alabaster  faimesa 
of  her  skin,  and  there  was  s  scarcely  perceptible  ttomoria 
her  voice,  as  she  said — 


xavcAtftis 


"  Victor,  show  me  into  some  private 
tlien  go  and  inform  Mademoiselle  Laglo 
her,"  were  the  Abbe's  directions  to  th( 
Btill  lingering  in  the  corridor. 

Victor  opened  the  door  of  un  jolt  petit 
left,  where  Vivia  soon  joined  her  *'  spiritni 
related  as  thej  were — ancle  and  niece,  gi 
teacher  and  pnpil,  almost  father  and  child 
for  the  first  half  of  Vivia's  short  life  ;  lon| 
separated ;  mnch  as  thej  loved  each  oth 
was  without  any  other  expression  of  affec 
der  meeting  of  their  eyes,  and  the  lori 
voices.  When  she  came  in,  he  took  hei 
holding  it  for  a  moment  and  looking  upon 
sensible  to  beauty  ?  Not  even  this  gray, 
old  and  broken-hearted  priest ;  and  his  ey 
and  admiration  upon  the  graceful  head 
ringlets  of  rich,  resplendent,  auburn  hair 
ished  forehead,  the  perfect  arch  of  the  brc 
of  the  silky  lashes,  shadincr  }ii»Antpnn«  pva« 
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nwi,  woD(l<?r,  »H  wen  expressed  in  the  tooo  in  which  thoM 
two  words  were  ultiircU. 

"  We  have  boib  dmiijred  much  since  wa  p&rted,  Bf 
child.  You  hare  grown  np  wilh  womaiihooil.  I  have  f^- 
luu  intu  age  nnij  decrepitudo.  I  efaoald  ba?e  hiiuwn  ;oa 
uur  wlicrt  bj  jonr  likeiieta  to  four  mother,  eT«u  b»4l  not 
Victor  preimrcil  mc  to  expect  to  seu  yoit,  hj  the  infucoistiua 
tb«t  this  tlour  wnt  oc(.-u{>ii>d  hy  Iil»cl»iuu  &[almuUoD.  But, 
changed  u  I  am,  how  did  you  know  me,  my  child  f 

"  Ah  1  as  if  auy  superficial  chao^  could  ?ail  you  from 
me  I  Tonr  eyes  and  voice,  mot  pire,  remaia  uuchooged," 
said  Vivia,  tenderly,  ati  «he  Eauk  into  a  chair,  aod  poioud 
out  auolher  to  the  weary  luaD. 

■'  N(H  tbrcotten,  mv  child,  yet  feebly  Temembered,  Tivial 
for  ;i!-  ;-  ''  r  \\iv  lust  two  years  have  remained  uuaa- 

Eirered  I"  said  the  priest  in  gentle  reproach. 

'-  What  do  yoQ  say,  my  father  I  Yoor  lettan  ananswwed  1 
I  wrote  to  you  regularly  uutil  letter  after  letter  of  mina 
having  failed  to  elicit  a  reply,  I  thought  that  yon  bad  left 
Paris,  and  then  I  wrote  to  your  ProTiocial  to  inqaira,  bat 
&uled  also  in  obtaining  an  answer  from  him.  Then  not 
knowing  where  to  address  you,  having  lost  trace  of  yon,  I 
waited  patiently  for  you  to  recollect  and  write  to  mu !"  ex- 
claimed Vivia,  iu  irrepreseihle  wonder. 

"Hon  Dieul  I'oiijoura  <^ie  fenant  de  dtoUe.'"  ^jaco* 
latcd  the  priest  in  a£tonUhmeut  and  indignation. 

"  Couid  she  have  intercepted  the  letters  f  Would  abtt 
have  done  so  f " 

"  Would  shu  have  hesitated  to  do  ant/thing  that  (hunld 
seem  to  serve  her  Interests?  You  heard  poor  Bridget'! 
cunimmiicatiun  ;  what  ihink  you  of  it  7" 

"  A  |ii)rtiun  of  it — that  wliich  related  to  Austin's  paren- 
tage, did  not  surprise  me.  Id  the  i;ourse  of  my  short  life, 
certain  impressions  received,  I  scarcely  know  how,  or  when, 
alight  indices,  pointed  out  to  me  th«  irua  parental  (oi  om 


morocco  case ;  opening  the  latter,  she  pat  it 
the  priest,  inquiring, 

**  Father  !  do  yoa  recognize  that  face  ?" 

It  was  the  miniatare  likeness  of  Mothei 
Abbess  dress.  A  rosh  of  emotion  flashed, 
face  of  the  Abbe,  which  as  saddenlj  receding 
and  almost  feeble  as  th6  dying. 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  Mon  Dieu  !  c*e8l  Eusiacil 
elleP^  he  cried  in  piercing  tones. 

''  She  is  at  the  Conrent  of  St  Oenevievc 
where  I  was  educated.  She  was  the  Abbeft 
roe  the  first  night  of  my  arriyal,  from  the 
whose  charge  I  was  afterward  left  for  edacat 
the  Abbess  of  whose  goodness  and  whose  sor 
you  so  often,  and  with  whom  I  continued  t 
claimed  by  Mrs.  Malmaison — " 

"  Vest  femme  de  diable  encore  f     Tovjour 
de  diable  /"  interrupted  the  priest. 

While  these  explanations  were  passing  betn 
the  Abbe,  Mrs.  Malmaison  was  very  diflferc 
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pride  of  place,  sarroDndod  bf  bcr  court,  as  it  were,  tbat  this 
qaeen  of  beaalj  and  of  Uu  waa  stt«ndi'd  bjr  certain  official 
Ti^itor:^.  wlio  were  not  of  Ibe  iaviied  ^uesi^t.  It  was  about 
Hit  boor  ufter  her  ciitnmce,  aud  trbile  iier  company  nerq 
en^ag^d  in  a  livtily  and  desultor?  coaTcrsaiion,  thnt  the  door 
was   thrown   0[)i»i    b;   a  serranl  in  alteodiuict!,  wbo   au- 

UOIlDCcd — 

"  Jlc/rmcvr  fe  Strgent  de  Police,  pour  madarmJ" 

"  Le  traUrt .'"  muttered  tbat  kdr,  between  bi-r  Ur  IIjm, 
as  she  glanced  at  Victor ;  wfaeo  to  the  couatemation  of  tka 
asaembled  guests,  a  SeryetUJe  Folitx,  atteoded  by  a  aobor- 
dinate  officer,  entered,  advanced  direcUy  a^i  to  the  buly  of 
the  c*laiilialiuient,  and  bowing  very  deeply,  inqairod, 

•■  .}hdaine  Malmaixon,  nV«(  ct;  pait" 

"  Out,  ifonsieur,"  replied  tbat  lady,  with  cool,  qtuftloa- 
ing  hauteur. 

"  Pardon,  madarae,  maia  Monsieur  le  Commimaire  de- 
Eire)  the  honor  ofmadame's  presence  at  tfaecourdepotioe," 
Eaid  the  officer,  very  politely,  or  Tery  ironically,  and  lerTing 
the  warrant  with  the  air  of  a  man  prewoting  a  card  of  invi- 
tation. 

The  aame  alight  gray  sbadow  fell  for  an  itutaat  on  Um 
lady's  face,  and  vanbhed,  as  she  answered,  quietly, 

"  Trea  bien.  Be  good  enough  to  ring  the  bell  and  order 
my  carriage  while  I  prepare  myself." 

"  Qa'ett  se  que  P'  inquired  the  Tiscomtc,  COloiDg  forward, 
with  consternation  on  bis  coontenanee. 

"  C'esi  rien — au  revoir.  Monsieur  !"  replied  Ada,  smil- 
ing in  undisturbed  serenity,  as  she  courteded,  and  gracefully 
and  majestically  passed  off  throagb  the  door  leading  to  her 
boudoir  and  t>ed  chamber. 

"  Fardonnez  moi,  Madame,  ri  vous  piotl— leave  the 
doors  of  commnnication  open,"  said  the  sergeni  de  police, 
following  and  keeping  her  in  sight 

HaagbUly  the  lady  sodded  complianeei    Ont^KaMQaad 


avuuu  oeiore  ine  mirror,  with  her  I 
tors,  and  seemed  engaged  in  arrai 
light  tresses  of  her  hair.  Then  she 
la  succession  several  of  those  elegan 
her  toilet  stand  was  adorned.  Fiaallj 
threw  op  both  white  arms,  and  fell  f 
floor. 

With  a  simnltaneona  exclamation 
the  chamber.  The  sergeant  of  p< 
and  first  on  the  fatal  spot,  raised  th( 
the  floor.  Her  head  and  arms  fell  bj 
She  was  already  dead ;  and  the  tii 
empty  from  her  relaxed  fingers,  ai 
lingered  the  faint  sweet  odor  of  bit 
rest. 

Enough — ^too  many  painful  scenes 
Permit  me  to  pass  lightly  over  thos 
alarm  spread,  all  the  household  flocl 
the  catastrophe.  Of  the  guests  of 
portion  hurried  away,  perhaps  to  es 
the  imDendiiicr  ttnnti      wi*i»i«     .-.^-u- 


THE    ABBE    FBAK00I8.  WVt 

erowd.  Yivia,  pale  with  grief  and  borron,  and  mipportad  <m 
the  arm  of  the  Abbe  Laglorieux  was  bj  order  of  the  eoronei 
present  at  the  enquele.  It  was  from  the  serrantaof  the  hall 
that  Anstin  hastily  gathered  the  knowledge  of  what  had  oe* 
cnrred.  Bnt  little  affection  had  ever  existed  betweem 
Austin  and  his  sen  {^'sani  mother,  jet  the  intelligence  of  her 
awful  fate  overwhelmed  him  with  affliction.  "  Suicide  bj 
prussic  acid^'  was  the  verdict  rendered  after  the  enqueie. 

Pass  we  hastily  over  the  days  tnat  followed— the  dooblj 
sorrowful  funeral  of  the  self-killed — the  citj  talk,  the  news* 
paper  paragraphs — the  comments  pro  and  eon  of  the  most 
excitable  and  most  forgetfbl  people  in  the  world.  For  • 
day  nothing  else  was  spoken  of  bnt  this  event—in  a  wedk 
it  was  totally  forgotten. 

After  the  horror  of  the  suicide^s  unblessed  funeral  was 
over,  there  came  a  quiet  day  when  Yivia  presented  Anttin 
to  the  Abbe  Laglorieux,  and  left  them  together  to  come  to 
a  mutual  understanding.  Various  circumstances  and  events 
in  the  life  of  this  young  man,  slight  themselves,  yet  im- 
)>ortant  in  their  suggestions,  had  in  some  measure  prepared 
liiin  to  hear  that  he  was  the  son  by  adoption  only  of  the 
lute  uuhappy  woman  whom  he  had  so  long  addressed  bj 
the  sacred  name  of  mother.  When  the  Abbe  related  the 
story  of  his  youthful  love  and  imprudent  marriage,  and  sabse* 
quent  loss  of  his  bride,  followed  by  his  own  entrance  into 
the  ])riesthood  ;  and  finally  ended  by  disclosing  the  veij 
rocent  discovery  of  his  long  lost  wife  in  the  Abbess  of  St. 
Genevieve,  and  of  his  unknown  son  in  Austin — ^the  latter 
was  not  precisely  ready  to  "rush  into  his  father's  arms"-^ 
but  sat  palo,  silent,  thoughtfal,  incredulous,  hesitating  even 
with  a  roninient,  still  looking  upon,  still  feeling  toward  the 
vrniTnble  man  before  him  as  toward  a  stranger. 

l^it  when  the  Abbe  again  spoke  of  his  mother — his  <rtitf 
mot  tier — the  image  of  that  beautiful  pale  nun  whom  he  had 
once  seen  dispensing  alms  at  the  convent  gate,  and  whose 


«     «*ww** 


And  still  A\  i  did  not  offer  himsel 
brace.  Indeed  he  seemed  rather  reser^ 
man,  and  it  was  clear  that  if  any  affecti 
to  grow  ap  between  those  two  it  most 
from  the  deep-Boiied  esteem  of  long  a» 
knowledge. 

And  so  the  eastern  tonr  was  for  the  ] 
oor  friends  made  arrangements  for  retai 
hie  expedition  to  their  own  conntrj. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

VAHILT     SSO&STfi 

Aft  tvnSijt  HvreaUx,  thate  two  "hni.  1ot« 
Had  miagliwi  miad*  In  1ot«*s  own  perfSMt 
Had  watehed  bright  sanaeta,  dreamt  of  dii 
And  thus  they  met  t    Oh,  meeting  aad  and 
But  are  not  maMngn^  In  this  world  of  eha 
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well  if  the  bent  form,  vrutci)  flesh,  diiiiinci}  eye,  and  irhiteiwl 
hair,  tbe.twDesl  rcuiirtl  of  iubd;  years,  be  the  woritt  iiuirk* 
sC't  npoD  the  counlenance ;  well  if  ibe  huril  und  gbarp,  nr 
fieiisual  or  sioister  exprefisioa  there  does  not  betray  tho 
world -ossified,  flesh- deliwad,  or  devil- perverted  nature; 
crry  well  if,  in  oil  losses,  spiritaal  life  he.uot  IohI  1 

Tlie  meeting  of  these  two  long-eoTere'l  friends  of  whom  I 
ntn  alwat  to  tell  you,  was  not  of  tliis  mourDful  nature.  Sor- 
rowfol  eaoagh,  iudecd,  it  wan,  with  the  blight  of  ail  youth- 
ful hopes  and  aspiratioas — the  irreparable  losics  of  all  past 
time — for  what  could  restore  ibeir  more  than  twealy  yean 
of  wasted  life  f — but  witboat  bitter  regret  for  ibenwelveB  or 
meh  other.  The  worst  fault  of  their  youth  had  been  only 
haijte,  imprudence,  and  thoughtless  disobedience,  in  one 
single  instance,  to  parental  authority — a  fault  resDltiag  in, 
find,  as  they  in  their  fuTu!  faith  believed,  erpiaied  by  a  life- 
time iifpati.ii;  -.iiy.  .itiL-  \r.,i'.  rutliful  devoiitin  to  the  dutioa 
they  had  respectively  asaumed.  And  so  their  meeting, 
with  all  its  eartlily  monrnfalness,  was  still  cfaeerfol  with 
heavenly  hopes.  They  met  in  a|^,  each  boaad  by  irrevoc- 
able vona  that  must  keep  them  sacred  from  the  bitter  mock- 
ery of  this  late  earth-union ;  be  rowed  to  t'he  altar,  to  the 
service  of  Ood  for  bnmanity ;  she  to  the  life  of  mercy,  to 
the  service  of  humanity  for  Qod.  Ah,  they  met  to  reveal 
themselves  each  to  the  other,  to  breathe  again  tows  of  nody- 
ing  affection  and  Bdelity ;  and  then— -to  part  forever  f— no  t 
but  to  adjourn  their  rconiou  from  time  to  etemi^ — from 
rarih  to  heaven  I  Oh  blessed  hope  I  oh,  sonndlcss  depths 
of  joy  to  liiiow  long-suffering  love,  not  lost,  but  sanctified, 
redeemed,  immortalized,  laid  op — the  most  precious  crown- 
ing blessing  among  the  "  treasures  in  heaven  I" 

I  know  a  beautiful  and  gifted  girl  who  gave  her  heart's 
fir&t  love  to  her  spirilnal  adviser — a  sinless,  a  heavenly  love, 
yet  must  it  be  confessed  as  a  sin. — And  he,  the  yonag  piieit, 
loved  his  charge  not  less  strongly  or  leu  porel/.    Bat  hi 
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glorious  though  hidden  life — a  life  w 
and  joys  were  all  of  the  spirit — a  hi 
poor,  the  i^iek,  the  sinful,  and  the  pris 
cate,  fastidious  girl,  she  went  oo  her 
sights  and  sounds  and  scenes  io  whic 
material  sense  was  pained — where 
filth,  and  disease  were  but  the  faintes 
ner  foulness  and  decay.     She  went,  in 
spirits  can  go  without  bringing  away 
8oil  upon  their  white  garments.     His 
field,  though  among  the  same  forsake 
good  their  devoted  charity  wrought 
puted  hero.     They  have  both  gone  h 
think  of  them,  united  in  heaven.     ThLs 
and  only  made  to  illustrate  the  stroni 
confident  anticipation  with  which  some 
for  the  sure  and  bright  fulfillment  of 
earth-deferred,  pure  hope  and  aspiratic 
Let  there  be  no  sorrowful  regret  fo 

• 

for  those  only  whose  loves,  through  e 


1  <• 
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Francois  Laglorieax.  Now  it  has  been  seen  fhat  Terj  little 
loTe  existed  between  Ada  and  the  Abbess.  And  the  intel- 
ligence of  the  catastrophe  that  ended  the  sinfal  life  of  the 
former,  shocked,  without  grieving  the  latter.  Bat  thatYirla 
had  met  Francois  was  the  great  absorbing  point  of  interest. 
The  latter  gave  no  further  details — there  was  nothing  more 
thbn  these  two  single  facts,  one  of  which  was  enough  to 
afford  specnlation  for  the  fortnight  that  intervened  before 
the  reception  of  a  second  letter  advising  Mother  Agath* 
of  the  change  in  their  plans  of  travel,  and  of  their  speed/ 
return  home  in  the  company  of  Father  Francis.  Half  ready 
as  she  was  for  this  news  it  was  nevertheless  a  shock  of  Joy 
so  thrilling,  and  exciting  heart  and  soul,  that  neither  reading, 
prayer  nor  meditation  could  for  days  compose  them.  And 
then  came  a  letter  from  Abbe  Francois.  What  a  letter  I 
What  an  outpoaring  of  the  long  pent  fountains  of  love  and 
passionate  grief.  "Oh  I  my  long  lost,  my  ever  mourned—- 
my  dearest — my  only  one  I"  he  wrote — "  I — whom  sorrow 
could  never  utterly  break  down — can  now  scarcely  bear  up 
under  the  joy  of  the  revelation  that  has  been  made  to  me  I 
To  know  you  living — spiritually  living,  soul  and  body  living, 
wise,  good,  and  useful,  not  dead,  not  lost  to  Heaven  or  to 
me — but  saved,  redeemed,  treasured,  and  mine  as  I  am  thine 
to  all  eternity.  Ah  !  mine  own  !  I  who  have  sinfully  des- 
pjiired  and  prayed  for  death  for  so  many  long  years,  now 
dn*ad  even  the  familiar  sea  least  its  waves  should  engulf  me 
ore  I  see  your  face  again.  For  though  I  surely  know  that 
we  are  one  forever  and  forever,  yet  would  I  meet  thee,  my 
Eustacia,  yet  once  more  face  to  face  in  this  scene  of  our 
l<ive  and  sorrow — ^yet  once  more  to  recall,  to  explain,  and 
then  forever  to  bury  and  forget  the  systematic  falsehood 
that  hid  your  fair  soul  from  my  vision,  and  kept  us  apart 
and  unknown  to  each  other  for  so  many  years.  Oar  Austin  1 
he  has  his  mother's  heart  of  fire  and  soul  of  light" 

'*  Mine  ?  ah  1  no,  not  mine,"  mused  the  Abbess  at  this 


*     Vi 


J  cart;iui  were  idej  that  no  surpri 
strength  of  the  already  shaken  woman. 

It  was  a  warm,  refulgent  day  in  sumii 
Less,  advised  of  their  intended  approach 
"Waiting  ?  Oh  I  could  anj  snrprise  hav< 
than  that  excited  vigilance  and  continuec 
pily  it  did  not  last  long.  As  soon  as  sh 
have  expected  the  carriage,  it  rolled  into 

Vivia  alone  alighted  and  came  into  th 
Abbess  stood  incapable  of  speech  or  of  ra 

Blooming  and  smiling  with  joy  the  bi 
braced  her  pale  and  trembling  friend,  anc 

"  He  is  here,"  gently  seated  her  in  the 
went  out  and  quickly  returned  ushering  ii 
rieux,  and  then  retired,  leaving  the  long-s 

That  meeting  I  that  strange  meeting  ol 
sorrow  !  who  shall  describe  it  ?^-could  eit 
most  concerned  have  given  any  clear  ac 
])riest  and  nun — albeit  many  years  anterio 
lion  of  religious  and  conventual  habits — 
might  not  now  meet  as  lovprs  nv  ovn«  ««  ' 
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talked  iDcoherentlj  ;  qaestioned  or  replied  at  random ; 
roeDced  sentences  and  stopped  abroptlj  ;  tpoke  in  ^faeola- 
tioiis — and  broke  off  to  gaze — each  apoo  the  others  altered 
brow  in  a  sorrowful  dismaj.  This,  at  ftrst^  and  then  the 
deeply  troubled  soals  grew  graduallj  qoiet,  the  eoursa  of 
thonght  and  affection  smoother  and  clearer,  and  finally  th^ 
calmly  gathered  up  the  scattered  links  in  their  broken  chain 
of  history,  and  pat  them  together  for  a  better  onderstanding 
of  the  past. 
.    When  all  was  explained,  Monsienr  Ltglorienz  »id, 

"  The  longer  I  have  lived — the  more  I  hare  learned  the 
deeper  I  am  impressed  with  the  troth  that  no  reti  e?il  ean 
happen  to  us,  except  with  oor  own  consent  and  through  o«r 
own  co-operation.  We  were  yonthfnl  and  below  all,  we 
were  faulty,  and  therefore  were  we  g^?en  orer  to  beUeve  a 
lie  I  Had  we  been  good,  dear  Eustacia,  had  we  postetaed 
faith  in  each  other,  this  great  evil  could'not  hare  approached. 
Nay  !  had  but  one  of  us  had  faith  in  the  other,  that  single 
faith  would  have  been  mighty  enough  to  hare  defeated  the 
machinations  of  all  the  powers  of  darkness.  Had  yon  poe* 
scssed  faith  enough  in  me  to  have  withstood  the  mighty 
force  of  calumny,  and  even  the  deceptive  evidence  of  yoar 
own  senses  for  a  little  while,  and  had  I  possessed  the  like 
faith  in  yoii,  no  power  under  Divine  Providence  conldhafe 
sevLTcd  us.  But  we  had  already;  in  one  instance,  in  that 
of  our  marria<re,  shown  ourselves  passionate,  self-willed  and 
disobedient,  and  we  were  prepared  to  believe  farther  evil  of 
each  other,  when  the  charge  came,  supported  by  soch  strong 
evidence.  Neither  of  us,  alas!  had  a  saving  faith  in  the 
cither !  llad  we  had,  this  evil  could  not  have  conquered  as. 
Ay  !  no  evil  can  overcome  us  except  with  our  own  consent  I" 
The  Abbe  paused,  and  after  a  brief  silence  resumed: 
*'  Yet,  let  us  thank  the  Power  that  bringeth  good  oat  of 
evil,  that  our  sorrow  has  been  sanctified  to  our  sool^  eternal 
welfare,  and  to  the  good  uses  of  our  fellow  beings.     In  ov 


bortations — how — " 

**  Ob  I  hash,  hush  !  *  Not  unto  us,  no 
but  unto  Thy  Name  be  all  the  glory 
Abbess,  clasping  her  bands,  and  raising 
radiant  with  the  light  of  holy  enthusiasm 

"  There  is  a  mission  of  onr  order  to 
neighborhood— a  seminary  for   the  ed\ 
Gray  Bock,  the  old  Garland  property,  h 
for  the  site.     It  is  expected  to  be  commt 
as  the  interior  of  the  old  mansion  can  be 
pose  it  will  be  ready  for  the  reception  of 
of  September,   the  usual  commencement 
scholastic  term.     They  will  probably  mal 
prefects  of  the  new  establishment.     I  sha 
neighborhood.     How  will  that  suit  you, 
quired  the  Abbe,  after  a  little  while. 

•'Well  I  oh  I  very  well  I  dost  thou  not 
claimed  the  lady,  her  pale  face  glowing  fr< 
her  soul's  satisfaction,  and  adding — **  Thou 
thy  poor  Eustocia's  spiritual  director,  will 


mu. 
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And  while  be  reentered  his  carriage  and  droTe  off,  Yiffa 
rejoined  the  Abbess.  The  ladj  met  her  with  a  eonntenanee 
«— oh  !  80  different  from  that  which  she  bad  shown  but  two 
hours  before  !  so  refulgent  with  a  joy  that  looked  through  and 
beyond  this  world  I  She  caoght  her  hand  and  clasped  ft  fer- 
Tently  while  they  sat  upon  the  sofa  together,  aod  she  spok^— 

**  Oh  Vivia  I  oh,  my  darling  I  what  a  Joy  to  hare  the  tlsta 
of  eternal  life  open  to  one's  tearful  eyes  1  to  know  that  we 
shall  dwell  therein  in  light  and  love  forever  I  Oh  I  Tlviay 
doubtless,  lovers  are  Tery  happy  on  their  bridal  day ;  bat 
wc  two,  who  have  just  now  parted  to  meet  no  more  on  earth, 
except  in  the  sacraments  ot  the  church—- we  two,  earth-agid 
and  earth-ruined  1  we  are  happier  than  they  I  for  the  as* 
pects  of  eternity  are  revealed  to  us,  and  we  know  that  the 
precious  love  offered  upon  the  sacrificial  altar  here,  will  be 
restored  to  us  in  infinitely  heightened  worth  and  beaity  in 
Heaven — that  death  will  not  sever,  bat  will  unite  as  forever. 
It  is  a  marriage  adjourned  from  time  to  eternity — from  earth 
to  Heaven  !  Ah,  with  such  a  faith,  can  we  not  bear  cheer- 
fully, joyously,  the  burden  of  the  latter  days  of  mortal 
life  7  Ah  !  Vivia  !  even  yon  wonder  at  this  change  in  m^— 
in  us ;  but  listen  1  it  was  not  the  simple  fact  of  separation 
on  this  planet  that  made  the  misery  of  either  of  os  I  thai 
alone — had  duty  made  it  necessary — could  have  been  well 
borne  !  Ah,  no  I  bat  the  greatest  error  in  oar  erring  lives 
i^the  deepest  sorrow  in  oar  sorrowful  hearts,  was  the  doibt 
of  each  other's  truth  !  the  fear  of  losing  each  other  in  eter- 
nity. We  doubt  no  longer,  and  hence  oar  rejoicing  I 
Listen,  now,  for  I  have  a  story  to  tell  you,  my  child.  That 
unhappy  woman  who  recently  laid  sacrilegious  hands  upon 
God's  sacred  gift  of  life,  was  the  depository  of  your  fkmily 
history,  which  she  never  confided  to  me.  On  the  contrary, 
she  misled  me  in  regard  to  your  parentage,  and  bound  me  to 
silence  by  vows  that  only  her  death  had  loosed.  But  my  late 
interview  with  Francois  Laglorienx  has  made  all  the  past 


coiidacted  establishment.     No  one  could 

tiuus  ill  the  discharge  of  duty  than  was  tL 

institution,  and  her  staff  of  as^iistants. 

half  dozen  masters  in  attendance  apon  tb 

dancing,  painting,  and  the  langoages,  ea 

fessor,  and  each  professor  his  day  and  hi 

the  elderly  female  teachers  waa  always  in  i 

young  ladies,  apon  these  occasions.    Pe 

cause  Monsieur  Laglorieux  was  ?ery  yontl 

possessing,  that  the  principal,  or  her  first 

ways  present  with  the  papils  at  his  class. 

lance  can  bar  the  intercommnnion  of  reh 

cannot  inform  yon  exactly  when  or  throng 

was  that  I  first  knew  Francois  Laglorieux 

heaven-pare  passion — or  when  the  soul 

awoke  to  life  and  consciousness  in  respoi 

Such  sacred  mysteries  of  the  spirit  escape 

tempt. their  analysis.     But  soon,  I  know,  1 1 

as  he  in  me  1    And  all  this  time,  no  word  of 

the  lips  of  either,  and  so  vailed  was  this  d 
that  not.ono  r^f  •«-  »-- 


FAMILT    SECRKTS.  MT 

We  botli  felt  tlmt  to  hare  an  explanation  wonld  hnrc  Ijecn, 
to  hare  pit  forlhcr  Hpsrt — ^to  have  come  ont  of  tlmt  vailed. 
Rweel,  snbtle,  delicious  union,  of  whk'li  we  irere  in  some 
beantirul  way  mutaallj  consciona.  Present  or  absent,  wc 
were  erer  toBether^— ever  blessed  in  each  other.  Oh  I 
earthly  eyes  and  ears,  how  short-sighted  and  dull  I  In  our 
cUsG-room  had  Fhineoia'  voice  dropped  bat  half  a  tone  in 
apeakin^  to  mc — had  his  eyes  softened  hot  half  a  shade  in 
glanein^  at  me — my  keon-eyed  classmates  and  exemplary 
Iirincipai  wonld  liafc  diiK-overed  it.  Bnt  we  lived  in  each 
other,  and  none  bnt  ourselves  and  tlie  Lord  knew  it  I  Wo 
would  meet  in  the  class-roora  with  twenty  other  persons. 
Francois  miplit  be  at  one  extremity  of  the  room  with  bis 
face  turned  Arom  me,  and  Kpeakui^  to  the  |ir[nctp(v1,  and  I 
at  tlie  other,  with  my  head  bowed  over  my  desk  and  my 
eyes  fixed  on  my  French  exercise — ^yet  there  would  our 
spirits  meet  and  blend  and  part  only  to  meet  and  blend 
Bpiin.  And  the  glow  in  either  heart  was  lighted  from  the 
life  of  the  other.  Those  were  beantifnl  and  hftppydftjil 
Vie  were  Adam  and  Ere  in  Paradise,  before  the  coming  of 
the  serpent. 

•'  But,  ah  1  Viria,  the  serpent  came  I" 

"  Regret  is  vain,  else  shoidd  I  now  Tegiret  that  our  lore 
ever  took  form  in  thought  and  speech.  At  the  end  of  my 
thinl  scholastic  year,  my  father  came  nnexpectedly  and  took 
ine  from  the  school.  He  took  me  to  the  hotel  to  spend  tba 
day  and  night.  It  was  there  that  Francoifl  aongbt  me  to 
bid  me  adieu — and  it  was  there  amid  the  pangs  of  parting, 
thiit  he  Erst  breathed  his  love,  and  gave  and  receired  towe 
of  elernnl  fidelity.  Oh  I  that  the  beantihil  love  had  re- 
mained  forever  a  glory  of  the  epirit ! — tfaftt  it  hnd  neter 
ultimnted  in  word  or  deed  I  I  think,  if  onr  Ion  bad  re> 
muiucd  anspoken,  we  could  have  borne  the  fmpendhig 
Ee]>flmtion  better.  But  when  we  parted,  I  lost  eoneeioae* 
iiess  of  his  spiritoil  presence,  if,  indeed,  hit  spirit  wan  the* 


r 


onr  home,  my  father  advertised  for  a  s\ 
be  the  home  companion   of  his  dang 
verlisemeiit  eventuated  in  the  engagem 
the  cashiered  mistress,  I  have  now  not 
of  the  nnprincipled  English  baronet  wh 
her  off  as  a  respectable  joong  woman, 
of  the  simple-hearted  conntrj  gentlems 
coming  was  the  coming  of  the  serpen 
entrance  of  sin  and  sorrow  into  mj  pars 
I  was  jonng  and  impressible.     She  soou 
I  believe  that  is  the  new  phrase  for  the  c 
— notwithstanding  a  certain  instinct  that 
her — soon  gained  my  confidence  and  my  i 
a  desecration  of  that  sweet  and  sacred 
npon  a  bosom  so  false !     At  first  she  co 
deceptive  sympathy,  but  did  not  seek  i 
error.     She  had  then  indeed  enough  of 
interests  to  engage  her  attention.     She  h 
eyes  upon  my  younger  brother,  Philip, 
handsomest  man  I  ever  saw  in  my  life. 
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of  his  children  for  anj  other  mesaUianoef  yet  he  forgmise 

Philip  for  her  sake — forgave  him,  though  the  stronger  mo* 
tives  of  rivalry  aud  jealousy  (for  the  old  man  doted  on  the 
syren)  were  added  to  those  of  family  pride  for  opposing 
their  auioo.  The  marriage,  however,  took  place  in  Febm* 
ary.  My  father  left  the  yoang  conple  in  possession  of  the 
shore  plantation,  and  went  up  to  Mount  Storm.  He  wished 
me  to  attend  him  thither,  and  to  be  his  honsekeeper  and  his 
consoler.  Would  I  had  gone,  as  every  sentiment  of  duty 
and  of  affection  prompted  me  to  do ;  bat,  ah  1  I  had  fallen, 
as  all  of  our  family  had,  nnder  the  spell  of  that  evil  one  I 
She  wished  to  keep  me  with  her  for  a  purpose^  and  she  had 
her  will  I  I  remained.  And  my  father  departed  alone.  It 
was  very  soon  after  his  departure  that  I  received  a  letter — the 
first  letter  from  Francois— it  came  quite  unexpectedly,  for  we 
had  arranged  no  plan  of  private  correspondence — we  were 
too  guileless  for  that.  I  have  since  discovered  that  she  inati- 
gated  the  writiugof  that  letter  by  writing  to  him  and  telling 
hi  Hi  I  know  not  what  story  about  the  failure  of  my  health  and 
spirits.  The  surprise  and  the  joy  of  receiving  that  letter, 
blinded  me  to  the  impropriety  of  carrying  on  the  unauthorized 
correspondence,  aud  she  took  care  that  my  eyes  should  not  be 
speedily  opened.  This  correspondence  commenced  in  March, 
continued  uninterrupted  until  July,  when  the  summer  Tacation 
Bct  Francois  at  liberty,  and  he  came  down  to  the  sea-shore, 
ostensibly  for  the  recruiting  of  his  health,  which  indeed  was 
weakened  and  wasted  by  his  arduous  duties  in  the  schools  of  the 
ci:  V — but  really  to  be  near  me.  The  sea-coast  village  at  which 
he  lodged,  was  distant  three  miles  from  our  plantation.  He 
r  jiiiaiue<l  there  two  months — that  is  to  say,  until  the  first 
<>t  Stptoiaiier.  ^Irs.  Ada,  with  her  sweet  sophistries,  eh- 
•  •(iia^fd  our  luves  and  favored  our  frequent  meetings. 
And  when  at  ia.st  the  time  drew  near  that  we  were  to  part, 
and  Francois  was  to  return  to  his  duties  in  the  city,  Mhe  it 
was  who  first  ventured  to  propose  to  ns  a  private  marriago 


ueiore  He  could  tear  himself  away.     B 
of  correspondence  was  arranged,  by  w 
to  reach  me  under  cover  to  Mrs.  Male 
pondence   was   always   sacred.      My 
directed  and  transmitted  by  her  hand  U 

**  So  he  left  us.    And  I  never  saw  1 
nntil  I  met  him  this  day. 

"  Well,  when  he  had  gone  I  had  lit 
selGsh  sorrow,  for  the  clouds  began  to  \ 
aud  thrcscteniDg  over  our  house. 

''My  brother  Philip,  whose  health,  t 
had  steadily  declined,  was  now  failing  8 
father  came  down  from  Mount  Storm,  i 
thither  in  the  hope  that  the  fine,  bracing 
pare  rock  spring  water  might  be  able  tc 
was  zealously  attended  by  Ada,  from 
could  not  bear  to  be  separated  for  an  hot 
mountain  air  and  water  had  no  remedi 
The  journey  thither  only  wearied  and  ex 
never  rallied  from  that  state  of  prostn 
Mount  Sfo»*»i^  »;♦»--  ' 
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■tnnoancing'  his  mnrHsgo  witJi  s  Frcnclt  ffirl  of  obacuro 
birth.  Ona  wonldhaTe  thcn^lit  thnl  while  grieving  so 
deeply  fuf  tbe  lost  son,  he  could  not  have  been  rtij  ntjgrj 
witb  the  sole  liting'  one.  But  snch  was  not  the  cage. 
6ri<J  nnly  Rccmcd  lo  ilfH'pea  and  coufirm  an^T.  lie  ncvrr 
flhnwci)  113  the  letter  or  tiild  as  the  name  of  llio  poor  girl 
whom  EiutKCc  hn^  taken  to  wifer,  but  then  oi>d  tlure  lio 
Klemnly  rcDOUDL-cd  him,  farbidding  us  e^er  to  mention  tlie 
tnune  of  his  eldest  sou  in  his  hoarini;. 
.  "All  this  while  my  own  individual  troables  were  pressing 
me  very  besrily.  I  think  that  nil  ardent  temperaments  are 
addicted  to  nuh  ootifldenccs,  aud  to  jcalousieii  aa  raab.  I 
ItMl  risked,  aud  now  hcgan  to  ftar  that  I  liad  wrecked  wy 
vhole  ure'a  happiness  npon  that  unautlioriaed  marrlaife. 

"The  iL'lttrr.i  of  FfMiL'ois  had  at  Arxt  cuino  rrgiilarly  and 
frequently,  then  they  came  less  regularly  aud  frequently.  I 
e^l^rtsfifd  my  nnf.i=iui-ss  to  Mrs.  Mnlrmii^on.  and  sli" 
Roothcd  and  calmed  me  into  nperScial  qnietade.  Bat  as 
weeks  grow  into  moDths,  the  letters  came  at  compuatively 
rare  intervals,  and  my  anxiety  rose  -gradaally  to  fever  heat. 
Still  she  sought,  or  seemed  to  seek,  to  calm  me,  and  to  pre- 
Eerve  my  faith  in  Francois.  She  swd,  no  donbt  that  all  was  ' 
well,  that  Francois  was  well,  that  we  shonld  know  in  tinu,  etc. 

"At  last  the  letters  ceased  altogether.  Itissive  after 
missive  of  mine  remained  ananswered.  I  grew  nnrlj 
frantic  at  every  new  disappointment.  And  she  bad  enoagh 
to  do  to  conceal  my  storme  of  sorrow  and  prevent  to  ez< 
jio^nrc.  She  implored  me  to  take  care  of  my  health ;  she 
plied  me  with  narcotics  and  sedatives;  night  and  day  she 
or  her  maid  Bridget  remained  with  me. 

"  My  father  scarcely  noticed  my  foiling  health  and  spirits, 
so  much  was  his  interest  absorbed  in  the  welfare  of  Urs. 
Mulniaisoii,  whom  he  now  regarded  as  the  prospecUv* 
mother  of  his  sole  heir.  Bat  at  length  she  called  his  atteo- 
Uou  to  the  fact  that  my  strength  was  declining,  and  begged 


«v|iULeu  10  be  the  posthumous  child  c 
and  Ada  his  wife,  was  really  mine.  Th 
and  Doctor  Thogmorton,  were  necessar. 

''As  may  be  judged,  Colouel  Malmt 
sammoned  before^  and  was  not  for  seve 
birth  of  his  grandehihl.     When  at  Inst 
prraccfullj  playing  the  invalid,  gave  him  i 
lie  had  not  been  sent  for — but  anticipate) 
crently  reproaching  her  'dear  father'  for  n 
in  compliance  with  the  'request  contaii 
•Letter?     What  letter  ?     He  had  recei^ 
Ada  knew  that  perfectly  well ;  but  answ 
have  been  lost.     So  the  scapegoat  of  a  1( 
all  the  blame.     Now,  had  her  deception  i 
infant  been  found  out,  she  would  have  e 
action  by  her  regard  for  his  daughter's  ho 
peace,  and  would  have  compelled  him,  in 
her  perfidy,  to  praise  her  Oddity  I  But,  oh 
— yes  ! — the  inconceivable  misery  of  my  < 
the  days  that  followed. 

"Still  no  woni  *» " 
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I«Dee  or  trenclierj — valii  my  vorj  eoul  sickened  with  self- 
iMthing  at  these  neReclFd  iiiiagca  of  Itself.  For  aeteml 
of  tbcGc  seemed  parallel  cases  to  atj  own.  Was  there  not 
{d  my  case,  also,  ibe  secret  cunrtsliip,  the  eliiudestiiie  mftr* 
riagc,  the  separnlion,  then  the  letters,  few  and  for  between, 
and  Gnallj  ceasing  altogcltier  f  Ah  1  it  seemed  to  me  too 
true  that  the  parallel  was  complete  all  throagb,  and  that 
nij  FraQoiiia  was — what  I  will  not  wrotig  him  now  bj 
repealini:  I  Palliate  mj  folly,  oh,  Vlvial  for  I  was  hot 
sixteen  and  had  no  wise  friend.  8UII  my  love  pleaded  for 
Francois,  agaiuxt  all  titis  cl  re  uio»  I  initial  eridence.  Tim« 
that  comf'irts  p^rief  does  but  apirrnvate  siispensc.  I  grew 
worse,  t^till  Mrs.  Malmaisoo  plied  me  with  sedatives  and 
narcotics,  and  furiiished  me  with  books.  Uer  wboI«  treat- 
ment wan  directed  to  otio  end — nomely — witboot  seK-com- 
promise,  yet  Borely — to  coufirra  my  tniud  in  the  belief  of 
Francois'  perfidy  and  to  snbdne  me  to  my  fat«.  Hence  tbs 
character  of  ber  practice  npon  mind  and  body.  There  waa 
one  secret  I  kept  from  her. 

"  I  was  moved  by  an  irresistible  impulse  to  proceed  to 
the  city,  and  to  Gnd  our  for  myself  what  bad  prerented 
Francois  from  writing  or  eomiog.  Bat  this  cherished 
]>urpose  I  liept  to  myself.  I  felt  sure  that  Mrs.  Halmaison 
would  oppose  it  And  I  knew  the  strength  of  her  wiU-too 
well  to  engage  it.  Now  whether  my  strong  constitntioB 
bad  by  the  habitnal  use  of  sedatives  grown  accostomed  to 
and  conqoered  their  effects,  or  whether  Mrs.  Malmaison  no 
]oiigcr  BdiDtni^tercd  them  in  their  first  strength  I  know  not; 
bu*  cerl;iinly  as  autumn  approached  and  the  fsmily  talked 
of  returning  to  the  interior,  my  restlessness  increased — my 
n  ish  to  scL'k  out  my  hnsbaud  Iwcame  an  insufferable  god ; 
and  so  one  night — the  very  night  before  the  purposed  return 
of  the  family  to  Mount  Storm— I  gathered  together  what 
Tsloalile  jewels  I  possessed,  took  the  money  I  bad  bean 
sanng  for  this  very  emergency,  nude  them  up  into  a  packet, 


r 


^ -«j»  «»"*A  I*  bearcQ  i 

In  time  I  reached  the  citj  of  my  dest 
weary  seeking  ajid  great  miscon^truoti 
and  not  a  few  affronts,  I  learned  that 
M ,  his  native  city  in  France. 

"  Yivia,  I  followed  him  I    I  went 
did  not  die  instead,  I  do  not  know !    "^ 
not  die  afterward,  I  can  no  more  telL 

"After  a  stormy  voyage  of  three 

M i  and  there  I  recommenced  n 

idea  before  of  what  a  formidable  enteq 
for  an  obscure  individual  throughout 
economize  my  means,  I  took  the  humbl 
that  I  could  find. 

"But  a  mouth  of  fruitless  seeking  ha 
spair  before  I  thought  of  applying  to 
even  then  the  last  and  bitterest  resourc* 
it — offering  liberal,  payment  for  inf( 
twenty -four  hours,  Vivia,  I  received  int 
sieur  Francois  Laglorieux  lived  at  a 
three  miles  out  of  town,  on  the  ronH  * 
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" '  Monsieur  Francois,'  replied  the  ohIH. 

"'Seulenietit !' 

" '  Non,  madame — avec  son  femme.' 

"'Son  f«n>mcl' — (he  word  was  ambiffnona — I  Wrtll/ 
dared  to  hazard  iho  next  qaestion. 

"'Sonfcmmn  marieeV 

"'Out,  mctJami.;'  replied  the  child,  nncODscioaB  of  iha 
etal>  Ills  Biiantr  i^are  me. 

"  With  my  lirurt  Uowly  licuting  ns  thongh  it^refe  abont 
to  stoj)  forever,  I  walketl  Boftij  np  the  shndowa  of  the  lane, 
my  durk  dresa  touiu;;  {u  with  the  dark  hues  around,  making 
me  quite  inyiaible.  So  uuobaerved  I  approached  the  cot. 
It  was  so  tiny  limi  u  \u}]>  i-iiie  eovereii  not  only  the  porch 
but  tlie  whole  building,  roof  and  chimney.  ' 

"  '  Ab  I  drew  near,  the  sound  of  Toiees  stole  softlj  Dpon 
my  ear.  I  could  only  distingaisfa  that  the  Brs^  was  the 
Voice  of  a.  woman,  and  the  second  that  of  Francois.  Jut 
Ueaven  I  how  I  soaered. 

"  Then  by  the  faint  light  of  a  lamp  that  gleamed  through 
the  lattice  of  the  parlor  window  and  fell  npon  the  end  <}t 
the  vine-shaded  porch,  I  saw  two  figures,  saw  them  dis- 
tinctly in  that  partial  but  bright  illumination.  One  was 
that  of  my  Fmncois — his  dress  poor,  his  face  was  pale,  his 
cuiiiiienance  waH  very  sorrowful.  By  hia  side,  reclining 
upon  hia  liosom,  while  his  arm  was  thrown  tenderly  around 
liLT,  and  his  head  inclined  lovingly  toward  her,  sat  one  of 
the  nioiit  (ielicati'ly  beautiful  women  I  ever  saw. 

■'  A  patij.'  of  jealousy  like  the  sword  of  death  pierced  my 
busiim  ui  tliut  si^hl.  yet  I  looked  on — slaying  myself 
lliroiif^h  luv  eyes.  Siic  was  scarcely  passed  childhood,  yet 
on  tilt;  cve  of  mothcrlioud  1  I  gazed,  and  soon  she  spoke 
again,  nli^illl.'  her  lovely  face. 

•'  ■  I  feel  that  I  shall  die,  Francois,*  she  said,  Tery  sadly. 

"  '  Nay.   iiiy  dearest  love,  that  is  but  DerTonsneaa  f  M 


r 


. ,  ^«v  X.UCCI  up — we  snail 

"Thfese«and  other  words  of  tcndt 
from  his  li})s  as  he  embraced  and  be 
extremest  bitterness  of  spirit  I  loo 
Who  had  soothed  me  in  my  greatest  i 

''  Oh  !  I  had  thought  to  be  preparec 
denoaement  as  this — bot  now  I  the  I 
crushing  and  annihilating  force  of  a  th 
blinded,  reeling,  insensible  bat  for  the 
my  heart,  I  moved  from  the  spot; 
dream  I  performed  the  journey  back  t 

"The  next  day  I  embarked  on  a  hon 
one  only  purpose  in  my  heart — to  see 
die. 

'*  The  very  day  of  sailing  I  was  stmc 
nervous  fever,  that  lasted  during  the  { 
voyage. 

*'  There  were  some  nuns  of  the  Order 
over  to  the  United  States  to  carry  i 

branch  of  the  mother  hopse  at  G 

with  tenderness  and  skill.       AnH    k^ 


FAUILT    BECBETS.  877 

wltb  the  Game  thick  rni]  concealing  u}-  featnres,  I  set  out 
for  Mount  Storm. 

"  I  did  not  intend  to  uinke  atytrU  known  to  nay  bnt  Mn, 
Mulniaison  or  Bridgt^t,  and  drtadcd  diM^overj  by  oilier 
mcnibont  of  tlic  honst'linltl.  Tbcrcrorfi  T  dure  iiul  ttjiitrnurli 
any  cnlraiicc  of  tlie  h(iu-'<u,  lUiil  tliiis  days  passed  L«riina 
liaiR-o  presented  the  «])[(Ortuuiiy  1  desired. 

"At  lust,  however,  il  tiuj>|ieiied  lluit  I  met  Bridget  lui  nht 
was  returuiiig  from  early  iiuisx.  I  believe  I  nearly  Tri^ht* 
eoed  tliat  poor  voinan  oat  of  li«r  Gcnscs  by  suddenly  nviting 
my  vttil  and  addressiog  iicr  by  name.  Wlieo,  however,  filio 
had  recovered  her  Bnrprl^e.  she  readily  promised  to  dt^Urer 
my  message  to  Mrs.  MalntaiHon.     And  nho  kept  her  word. 

"An  hoar  from  that  time  Ada  and  myself  met  wilhio  th» 
walls  uf  the  church,  Always  open,  yet  at  that  hoar  euipiy. 
Oh,  Vivial  I  threw  mv^flf  upon  ihe  boaom  of  that  fdss 
woman  and  poured  out  all  my  sorrowfal  story. 

"  '  My  poor  child  I  had  yon  confided  in  me,  t  should  have 
saved  you  that  terrible  experience  I  I  should  have  informed 
joii  uf  that  which  before  I  had  hesitated  to  pain  you  by 
telliug — namely,  of  the  pcrSdy  of  your  lover,  of  which  I 
I  had  secrelly  sought,  and  obtained  proofs.  My  poor 
Eustacia,  thtit  woman  whom  you  saw  was  his  wedded  wifs 
monllii  before  lie  ctlt  saw  your  face,'  she  said. 

"I  thought  I  knew  it— had  known  it  long,  yet  hearing 
her  I'ay  it — I  could  not  suppress  a  cry  of  pain.  She  tried 
to  calm  mc. 

"She  S]!oke  of  my  child's  future.  She  said  that  Austin 
mu^t  nuLiin  ns  her  own  child  in  her  own  sole  posses^tion. 
M'ist  s]ii'ci<>usly  she  glozed  over  the  sin  of  deception  and 
iiii|>o~>ti(>u  by  ri'iisoiiiu:;  that  the  babe  was' as  much  the 
gr.iu'i->n  .11' 'colonel  .Ma1m:iLson  as  If  he  had  been  rc»1Iy 
i'bilip'd  (.'hild  instead  of  mine,  and  that  therefore  ho  wan 
quite  as  much  entitled  to  his  care  and  protection.  That 
the  infant  was  entirely  innocent  of  the  sins  of  his  parents, 


*•  1  was  in  her  hands.     I  was  sinki 
dyiii^^ — all  my  power — nil   my   iiinei 
unto  doalli.     I  had  no  force  to  resist 
what  she  would.     After  such  an  esct 
turn  home — she  said.     That  I  know 

«**  Who  fkU  from  aU  ther  know 
Curo  UtUo  into  what  abjM.  * 

"  She  said  a  convent  was  the  only  s 
Mother's  house  of  refuge ! — the  sanct 
open  its, arms  to  invite  me  to  its  i 
tempest-tossed  and  weary  soul  upon  its 
I  consented.  I  thought  that  I  could 
die. 

"  Mrs.  Malmaison  then  appointed  an 
the  city,  promising  to  bring  my  child 
came. 

**  I  hastened  on  to  Baltimore,  where 
some  plausible  pretext  for  her  journey,  i 
confidential  servant,  Bridget,  and  bring 
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And  Mrs.  Msluuiisoa  loak  le&?e  of  me  ami  relurned  to  her 
ft(li)|itcd  child,  Mid  Ibeu  to  her  home.  Let  me  borry  over 
wliuL  rcinttiii.i.  iU  noTtciute  woh  »iiort,  and  al  t\\e  end  of 
kix  luuntiu  I  received  tho  LIw:k  voil  Well !  the  reoclioR 
of  my  life  of  exciiKEutiit,  Oio  cnlmiLe*},  t]ir  bcaaty  nod  tho 
holiness  of  the  siihere  of  d«iFultnn  arnoiid  me,  eonthcH  the 
rcstlesttieas  of  my  spirit  intii  it  tiirt  of  rot.  Months  of 
coQiparoliTC  serenity  pofjrd.  'Contrni — n"t  bnppv' — 
mrght  then  have  been  said  of  mo  iilao.  While  still  bclienog 
FroDcoia  goiliy.  I  forgave,  its  I  could  not  choose  bat  loio 
bjm.  I  prayed  for  hint  daily.  And  then  from  tbu  mood 
sprang  the  hope  that  be  mi|;ht  not  hurc  been  so  RDtl^  to- 
ward me  as  be  weiavd.  Sumctiuir,  lu  my  loul  gn*  calm, 
tlii$  )iu|>u  ^trrii^thi'iK"!  iiiUi  M  cuiivioiiuii  Ufralatl  all  *lU 
dence. 

"  Time  passed.  I  was  changed  to  this  Confeut,  and  aoiM 
years  after  my  arriral,  I  was  made  its  Abbest. 

"Atlast  the  night  came  when  yon  made  yoar  appearaoca 
at  oor  bouse.  Yon  bore  the  impress  of  bis  feattma,  job 
called  yourself  a  Dalive  of  the  village  of  BelIea-<BaTres,  in 
France,  stated  yonr  age  to  be  ten  years — called  yoarself  by 
bis  name.  All  this  was  circumstantial  erideoce  so  itcong,  that 
[  did  not  for  an  instant  doabt  that  yon  were  hia  chOd. 
IIow  entirely  I  had  forgiven  him,  yon  may  know  from  th« 
memory  of  the  attachment  I  conceived  for  yon,  believed  to 
be  his  child. 

"  Mrs.  Malmaison  soon  detected  this  mistake,  and  farored 
it.  She  gave  me  to  understand,  not  by  direct  assertion  io 
niucb  as  hy  infiirencc,  that  yon  were  the  child  of  Francois 
Lagloricux  and  of  her  own  half  sister.  And  that  impret- 
f^ion  wa^  never  wholly  erased  until  to-day.  It  ia  tme  that 
Tuars,  exi'rricnce  and  reason  had  done  mncb  to  cooGrm  my 
instinctive  jnstiGcation  of  Francois  and  donbt  of  Ada.  80 
much  for  my  own  personal  experience  of  that  woman's  da- 


..     ,  aa  1  nave  iutimated,  half  prepar 
happy  woman's  treachery  ;  l)ut  not  s 
next  disclosed  to  nie.     To  go  back  a 
school,  my  brother,  Eustace,  in  his  casi 
formed  a  slight  acquaintauce  with  the  y 
And  when  Eastace  went  to  town,  prep; 
the  Eastern  continent,  he  again  met,  or : 
Francois  Laglorieaz,  to  obtain  from  h 
about  modem  Paris.   Francois,  while  im 
tical  knowledge  he  could  bestow  npon  ti 
trusted  to  Eustace  letters,  and  presents, 
mother  and  sister  he  had  left  behind  in  Fr 
still  dependant  upon  the  young  French  t( 
Eustace  cordially  accepted  the  commissi 
his  arrival  in  France,  went  to  see  them  a 
little  village  of  Belles-oeuvrcs.     His  prcst 
— ho  found  Madame  Laglorieux  in  a 
Genevieve,  the  sister,  in  great  affliction 
the  sorrow  of  this  young  creature  cqt 
susceptible  nature  of  Eustace,     lie  delive 
entrusted  to  him  bv  Vi 


f»o  •• 
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pnilinc  of  a  Teasel  for  the  United  States,  and  that  one  wm 
li'innd  for  New  Orleans.  You  will  nndentand  now  how  it 
nas  that  five  monihs  hsLti  elapaH  before  that  letter  fonmi  its 
wa;  to  Francois.  It  reached  him  ion;  after  liis  marriai^ 
with   me,  and  bii>  roliirn  to  his  duties  in  the  city  schools. 

Then  there  ensoed  llio  flotny  before  a  ship  sailed  forM . 

It  was  yet  neariy  a  month  before  lie  would  g^el  an  oppor- 
tunity to  embark.  At  Ifnpl-h,  however,  lie  wrote  me  a  Itltef 
explaining  the  Li^cessity  of  hia  Tojage,  ftnd  prumtslnff  a 
speedy  retam.  A  letter  which,  bein^  ontrasted  to  Mrs. 
Malmaison,  of  course,  never  renched  me.     He  then  set  sail, 

and  after  a  Toys^'e  nf  two  months,  arrived  at  M ,  and 

hastened  out  to  Hclk's-ojuvres.  where  he  learned  with  deep 
grief  that  his  molh-r  liii'l  l.t-.'tt  for  aom.-  vv-^^}i-^  ,(,.,r:i-r.)_ 
botalso  that  En-'...'''  .\I  ■!,!■. ii-...ii  ),i,<l  i,,..;,  ,,■■..,,■■  :;i,| 
orphao.  There  was  then  an  exchange  of  conSdences  be- 
tween the  yoang  brothers-in-law.  Francois  confided  to 
Kustace  the  secret  of  his  marriage  with  me,  and  hia  eonse- 
qnent  obligations  to  retarn  immediately  to  America  to  b« 
Tifar  me,  if  not  u-ifA  me.  And  be  became  the  beanr  of 
letters  from  Enslace  to  hia  father — letters  which  being  en- 
ini.sted  to  Mrs.  Mnlmaison,  shared  the  fate  of  Other  tnuta 
eonSded  to  that  conscientioos  woman's  care.  Enstace  most 
have  been  very  sanguine  of  his  father's  forgiveness,  for  at 
the  time  of  Francois's  embarkation  for  the  United  States, 
Eustace,  with  his  youthful  bride,  proceeded  on  his  tonr  of 
Europe,  spending  recklessly  the  money  that  should  have 
been  spnrpd  f<irl!Lcirruture  contingencies.  Francois  reached 
bcimc  lo  Gnd  one  letter  from  me  that  Mrs.  MaAnatson  had 
thought  proper  to  (ransniit.  It  was  a  letter  fondly  reproach- 
ing him  for  his  long  silence.  Ho  replied  to  it — explaining 
that  silence  by  the  long  voyage  which  he  said  he  bad  pre- 
riously  anuounccd  to  me,  and  from  which  he  had  retanied 
as  quickly  as  a  letter  conld  have  retanied — for  he  had  come 
'jack  in  the  first  bomeward-bound  ship.     Of  coom,  that 


.,  tiiiiMunng  him  not  to  think  of  so 

iiij^  him  that  Colonel    Malmaison   wa 
niurriaL''C    of  his  son,   and   that  Eusta 
entreating  him    not  to  approach  the 
enraging  her  old  and  suffering  father,  e 
a  great  deal  more  of  it.    Francois  begai 
of  nij  affection  for  him,  and  wrote  to  n 
epistle,  which,  of  coarse,  went  no  fartl 
inaison's  honest  hands.      While   Frant 
the  purpose  of  coming  to  me,  and  oi 
answer  to  his  letter  before  setting  out  fo 
one  day  received  a  letter  from  his  sister 
tations,  announcing  the  death  of  her  h 
fallen  a  victim  to  the  annual  fever  at  M- 
Francois  to  come  over  to  her  at  once,  f( 
alone,  and  in  great  need.     Francois  im 
bis  poor  sister's  letter  with  one  from  hir 
envelope  directed  to  Mrs.  Malmaison,  (^ 
pressed  the  whole,)  and  then  he  sailed  f( 
in  due  time,  and  hastened  out  to  Bellei 
found  his  sister  alone  in  ti»o  ^'♦*'- 
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ch&in,  SDil  sea]a^tbi>ii  his  dressing  case — and  even  Gnmll/ 
Ilia  liest  suit  of  clotiies  to  supply  his  necessities.  •  »  « 
It  wiui  at  tliis  lime  that  I  io  m;  frnutic  im[>atienc«  and  grief 
left  the  safe  Khdtcr  ut  lay  own  boEue  and  mj  father's  protec* 
Lioii  to  sculc  Frmieois.  And  It  wn  here,  ^.Titr  a  long  and 
WL-Hry  search,  that  I  nt  last  fuund  him,  in  the  villu^cat 
Uclles-eeaTfeM.  And  the  ddii^ute  crunturn  Ihut  I  fm  imlii- 
rallj  mistook  Tor  his  love,  was  bia  ouly  siAcr.  mj  own 
brother's  youthful  widon-,  )iour  own  hHauttfuI  mother,  Vlvta  I 
There  I  now  you  know  all  I  Only  that  Ihcy  gnvr  dailjr 
poorer — that  Francois  denied  hlmscir  the  necessaries  of  lifo 
that  Qencvieve  might  have  its  comforts — that  he  woald  not 
allow  himself  a  sufliciency  of  coarse  food,  lest  she  should  not 
have  an  abaodancc  of  fme.  Finally,  eeTere  privations,  to* 
[Tctberwith  grief  and  ansicty,  threw  him  apon  a  bed  of  sick* 
ness.  And  Genevie?o  was  forced  to  enter  the  hospital. 
Yon  hiiv  hcnrd  thst  your  molhpr  went  to  llenven  the  day 
that  you  carae  into  this  world,  ViTiaF  Ah  I  well,  Fran- 
cois,  your  uncle,  lost  no  time  after  his  convalescence,  in 
removing  you  from  the  hospital.  He  gave  you  your  moth- 
er's full  name  in  baptisms-called  yon  QeneTiere  Laglorienx 
• — placed  you  temporarily  in  the  charge  of  the  sisterhood  at 
the  Convent  of  Belles-ceavres — and  then  he  retnrned  to 
America,  wrote  to  your  grandfather,  giving  all  the  particu- 
lars of  your  birth,  and  commending  you  to  his  care.  Mr«. 
Mulmaison  intercepted  and  answered  that  letter — telling 
him  ihiit  Colonel  Malmaison  utterly  refused  to  acknowledge 
t1;e  infant  or  hold  any  sort  of  communication  with  the 
family  into  nliicli  his  son  had  married  ;  and  finally  crushing 
l''i-(nicois  with  the  intelligeuce  of  my  disappearance  from  the 
ni'iiililiorhi.oil,  misrepresenting  that  event  as  a  wanton 
elii|H'mtnt.  a  hi'inous  act  of  unfaithfulness  to  him.  In  a 
cciillict  of  grief,  dismay,  and  incredulity,  Francois  hastened 
up  into  the  neighborhood  of  Mount  Storm,  where  he  failed 
of  obtaining  an  inter7iew  with  Colonel  Malmaison^  but  toe- 
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wnoui  no  one  believed  to  possess  a  fan 
AVIiLMi,  at  that  verv  time  I  was — as  i 
^rift'  vviiile  i)assiiii^  thruu^^li  my  novieial 

M .     About  the  same  time  that  1 

vail,  Francois,  ignorant  of  mj  fate,  am 
supposed  guilt,  returned  to  France,  assu 
ship  of  his  infant  niece,  yourself,  Yivia, 
ated  the  name  of  Malmaison,  and  gav< 
placed  you  for  nurture  and  education 
sioner  at  the  Convent  of  Belles-oeuvres,  a 
a  year   himself  entered   holy  orders.     E 
passed,  notwithstanding  Mrs.  Malmaison'^ 
Colonel  Malmaison  heard  a  rumor  that  hii 
tace,  had  died  and  left  a  motherless  litt 
Time  and  death  had  calmed  his  anger  aga 
he  wished  to  do  justice  to  the  orphan.     ] 
ther  inquiries  that  were  so  baffled  and 
Mahnuison's  persevering  diplomacy,  that 
years  was  the  name  of  the  orphan's  guardiai 
a  letter,  sent  it  to  the  care  of  the  Su])cn 
Jesuits  wi^'>'"«-  ■'* 
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of  yoar  voyage.  She  Iju'I  nrt  sufficient  to  Bilence  and  Kend  off 
Francois,  then  tlie  wiflieiiiicss  to  destroy  all  evidence  of 
year  idenlity,  ami  pwt  jon  off  upon  ihe  world  as  her  niece, 
while  to  me  she  ullVcti'd  to  confide  the  seercl  that  yon  wer« 
the  child  of  hei  hulf-Bistiir.  And  bat  for  poor  Bridget's 
lato  repentance,  ivliieh  cost  that  poor  creatare  her  life,  we 
Eboald  never  havv  had  the  clue  to  this  mastery." 

"  But  what  could  have  been  the  motive  of  that  wretvlied 
woman  to  engagi?  in  such  a  complication  of  deception  t"  in* 
quired  Vivin,  in  a  son  of  horror, 

"To  secnre  to  lierself  the  male  boir,  and  throngh  him  to 
further  secnre  thi"  nse  of  the  lasl  inheritance — wealth,  rank, 
position,  and  social  consequence  !" 

Thus  the  nun  and  the  maiden  continued  to  converse  npon 
the  subject  of  the  nurrittive  just  rclaltd  by  tlio  former,  until 
their  attention  w;is  arrested  by  a  ring  nt  the  hnll  door-twll, 
BOOQ  followed  by  !lie  appcuruuco  of  the  Mother-PortreM 
with  the  announcement  of 

"  A  visitor  for  the  Mother-Saperior— a  young  genUeman." 

"Oh  Ueaven,  it  is  my  child  at  last  1  itia  Aaitlnl  Oo, 
my  dear  Vivia,  and  receive  him,  and  bring  him  hither,"  Al- 
tered the  Abbess  in  a  feeble  voice,  as  she  nok  back  nettri; 
fainting  in  her  chair,  and  with  one  band  covered  her  bee. 

In  a  few  moments,  while  she  Still  sat  thns,  she  felt  wdm 
one  gently  sink  at  her  feet,  and  aa  gently  raise  her  disen- 
gaged hand  and  press  it  to  faia  lips.  And  utiTidliDg  her 
cjes  she  beheld  her  son  on  bis  knee  before  her,  still  holding 
her  hand  while  his  gaze  was  lifted  fondly,  reverently  to  her 
face. 

"Oil,  Austin  I  Oh,  my  child  I"  she  cried  passionately, 
rising  and  ilirowing  up  her  arms. 

lie  sUirtL'd  up  suddenly  to  receive  her,  as  with  a  gnsb  ot 
irrepressible  tears  she  fell  njiou  his  neck. 

"My  mutbcr — my  dear  mother,"  he  said,  folding  her  to 
his  bosom,  and  then  holding  her  there  in  reverential  lileoee. 
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-  ...  ^j  iic'iiri;  I  now  won  a 
Blie  groaned  with  a  shudder. 

*'  Xo,  mv  own  dear  mother  I  not  a 
me,  but  a  mother  very  intimate  and  ve 
heart  you  are.     Listen,  dear  mother, 
have  been  familiar  to  my  mind  and  dea 
of  all  from  a  casual  sight  of  your  belov 
distributing  food  to  the  poor  at  the  ( 
pale,  beneficent  face,  that  ever  after  with 
influence  haunted  my  mind — then,  whe 
you  through  the  frequent  conversation  c 
when  finally  our  mutual  relations  were  \ 
I  was  prepared  to  hail  with  joy  the  ini 
also  enabled  to  interpret  by  natural  cai 
occult  attraction  I  had  always  felt  towi 
my  mother  I  not  strange,  but  familiar,  coi 
Boling  are  you  to  me,  as  may  Heaven  | 
you,"  said  Austin,  as,  amid  the  tenderer 
cntial  caresses,  he  replaced  her  in  the  chfi 
self  at  her  feet. 

Vivia  silently  withdrew  f^rxA  i^'^ 
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of  wbich  she  did  not  wish  to  depriye  hico.  Bat  there  was 
Brother  Peter's  old  mule  Salome,  and  tbere  was  a  Bide-sad- 
dle  for  the  ose  of  the  Si^ter^  when  they  had  to  call  Salooii^'a 
sturdy  strength  into  service  to  cnoTcy  some  ooe  of  thcia 
upon  a  distant  visit  of  charily.  Vivia  hastened  down  to 
Brother  Peter  at  thi!  gate.  She  found  tho  old  man  in  Iiis 
rusty  black  gown  and  round  sknll-cap  sitting  iu  the  door 
reading  his  "office"  under  the  shade  of  the  vines.  Do  wai 
EO  int«Dt  npon  his  task  that  be  did  uot  obserre  her  approach. 

"  Brother  Peter," 

"Deua  Irt^—DeiLx — " 

"  I  say,  Brother  Peter." 

"  Deva  Irm — don't  internipt  me — wfieo  I  am  praitin; 
the  Lord  I '  Deva  Ira; — "  oootinoed  tlie  old  man  without 
looking  np. 

"  Do  yoQ  call  that  prai^in^  the  Lord  ?  To  me  it  soauds 
fearfully  like  reproaching  Him." 

"  Eh  7  oh  I  is  it  yon,  my  child  f  Yea,  in  a  momentl  Gloria 
Pairi,  et  Filio,  el  Spiriiui  Sando." 

"Ah  I  that  will  do  better." 

"Xow,  child,  I  can  listen  to  yon.  But  bow  glad  I  am 
to  see  you  then  I  There  baa  been  a  woodroai  going  to  and 
fro,  and  driving  np  and  down  between  the  Conrent  and  tbo 
world.  But  I  did  not  think  in  alt  their  bringing  they  bad 
brought  you,  my  dear  I"  said  the  old  man  cordially. 

"  Or  that  I  had  brought  you  two  new  cassocks,  a  half- 
dozen  veWet  capa,  and  a  hamper  of  real  port  wine,  which, 
1  iliiiik.  is  jrood  for  oue  of  your  age  1" 

"So  it  is,  child  I  so  it  is  I  notwithstanding  fanaticism. 
TIkto  should  be  moderation  in  all  things,  my  dear,  and 
most  especially  in  temperance  I  And  I  thank  yon  heartily 
fur  your  gift,  and  I  promise  faithfully  to  drink  a  single  glass 
erery  day  at  dinner,  and  to  gire  a  bottla  of  it  to  any  sick 
that  need  it." 


ttie  farm  ajtpcared  in  a  flouri::Iili.g  c> 
in  truod  ]:*:'.■]>::. 's,  il,  t-.*  '.vu5   an  at" 
d!:.p]"^ :::*.:]. •■.!.:  abuul  the  place   wL 
Lcin;^  able  to  explain ;  but  which 
riding  ap  to  the  gate,  she  inquired  c 
that  came  to  take  her  horse — 

*'  Is  Mrs.  Basil  at  home  7'' 

"No,   miss.      Marse  Basil  and  I 
gone.*^ 

"  Gone  I  where  ?" 

"  Id'  know,  miss." 

"  When  did  they  go  f 

"  Id'  know,  miss — ^'tother  week  I'' 

Finding  she  could  get  but  little  si 
small  sample  of  a  groom,  she  alighted, 
and  was  walking  up  to  the  house,  whe 
opened  and  old  Mrs.  Wildman,  Miss  £ 
Miss  Nell  J  Parrot,  who  had  caught  si( 
window,  all  rushed  out  to  greet  her,  am 
of  joy  they  hurried  her  into  the  house, 
and  rrl#»v«."  -    ' 
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tfiftt  we  bMrd  of  poor  Ada  MalmaiEOn*!  doDtli,  and  of  yonr 
bein^T  eipecW  home,  Ba«ii  happened  to  take  it  into  his 
hnad  Hint  the  Bedford  water  woald  be  pood  for  Theodora, 
and  as  WiLkcfu'M  Bruntou'a  BDrnmer  Tucatinn  had  com- 
■neoced,  they  made  a  party  to  go  Ihcro  for  a  couple  of 
inoolha.  Basil  and  Wake&cid,  and  Dora  and  Helen  were 
to  be  the  set — but  Helen,  yoa  sec,  concladed  at  laat  to 
Etny  at  home  and  save  money  and  help  me,  good  girl,  Miss 
Genevieve." 

"  Wo  were  all  very  mncfa  shocked  at  hearing  of  Hrs. 
Hslmaison's  diiath!  pray,  was  she  ill  longT" 

'■  No,  Miss  E1Uabet)i.     She  died  saddenly." 

"  Dear  me,  how  shocking,  Wtiat  was  her  disease- — COO- 
pestion  of  the  brain  T  attack  of  the  heart  J  or  what  ?"  lo. 
qnired  Miss  Elizabeth,  with  a  look  of  sincere  sympathy. 

"  It  is  a  most  potnfu!  subject,  pleuse  let  us  not  parsue  it," 
said  Vivia,  turning  pule. 

"  Ah !  forgive  me,  my  dear,  I  was  rery,  rery  tlionglitleM ; 
but  I  would  not  hare  willingly  diitressed  yon  for  the 
world." 

"  liamph  I"  ejacalated  Hiss  Nelly  Parrot,  in  ■  tone  of 
each  emphatic  irony  as  decided  Tina  to  give  a  plain  and 
direct,  though  to  her  audience,  a  perfectly  aaf^  beooM 
utterly  nnintelHj^ble  answer.  "Mrs.  llalmalion  died  of 
hydrocyanic  acid,  Miss  Parrot" 

"  Ah  I  she  did  I  and  does  that  always  kilt'inddenlj f" 

"Very  saddenly,  Mies  Parrot." 

"  Oh,  yes,  so  it  does  I"  I  recollect 

"  Hj — hy" — said  Mrs.  Wildman,  In  a  mneiDg  tone^ 
"  n.'li  I  never  hcern  tell  of  Ma^  complaint  before,  thongh 
the  doctors  do  have  so  many  new  names  for  old  complaints, 
that  it  Hoe«  bother  my  head  I  Now  do  longer  than  last' 
vreek  I  wns  scared  oat  of  ray  life  thinking  one  of  my  nigger 
men  was  going  to  be  a  moon-stmck  madman,  becaBte  the 
doctor  allowed  howhe  had  theneto-moonery— whenbeeoBt 
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^wo^iots  ignomnce  r 

**  perfectly  despise  it  I  But  after  al 
of  your  rank  know  that  hydra — by 
— whaVs  its  name^  means  being  bit 

Here  silence  fell  upon  the  little  coe 
thej  UDderstood  why  it  was  that  Y\\ 
aUnslon  to  the  subject  When  next  t 
another  topic.    And  soon  after,  Yiv 

"  So  Wakefield  also  has  gone — v 
well  I"  thought  Yiyia,  as  she  tamed  1 
moantain-path  that  led  to  the  widow 
was  so  improved  that  Yiria  coald 
The  dear  old  log  hut  had  been  pa 
The  fences  were  in  excellent  keeping, 
the  meadow  in  a  very  flourishing  co 
was  spinning  under  the  shade  of  the  tr 
door,  bat  she  turned  with  joy  to  gree 
alighted  from  her  mule. 

''  Wakefield  has  gone  to  Bedford  to 
assistant-clerk  of  the  house  during  J 
mother,  "  but  I  am  quite  sur«  tlio*  ^ 
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"■Wbero  ore  yonr  daughter*,  ilre.  Brnuton  ?"  tnijuired 
TiTia,  as  well  to  change  the  subjeci  as  from  ihe  iDteiest  sba 
felt  iu  those  youDg  girls. 

"  Oh,  Alice  is  with  me,  but  her  listei  Annie  baa  entered 
the  CooTcnt  as  a  postaUiit." 

"  And  are  yon  willirij;  that  Anoie  should  take  tiio  rail  f 
inqaired  Vivia,  gravely. 

"  Willing  1  certainty,  I  only  wish  Im  nulfttre  and  her 
happiness — and  since  she  finds  that  in  the  lifu  of  a  Sister 
of  Charity,  why,  Hesvin  hhin  her  I  no  let  il  bo  I" 

"  Mrs.  Brtinton,"  said  Vivia,  arier  a  paQKu,  "  tliure  ara 
changes  aovr  in  progi'L'.'ii  in  rliiri  ni^i^'hljurbood,  tliat  are 
liLcly  to  affect — among  others — ^yoa  and  myself.  In  the 
first  place  there  is  to  be  opened,  in  September,  a  semiou; 
for  bofs,  that  will  be  the  end  of  Wakefield's  little  Bohool. 
Thai  we  cannot,  for  his  sake,  regret,  since  it  will  send  bim 
forth  into  the  great  world,  where  his  talents  will  haTO  a  bx 
wider  range  of  nBefalness." 

"  Ah  1  may  the  Lord  grant  that  last  1" 

"And  DOW,  Mrs.  Brnntoo,  in  the  second  place,  in  tbedi- 
rision  of  my  grandfather's  estate,  the  other  heirs  bare 
determined  to  give  me  for  my  portion,  the  new  house  at 
Suns</t  mils.  I  wish  to  keep  honse,  in  which  case  I  iball 
need  a  matron  to  give  conrentional  propriety  to  taj  «■• 
taUiishment.  Well,  then,  when  Wakefield  shall  hare  left 
this  place  to  make  a  fortune  for  yon,  will  yon  iu  the  mean- 
while come  and  live  with  me  ?" 

From  her  astonishment  tbe  widow  was  unable  to  answer 
— and  Vivia  continued. 

"  OF  (ioiiriic  jou  will  also  bring  Alice," 

"  Miss  Genevieve  1" 

"I  know  it  is  a  grave  thing  I  ask  of  joa,  to  break  up 
your  old  home  and  come  and  be  the  mother  of  a  lonely  girl ; 
bat  you  know  me,  dear  Mrs.  Brunton,  and  can  rely  on  my 
word,  when  I  tell  yon  that  it  shall  be  the  study  of  mj  life 


._a*wavft  B    »vr\zaAA* 


*'  Miss  Genevieve" — began  the  w 
broke,  and  the  tears  rolled  down  he 

"  Come,  I  see  I  have  been  too  ha; 
You  must  take  a  little  time  to  c( 
day  that  I  Rball  be  ready  to  take 
house,  I  hope  that  yoa  may  be  will 
Vivia,  gently. 

''  My  darling,  it  is  not  thai,  either  1 
you  know  that  you  could  not  ask  me 
not  do  for  you  ?     And  if  this  were 
any  sacrifice  on  my  part — don't  you 
would  accept  of  it?    But  you  offer 
way,  a  luxurious  home,  with  leisure, 
panioDship,  and  all  that  I  have  perha] 
never  hoped  to  possess,  and — ought  I 

**  Dear  Mrs.  Brunton,  the  world  wo 
a  young,  unmarried  woman,  to  keep  h 
sence  of  some  respectable  elderly  mi 
cannot,  and  will  not  attempt  to  do  sc 
to  confer  on  me  this  favor." 
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When  ViTla  retnmed  to  the  Conrent,  she  foand  tli«t 
Father  Fi'ancis  and  Ausllu  Imd  not  left  llm  {iremisett,  bat 
were  temporftrily  lodged  in  die  builiiing  aiipropriatwl  to 
the  Bishop  on  the  occasions  uf  lils  annual  tUUb.  From 
the  parlor  of  this  house  AuuEo  deMcried  her  approach,  and 
came  out  to  receive  her. 

"Theodora?"  he  inqnired,  as  he  joined  her,  and  they 
tnmed  their  steps  toward  the  Itiabop'a  lodgin)^. 

"  I  did  not  tee  her ;  liaail  baa  taken  her  to  Bedford 
Springs." 

"  I  think  that  wu  well  Tes ;  I  am  glad  of  It  for  toxny 
reasons.  Had  she  been  at  home  it  woold  hare  Mened 
ankind  in  me  to  keep  away ;  and  jret  I  eonld  not  meet  bef 
with  composnre.  And  her  absence,  besldea  relieTtng  mo 
of  that  emharrassraent,  will  gire  ns  the  opportunitj  of 
doin(5  all  we  wish  for  them  at  their  home." 

"  Yes,  I  thought  of  that." 

"  By  the  way,  Tiria,  do  yon  know  that  there  has  been  m 
di^cnssion  between  my  parents  and  myself.  Hj  parents, 
both  Towcd  to  the  altar,  have  determined  to  waire  their 
prior  claims  to  our  patrimony  in  my  faror.  And — inasmnch 
as  1  thus  come  into  the  possession  of  the  greater  portion 
of  my  grandfalher's  estate,  they  have  thonght  it  best  that 
I  should  retain  his  name — and  I  think  60  too.  So  that  U 
settled." 

"  And  what  are  onr  plana  for  the  antnmn  7" 

"  Father  Francis — as  be  commands  me  still  to  call  him— ■ 
will  remain  in  this  neighborhood  and  lodge  at  Qray  Rock, 
where  he  will  RQperinlcnd  the  preparations  for  the  seminary. 
He  thinks  that  you  and  myself,  if  we  can  procure  a  proper 
chaperoiie,  had  best  carry  into  effect  onr  proposed  tour  of 
the  KiiMcni  continent." 

"  That  will  be  admirable  I  In  the  mean  time  I  will  install 
Mrs.  Brunton  and  her  daughter  at  Snnset  Hills,  to  keep 
the  house  warm  while  we  are  gone  and  to  give  as  a  welconw 
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mother  will  be  provided  for.  His  c 
und  you  will  tcndiT  hini  the  situat 
inter] »n*ter,  secretjiry,  guide,  for  the 
of  which  his  character  and  educat 
Therefore  he  will  accompany  us." 

"  It  shall  be  as  yoa  say,  Yivia,"  si 

yi?ia  and  Austin  went  zealously 
friends  and  proteges  as  happy  and  c( 
before  leaving  them. 

Austin  rode  over  to  the  Red  Ridge 
nations,  and  take  notes  of  what  he  coi 
place  and  the  mode  of  culture.     Ok 
ceived  him ;  but  it  was  Helen,  who 
him  still  as  their  landlord,  accompani 
premises. 

In  a  week  Austin  repeated  his  visit 
next  week  he  went  twice.    The  third  ^ 
fourth  week  he  rode  over  every  day. 
guide  and  interlocutor. 

Vivia  meanwhile  prepared  rooms  t 
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it;  he  g<Ka  mth  as.  Anil  now  I  want  yon  to  Ao  somethlDg 
benevolent." 

"  Well  T" 

"  Inviic  Migs  Wildraan  to  ro  with  yon  aa  yonr  com- 
panion; you  will  Deed  one.  And  Miss  Helen  la  &  very 
intelligent,  riracious  young  lady,  who  nill  add  mntrb  to  tha 
life  of  onr  tittle  party.  And  it  would  confer  a  great  privi- 
lege and  pleajore  upon  tbe  young  creatare  to  gire  her  this 
— the    only   opportnnity  she    can    erei   hare   of   BMing 

"  Well,  why  do  yon  not  anawpr  ?" 

"  Austin,  becanae  I  am  trcablod  I  I  do  not  want  a  com- 
panion, least  of  all  Helen,  whom  I  cannot  Bnd  it  in  mj 
heart  to  like !" 

"I  ant  grieved,  Vivia,"  said  Austin,  In  a  tone  of  regret, 
"to  find  such  a  prejudice  existing  in  yonr  roiod.  I  haT« 
quite  set  my  heart  on  having  this  intelleclnal  yonng  girl 
enjoy  the  priTilege  of  seeing  Europe.  What  is  the  nse  of 
wealth,  if  we  cannot  confer  bappiucsa  with  it?  Yoa  will 
like  her  better  on  a  closer  acqnaintancc,  Yivia.  It  was  so 
with  me.  Now,  I  confess  I  was  once  considerably  prejn- 
<)iced  against  Ilclen,  but  the  more  I  see  of  her,  the  better  I 
like  her.  Think  of  her  girin^  np  her  first  season  at  tbe 
Springs,  to  slay  at  home  and  help  her  grandmother  during 
the  absence  of  her  brother.  There  arc  very  few  girli  who 
would  have  made  such  asacriQce." 

"  That  was  well,"  said  Tiria,  glad  to  bave  taj  tUng  to 
approve. 

'■  I  assure  yon  she  is  a  remarkably  mpcrior  giri,  TItI*. 
and  really  we  mnst  not  remember  tbe  hoydenlam  of  her 
childhood  against  her — '' 

'■  U  would  be  unjust  to  do  that." 

"  YoQ  will  help  me,  then,  to  confer  the  benefit  of  tnnl  . 
upon  this  interesting  girl" 


—    wt^ta  I 


'*  Not,  Yivia,  that  I  have  any  pe; 
friendship   aud   benevolence  for  this 
loved  once,  and  forever,  Vivia  I  I  can 
said  Aastin,  in  a  tone  of  such  deep  mou 
sympathies  were  strongly  awakened. 
*.*  my  sorrowful  love  need  not  make  me  c 
hnmieinity.     On  the  contrary,  all  the  c 
pect  to  find,  aside  from  yon,  Yi?ia,  is  in 
ing  others.     I  only  wish  to  please  thu 
two  years  of  what  would  seem  to  her  a 
happiness.'' 

Yivia  felt  that  Austin  was  perfectly 
said.     He  spoke  the  inUh  of  the  time,  at  1 
longer  oppose  him. 

Thus,  by  the  first  of  October,  all  th 
ranged. 

The  seminary  for  boys  was  in  full  opei 
Mrs.  Brunton  was  established  in  YivL 
And  Wakefield  had  returned  to  join 
companied  by  a  resoft^^^**-'" 


1 ' 
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"Oh,  bM  !b  JndgiDHl  \ci  bMIii  irntb. 
Cum  Uis  iJig^  of  I>Hlk  Ui^  te]-." 

It  *<«»  the  Christmas  following  the  deparlure  of  Vi»Ia 
add  bpr  p*rt)r  for  tbo  Enst,  that  old  ^ra.  Urutiton  muuutud 
ber  mule  to  rido  over  to  Red  Ridge.  Thecauiie  of  her 
rlait  waa  that  she  h«d  Just  gat  ft  letter  from  WukeSeld, 
containing  news  of  such  Importauce,  that  she  felt  obliged, 
immedialol;,  to  commoiiicato  it  to  the  family  most  con- 
turned. 

The  BDow  laj  deep  npoo  the  g^nnd,  nnd  the  roads  werg 
in  the  ?erj  worst  condition ;  that  is  to  say,  a  thaw  had  been 
arrested  balf'way  by  a  freeze,  and  the  roads  were  full  of 
knots  and  pits  aod  glassj  sheets  of  ice,  more  dangeroui 
than  al^.    The  air  was,  besides,  piercluf;ly  cold. 

But  little  did  the  hardy  old  woman  mind  the  elate  of  the 
atmosphere  or  the  earth,  when  her  heart  was  set  upon  any 
purpose.  And  so,  sturdily,  in  her  old  gray  serge  cloiik  ami 
gray  felt  bonnet,  she  rode  along ;  her  sure-fooled  uiulo  golo); 
cantionsly  down  the  side  of  the  hills,  potting  his  first  foot 
forward,  and  letting  it  slide  till  he  should  find  a  safe  rest, 
and  then  bringing  the  other  hoof  along  and  adrancini;  ilia 
tlie  same  manner — and  ho  down  the  liills,  and  ncmss  tba 
mirror-like  sheets  of  ice  in  the  Talley,  and  along  the  cedar- 
fringed  banks  of  Mad  River,  and  around  its  bend  and  up 
the  steep  ascent  of  North  UoaaUia  to  Red  Kidge. 

It  was  after  the  early  dinner  bonr  of  the  family  thai  Hn. 
Ernnton  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  opened  by  Basil, 
(3«) 


ladies  ?"  inquired  the  widow,  after 

*'  It  has  been  more  than  live  we 
letter.     The  mails  must  be  very  \ 
we  do  not  get  more  than  half  tht 
said  Theodora. 

"  To  be  snre  I  I  B^pose  not,  ind 
any  way,  I  got  a  letter  last  night  I" 

"  Oh,  did  you  I  what  date  J  how  i 
they  going  into  Asia?"  were  the 
rained  upon  the  old  woman. 

"HishI  one  at  a  time!  What 
heard  of  them,  Mrs.  Basil  ?" 

"Nothing  particular — only  that 
staying  at  Rome  for  a  while,  and  ei 
Constantinople." 

"  There  is — there  is  no  bad  news 
claimed  Theodora,  as  a  sudden  fear  tl 

"  Oh,  no,  child  I  no,  the  best  of  ne 
family ;  but  you  see,  I  thought  may 
ready,  and  so  it  would  be  Piner'n 
F1aH#i —    ' 


THK     SPECTRE.  8M 

about  It  I"  exclKtmed  Hra.  Wildman,  ber  •notioas  dirlded 
betiToen  joy  at  the  good  fortune  tl»t  had  bebllen  bar  nieM 
and  mortiScatiOD  at  the  sappoeed  Blight  tbat  bad  poMtid 
oser  herseir. 

"Just  like  ber  !  I  bib  sore,  tb«  artful  bnszf.  She  plot* 
ted  to  get  him,  and  now  that  she  is  a  great  ladj^oallaM 
hov  much  she  carcB  for  70D,  that'i  all  t"  remarked  tka 
amiable  Miss  Nellj. 

Theodora  had  started  and  tamed  rery  pale ;  bat  at  tba 
BFiine  time  nhe  put  out  her  hand  to  Basil,  wbo  waa  watad  bj 
her  side,  and  who,  struggling  with  the  Jealooa  pang  that 
seized  his  own  heart  nerertbeless,  folded  that  delieata  kaad 
In  bis  own,  and  whispered  bis  consolation— 

"  Never  mind,  dear  love  I  never  mind  I  it  will  make  lo  de- 
ference in  Heaven  I" 

"  Ah,  Basil,  yon  are  so  good — so  good.  Ob  1  wbatenrbo- 
comea  of  me,  may  yon  in  Heaven  find  yonr  own  dear  Eva^ 
whom  you  shall  love  better  and  more  happily  than  jon  hare 
ever  loved  me  I  and  who  shall  love  yon  in  kind." 

"You  are  the  only  Eve  I  ever  think  of — never  milid-^' 
let  that  pass,  dear  I     I  see  it  pains  yon  still." 

While  this  whispered  conversation  waa  going  cm,  tbo 
olhur  members  of  the  circle  were  still  commenting  upon  tba 
ne»'a  of  Helen  and  Austin's  marriage. 

"And  what  did  Mr.  Wakefield  say  about  it  F"  Htqnind 
Miss  Elizabeth. 

"  Why,  not  much  I  You  see,  hii  letter  was  mostly  llled 
up  wilh  otlier  things — and  then  he  says — speaking  of  the 
marriage— stop  I  I'll  read  yon  what  he  sayi;"  said  the 
widow,  lating  the  letter  from  her  pocket,  nofolding  it,  and 
commencing — "And  now  I  tmve  some  astounding  intelli- 
gence for  yon.  Helen  Wildman  and  Austin  Malmuson  ara 
to  be  united  in  the  holy  bonds  of  matrimony  on  tbe  Orat 
Tuesday  in  ihe  ensuing  November,  so  that  by  tbe  tioe  tbia 
letter  reaches  you,  they  will  have  completed  tbeir  boner- 
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moon.  I  hare  seen  this  affair  coming^  on  fbr  Mmie 
and  BO  also  I  think  has  Miss  Lagloriense.  Though  I  do 
not  feel  the  least  at  liberty  to  conjecture  what  that  hid}*% 
thoughts  might  have  been,  as  she  has  never  done  me  the 
honor  of  conversing  with  me  upon  the  subject.  Nor,  indeed, 
did  I  feel  free  to  allude  to  this  impending  marriage  until 
now  that  the  engagement  has  been  formally  announced. 
After  the  wedding,  we  shall  all  proceed  to  Constantinople 
—thence  to  Alexandria  and  Cairo — ^thence  to  parte  on* 
known.  Therefore,  if  after  this,  letters  come  irregnlariy. 
do  not  feel  anxious,  nor  be  in  despair  if  they  seem  to  ceeae 
altogether,  for  we  are  going  into  the  desert  places  of  the 
world,  where  post-oiBces  are  unknown,  and  mail-roatee  u* 
heard  of." 

"  But  there!"  said  the  widow,  "I  am  getting  into  other 
portions  of  the  letter !  And  now,  that  is  all  he  said  about 
the  marriage.     Joyful  event,  is  not  ?" 

"  To  think  Helen  should  never  o'  said  the  first  word  to 
me  about  it  1" 

"'Cause  she  wan't  sure  of  it  herself,  nntil  he  popped 
the  question,  and  then  she  snapped  him  right  up  before  he 
could  back  out  I  that's  the  reason  1"  kindly  explained  IDsi 
Nelly. 

"You  forget,  dear  mother,  that  we  haven't  had  a  lettsr 
for  h^  weeks.  And  I  did  not  go  to  the  post-office  yester* 
day,  and  so  it  is  very  likely  that  there  are  letters  from  Helen 
and  from  Austin  waiting  there  for  us,"  said  Basil. 

**  Dear  me !  I  wish  I  knew  I  I'd  send  Jim  to  Ejrie  this 
very  afternoon,  only  the  road  is  so  dreadful ;  and  besides^  he 
has  got  such  a  cold,  that  he  is  not  able  to  be  oat  of  bed." 

**  Never  mind,  I  shall  go,  mother." 

"No,  you  must  not!  Don't  think  of  it,  Basill  The 
road  between  here  and  Eyrie  is  really  awfnl  I" 

^'  It  don't  matter,  mother.   Ton  are  anxious  to  heerp  nnl 
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M  ftin  I — therefore  I  sball  go.     I  can  ride  Kit^  gb«  it 

tolerably,  Bure-rmpleil" 

The  short  iiiii>.T  afiernaou  wbb  runniii}^  to  its  doae. 
Basil  arose,  am!  mldi  out  to  catcli  his  horse  prciiaratory  to 
the  ride  to  Ejrte.  Mrs.  Bruntoo  got  up  and  said  that  it 
was  late,  and  that  &he  "mu^t  be  gettiui;  on  toward  home." 

"And  indeed  jou  must  not,  but  yon  mast  stay  and  get  a 
cap  of  coffee  before  you  go.  Supper  will  boou  be  reudy," 
eaid  old  Hrg.  Wildmiia,  rising,  and — wilbaut  waiting  for 
ber  Tiaitor  to  decline — walking  oat  into  tliu  kitchen  to 
hasten  the  meal. 

"  Now  jnat  to  think  I"  ezclaimod  Mrs,  Bruntoa,  looking 
hel  pi  eeslf  after  her  vunished  hostess— "And  I  really  can'< 
Gtay  I     I  can't  imhwi !     It  is  ttni«  now  that  I  was  half  way 

"Oh  I  Bit  down,  Mrs.  Bmnton.  Yon  miut  nerer  think 
-if  taking  that  long,  cold  ride  witbont  having  a  cap  of  cof- 
fee to  fortify  yoa  before  yon  Bet  forth ;  and  mj  lister  will 
Qot  be  long  in  getting  it,"  said  Miss  Elizabeth. 

"But,  m;  child,  it  is  a  great  deal  too  early  for  yonr 
Bnpper ;  and  as  for  me,  I  oaght  to  be  half  way  home  now." 

"  Ob  I  you  would  never  hurt  Qrandmother  Wildmao'i 
feelings,  by  going  away  withont  tasting,  her  coffee,"  laid 
Theodora,  gently  remoTing  the  visitor'B  bonnet,  and  placing 
it  oil  the  shelf.  > 

"  It  is  BO  late,  I  ought  to  be  home  thie  preclona  miaote," 
exclaimed  the  widow,  uneasily,  as  she  sat  down,  and  jiolded 
the  point 

"  It  i.vii't  so  late  as  you  think  ;  the  sun's  in  a  clond :  cant 
you  Bee  ?  I  think  oid  folks  like  you  onght  to  wear  specs  I" 
Euid  yUi^s  Nelly  I'urrot,  really  dcsirons  of  the  guest's  corn- 
puny,  yet  consiitutionally  noable  to  gire  a  pleasant  iari> 
tstion. 

"  A  cloud  1  a  clond  1"  cried  the  widow,  catching  op  llria 


Theodora,  Mrs.  Bronton,  and  \ 
take  a  view  for  tliemselvcs,  and  for 

The  ])rosi)ect  was  certainly  a  thr( 
looked  oat  to  the  oorth-west,  whci 
a  great  dark  cload,  looking  still  da 
moBS-covered  cliff,  was  slowly  rising 

"  There  is  wind  in  that  cload,"  Te 
opinion. 

''And  hail,  and  snow  also,"  said  A 

'*  I,  for  mj  part,  never  saw  snow  i 
moist  looking  as  thaiy^^  declared  Miss 

**  Here,  give  me  mj  bonnet,  childn 
Indeed,  I  must,''  exclaimed  Mrs.  Br 
she  foand  and  tied  on  her  drab  felt. 

"  My  patience  alive,  yoa  ain't  a  thi: 
Bach  a  cload  as  this  arisin'  ?"  exclaim 
she  entered  the  sitting-room. 

"Yes,  indeed,  I  must  flyl  Good 
Good-by,  children  I"  replied  Mrs.  Bru 
unmarried  ladies,  of  whatever  acrA  wi 

,*i_      •       •  •»  •  -        • 
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"Aad  where  are  you  off  to  thii  time  of  tlw  WtcnoOB 7^ 

inquired  the  old  ladj. 

"Don't  70D  know,  mother?    To  the  poat-offlce." 

"Now  I  Imgie  vuu  wuu'l  iLtIoui[ii  any  Lhing  ur  tbc  kindl 
Do  yon  set'  that  doud?" 

"  Yee,  motLtT,  it  is  a  wind  cloud — it  will  soon  blow  ovep— 
it  will  be  oror  by  the  time  I  swallow  a  cup  of  coOco  and  get 
off,"  answered  Basil,  securing  his  borse.  and  then  harrying  . 
into  the  hoiiso.  In  the  sitting-room  he  found  only  Miss 
Elizabeth,  ivho  was  iayio)^  the  cloth  for  eapper.  Therefore 
without  pausing  he  hurried  up  stairs  to  the  presence  ot 
Theodora,  whom  he  found  Ktauding  at  Iho  gable  wiitdov 
looking  oat  upon  tlio  stormy  sky. 

"That  is  a  magnificent  aspect  I  Do  liut  oomc  and  ob- 
serve it,  Basil."   . 

He  went  np  to  the  window  and  stooping  orer  her  ihonldef 
looked  ont.  It  was  indeed  a  grand  and  awfol  eight.  The 
Bun  was  setting  behind  the  great  cloud  that  extended  from 
north  to  sonth  along  the  western  sky,  like  some  black  nags 
of  mountains,  with  their  peaks  ablaze,  while  the  lengthened 
■hadow  darkened  all  the  earth  with  a  prematare  night. 

"  Yon  never  paint  now,  !I%eodora  I  You  nerer  haw 
painted  since  you  hare  been  in  this  hoose,"  said  Baait  in  a 
tone  of  regret. 

"  yo,"  replied  Theodora,  with  a  half-sappreased  aigh. 

"Bnt  why,  dear,  when  yon  are^o  fond  of  it  F  why?" 

"  AVhen  I  u-an  so  fond  of  it  70a  mean.  I  have  Derer  baea 
so  siuce — since  my  illness.  If  I  ever  had  any  real  genina 
for  art,  I  tiiiiik  I  must  have  lost  it  in  that  spell  of  illneaa. 
1  have  never  fdt  either  the  will  or  the  power  to  paint  since 
that  lime." 

"  Tliat  i^  since  yon  came  into  this  honse,  Theodoral" 

"No!  since  my  illnesa  onlt/ — health  does  affect  each 
power— but  I  think  I  should  like  to  paint  a  stonn  piaos. 


"  Supper!"  called  the  homely  v 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.     "  Com 
down  to  supper  1     I  have  to  go 
ward." 

"  To  Ejrie  7    No  I  do  not  think 
look  at  that  cloud  I    Yon  will  be  e 

**  I  have  been  looking  at  it,  dang 
seem  to  me  to  rise  as  fast  as  I  thoc 
not  jet  a  breath  of  wind,  and  it  seen 
I  shoald  not  wonder  after  all  if  it 
aaid  Basil,  leading  the  way  down  int( 
the  family  were  gathered  around  th 
gave  himself  only  time  to  fallow  a 
started  up  to  set  forward  on  his  ride 
and  his  aunt  expostulated  with  him  ; 
upon  the  jaunt.     ''If  an  old  worn 
sets  off  to  ride  ten  mjles,  surely 
back  1" 

"  Yes  I  but  if  Mrs.  Brunton  was 
into  thft  fi«"*  — 
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*^  Basil,  donH  go.^ 

**  Why  7  why  not,  daughter  f ^  inquired  the  Jimag 
pleased  with  her  interest  in  himself 

"  Oh  I  becaase  of  the  rising  stonn.'' 

"  But  the  storm  will  not  be  op  these  three  hours.    I  shsB 
be  back  before  half  that  time  has  passed.^ 

**  Basil — dont  go,"  repeated  Theodora  Tery 

'*  Ton  want  letters  from  Yi?ia,  and->-joQr  oAer 
friends,  I  am  snre  yon  do  ;  and  I  fbel  persoaded  tiiaft 
are  letters  waiting  for  us  there,  wliioh  yos  dudl  aee  baftm  I 
sleep.** 

Theodora  lifted  her  eyes  to  tiie  dood,  iBd  thstt 
them  upon  her  companion.     She  was  Tery  pale,  iriid 
Toice  was  unnaturally  deep  and  tremalons  when  the  said, 

"  Basil  1  I  beg,  I  entreat  yon,  do  not  go  out  to-nSg'hl'' 

''  My  little  daughter  what  makes  yon  so  seriOQsr* 

"  I  do  not  know  I — the  storm !" 

"  Pooh  1  that  cannot  be  I  You  are  very  nemHM,  thai  ig 
all  I  The  storm  f  why,  my  ohild,  eyen  if  it  orertakea  flM^ 
which  is  not  likely,  I  am  not  soluble  in  water  1  and  thsnlbve 
not  likely  to  be  melted  in  the  rain !  I  shall  be  home  agaii 
in  little  more  than  an  hour.  Oood-by,  dear  lo/ft,^  §M  tiM 
young  man,  holding  out  his  hand* 

Some  vague  but  solemn  prcTision— tome  deep,  aioiiniM 
impulse  compelled  her  to  cling  tightly  to  that  roagh,  honeat 
hand,  and  to  gaze  up  into  those  candid,  aflectidnate  ejea  tkal 
were  fixed  so  pleadingly  on  hers,  and  then  to  put  up  her 
]'i\i8f  oflfering,  for  the  first  and  last  time  in  her  life^  the  Idas 
tliat  made  him  happier  than  a  benediction,  as  he  said, 

"  God  bless  you,  little  daughter.  Oood-by  I"  and  rode 
awav. 

As  Theodora  turned  to  go  into  the  house  a  saddea  gaas 
of  wind  rushed  through  the  pines,  sent  herself  senddiag  ott, 
and  blowing  open  the  door,  entered  before  her. 

''  Dear  me  I  yon  had  better  stayed  out  altogether  than  to 

2". 


uvea  I     And  it  will  serye  h 
storm,"  snapped  Miss  Nelly. 

'*  Don't  unnecessarily  agitate  . 
said  Miss  Elizabeth.  "  As  yet 
that  is  against  Basil's  back,  we 
which  only  helps  him  along  faste 

"  My  gracioos  1  bat  it  is  righ 
face  and  eyes — ^how  upon  the  fact 
get  along  7"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Wile 

'*  Humph  I  for  my  part  I  am  o; 
are  oat  of  the  honse,  will  got  alon, 
who  are  in  it  I  I'm  sure  any  body  oi 
here  at  the  risk  o'  their  Utcs  I    01 
rocks — for  all  the  world  like  a  crac 

Here  a  sudden  blast  of  wind  I 
iuch  Tiolence  that  the  carpet  was  bl 
and  windows  banged  to,  and  it  too 
Mrs.  Wildman  and  Miss  Elizabet 
door,  while  Miss  Nelly  Parrott  slip] 
the  staples  to  secure  it.  And  tl 
their  seats,  tha  w^J--"  "' 
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.  MisB  Nelly  Parrott»  impelled  hf  oorloeliy*  was  tiie  fiitt  to 
rnsfa  to  the  door  and  op>eD  it — when,  to  the  aslOBlsbneili  of 
all,  Mrs.  Branton  fled  into  the  houee^  at  if  the  demon  of  the 
Btorm  pursued  her. 

"  Goodneas  fcracions  alive !  the  wind  was  i^nsl  ne,  and 
the  bail  met  me  before  I  was  a  mile  on  my  way,  and  I  !iad 
1o  fly  back  as  fast  as  T  conld.'' 

*'  Come  to  the  fire,  for  goodness  sake  I  Ton  are  aB  6?er 
sleet  I''  exclaimed  old  Mrs.  Wfldman,  relieTing  the  tnmAer 
of  her  gray  serge  cloak  and  felt  bonnet^  and  seating  h&f  ii 
the  warmest  comer  of  the  hearth,  while  the  other  wvmen, 
exerdng  all  their  strength  against  the  power  of  the  sloMly 
once  more  forced  to  and  secnred  the  door..  '*  Light  tte 
candle,  Betsy,  it  is  as  dark  as  midnight  here  now,**  said 
old  Mrs.  Wildman,  "and  I  can't  see  to  poor  oat  a  enp  of 
coffee  for  Mrs,  Brnnton." 

''Lor' I  child,  never  mind  me,'' intermpted  the  latter— 
''  I  couldn't  eat  or  drink  a  morsel  1  It  does  seem  a  tempting 
of  Providence  to  be  attending  to  creature  comforts,  with 
such  a  storm  as  this  howling  around  the  honsa  mereiftil 
heaven  !  what  was  that  V  she  suddenly  broke  off  and  ex- 
claimed, as  a  terrific  crash  smote  the  house. 

All  simultaneously  started  up,  and  gazed  upon  each  other 
in  terror — while  the  house  still  trembled  under  the  shoelL 
Atlast-^ 

"It  is  that  old  Lombardy  poplar  that  has  fallen  and 
struck  the  gable  end,"  said  Miss  Elizabeth— "  it  most  have 
injured  the  roof  very  badly.  We  shall  be  inundated  if  it 
has." 

They  all  sat  down,  pale,  trembling,  helpless,  while  the 
storm  increased  in  violence. 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Wildman  7  Surely  he  did  not  go  ont^ 
after  all  ?" 

''Yes,  he  did,  Mrs.  Brunton,  just  about  fifteen  minalsa 
after  yourself." 
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"  Ob,  Miss  Elizabeth !  do  yon  think  that  ho  mi  lp| 

reached  Eyrie  yet  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  Theodora,  I  have  no  doabt  he  go|  Am 
before,  or  just  about  the  time  the  hail  began  to  falL** 

"  He  cannot  get  back  to-night  7" 

"  Of  course  not,  my  dear ;  he  will  not  attempt  it." 

"Oh  indeed  I  hope  not." 

The  candles  were  now  lighted;  and  Mrs.  "WIUbu 
poured  out  a  cup  of  coffee  for  her  gnest,  who,  seated  at  Ai 
table,  was  eating  her  sapper,  nnder  protest,  while  the  afeom 
beat  against  the  old  house,  and  at  every  fresh  blaat  the  oH 
timbers  strained  and  cracked,  as  if  at  the  next  gut  thif 
must  give  way  altogether. 

An  hour  passed  by,  itnd  still  there  was  no  abatement  ia 
the  fury  of  the  tempest  But  through  all  its  other  noiaes 
through  the  howling  and  shrieking  of  the  wind,  and  the 
rattling  of  the  sleet,  and  the  crash  of  falling  timbeia,  was 
heard  a  sound  more  awful  than  all  others— -one  eontinaalL 
thunderous  roaring — it  was  the  voice  of  Mad  RiTor,  aag^ 
mented  by  a  hundred  mountain  torrents,  and  awoUen  to  a 
flood. 

''  Good  heaven  1  if  Basil  should  be  on  his  way  baci;  aai 
attempt  to  cross  that  river  {''exclaimed  Theodora,  in  a  and- 
den  panic,  that  communicated  itself  to  all  aroQud,  her, 
cept  to  Miss  Elizabeth,  who  held  to  her  first  opinion, 
said — 

"Never  fear,  my  child!  Rash  as  he  is,  Baail  woali 
never  attempt  to  cross  the  mountain  and  the  river  tfanNi^ 
such  a  storm  as  this." 

**  No,  indeed,  never  I"  added  Mrs.  Wildman,  by  way  of 
reassuring  herself  as  well  as  Theodora. 

Midnight  arrived,  and  still  the  storm  raged  with  qbA- 
minished  fury,  while  the  thunderous  roaring  of  Mad  BlviT 
now  rendered  conversation  almost  impossible.  The  hmily 
were  cowering  around  the  fire.    The  fuel  that  had 
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brought  in  Tor  the  mpply  of  ths  night,  n 

and  the  violence  of  the  storm  preclnded  the  pontblBtj  of 

obtaining  mure. 

"  Children  t  I  think  we  bad  better  all  of  u  go  to  bed," 
Bold  old  Mrs.  Wildmao. 

"  Dear  me  t"  shuddered  her  risitor — "to  go  to  bod  In  sQcb 

storm  as  this,  would  seem  like  t  bnrlng  and  a  defying 
Providence  I" 

And  so  the  other  roemtMTs  of  the  little  circle  seemed  to 
think,  OB  they  drew  their  shawls  closer  nroand  tbem,  snd 
cowered  lower  over  the  dying  embers. 

But  after  the  climax  of  midnight  the  storm  begwi  gndn- 
atij  to  subside.  And  in  another  hoar,  as  the  wind  had 
fallen,  and  the  Sre  was  oot,  and  the  room  cold,  Mrs.  Wild- 
man's  recent  proposal,  that  they  should  all  retire  to  bed, 
was  received  with  more  favor,  and  after  a  few  minutes  they 
all  separated  for  the  night. 

Mrs.  Bninton  was  put  into  Helena  Tacant  chamber, 
which  was  apon  the  same  Boor  with  Theodora's,  and  divided 
from  it  only  by  a  narrow  passage. 

Theodora  could  not  compose  herself  to  rest  She  shut 
the  chamber-door,  set  the  light  into  the  empty  Ore-place, 
and  then  opened  the  little  gable-end  window  to  look  out  at 
the  weather.  The  first  object  that  met  her  touch  was  the 
leaves  and  branchc:)  of  the  fallen  poplar  tree  that  bad  been 
hUi-Mi  dou-D  upiinst  the  roof,  and  now  lay  leaning  to  the 
k-ft  of  the  wiiidi>w.  The  wind  had  entirely  died  away;  but 
the  clouils  wcrL'  still  heavy  overhead,  and  the  snow  and 
t^leet  wuri  f^illin^  .stuailJiy.  And  now  no  sound  was  beard 
biit  llie  di-iifcniiiK  roar  of  Mad  River. 

"  lie  will  not  sarcly  attempt  t<i  return  to-night,"  she  said 
10  her.^cir,  vainly  elriviiig  to  conquer  the  ansiety  that 
preyed  upon  her  heart,  keeping  her  from  the  possibility  cf 
sleep — an  anxiety  that  she  could  scarcely  support  alone, 
and  yet  which  she  did  wish  agun  \    '     ' 


, V*  viit;amicss  Sleep,  whic 

definite  time,  when  she  was  such 
piercini^  slirick  from  tlie  adjoinin 
her  bed  in  an  instant,  and  stoc 
fear,  and  of  cold,  for  some  minut 
herself  and  collect  her  scattered  ; 
Theodora's  room,  rapped  gently  a 
aud  entered.    And  she  saw  The 
standing,  ghost-like,  in  the  darkn 

"  My  dear  child,  what  was  the 
the  nightmare  ?     Did  any  thing  fr 

"  Hash  1  Speak  lower,  Mrs.  '. 
Dot  wake  np  any  one  else  with  my 

**  No,  child,'  I  do  not  think  you 
— bnt  the  partitions  are  so  thin 
mine." 

"Yes,"  said  Theodora,  going  1 
scraping  a  match  and  lighting  a  cs 

"  Good  heaven  I  you  are  as  whit 
be  one  but  for  your  trembling !  3 
earth  is  the  matter  I     Von  ^•-r-t  ^ 
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-  "What  WBS  it  now,  my  dwrT" 

"  A  dreau,  a  vision,  a  reality — I  know  not  what!  But 
M  I  lay  here  with  my  eyes  closed,  nnable  to  sleep,  I  md- 
deoly  heard  what  seemed  to  bu  the  refrain  of  a  Kong,  saog 
by  a  cborns — aod  as  If  iu  singing'  they  had  passed  by,  and 
[iWied  out  of  hearing — " 

'■  Dear  me  I  did  you  make  onl  tlio  words  7" 

"  Only  one — the  refrain  of  the  ranishiog  chonis,  waa, 
'Free  1  Free  1' " 

"  What  a  strange,  nnacconotabl^  tbiog  ["  eiclaimed  the 
widow,  iocrednloosly ;  "  it  viuel  bave  been  tt  dream  I" 

"Lbten  farther.  Simnllaneoosly  with  the  sound  of  the 
T4iushing  chorus,  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  there  I  saw,  aa 
plainly  as  I  evor  saw  him  in  my  life,  Baul  Wildman,  pale  as 
death,  aod  dripping  wet,  like  one  freshly  come  from  a  strag- 
gle id  the  waves  !  I  thoaglit  it  was  himself  wet  and  weary 
from  the^torm,  and  the  passage  of  Mad  River,  and  I  started 
up  10  spi'iik  10  him,  when  the  arm  ws^  stretched  oat  with  a 
benignant  and  a  valedictory  gesture,  m  the  tision  vaidslwA 
from  Bight.  Then  it  was  that  I  shrieked  I  And  all  tUi, 
from  first  to  last,  passed  in  aa  instaat  I" 

"It  waa  a  dream,  ehildl  a  nmaAaUj  dlitiMt  driMil 
that  was  all,"  sud  Mrs,  Bninton,  shnddariag,  ia  ifSt»  «f 
her  owD  incredality. 

"  Perhaps  it  waa.     Listea  I    What  o'doek  was  thatf" 

"  It  atmck  three." 

"The  night  is  far  advanced  1  oh,  bow  I  wiab  it  wm 
morning." 

"Try  to  sleep,  child." 

"  Uh  I  I  caanot,  Mrs.  Bmnton ;  I  am  dck  with  oerrous- 
n&is.     But  do  you  go." 

"  Oh  no,  I  have  had  my  sleep  ont,  hou^.  I  will  not 
k'ave  yon."  said  the  kind  woman,  as  she  took  •  ^ntfcrt 
from  the  bed,  and  wrapped  Theodon  in  it 


caodle  down  into  its  socket,  and 
window-shutters  to  admit  the  lig 

Theodora  got  up  and  went  U 
looked  oat 

The  scene  baffled  description. 
•Imost  unrecognizable.     The  fa* 
changed.    Thej  seemed  to  hare  i 
ported  to  the  polar  regions.    The 
ridges  of  monntains  enclosing  th 
steadfast  and  familiar  features  in  t 
ihej  were,  in  form  and  appearance, 
of  snow,  drifted  apon  hills  of  torn  a 
Tallej  between  them  was  broken  t 
TiKki,  and  raTines  of  ice  and  snow, 
nlng  through  the  midst  of  these,  ros 
its  prison  walls  of  ice,  like  some  cag 
peared  the  whole  face  of  the  counti 
stead,  every  pathway  between  the  d 
buildings  was  blocked  up  by  great 
Beside  the  window  throu>;h  whi'^^  * 
the  fiii'""  •' 
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''I  do  not  know  bat  jcm  m  rlgH  vf  AMI  Ttiero 
nftTer  was  each  a  climate  as  onn  I  one  can  never  pot  tlio 
least  confidence  in  the  weather  V* 

'*  Bat  we  can  do  oar  best  to  aooonmodate  ooreelvee  to  ita 
exiffencies.  And  so,  as  we  have  no  fire^  we  most  haeten  to 
dress.  Bj-the-waj,  Mrs.  Braaton,  do  not  speak  below 
stairs  of  mj  strange  dream ;  it  wonld,  perfaape,  increase  Hie 
anxiety  of  the  famUj." 

"  No,  sorely  not  I  Are  yon  eold,  or  are  yon  nervow, 
child,  that  yon  shake  so  f " 

**  Both,  I  believe.  I  do  not  fed  no  fttrM  now  that  day 
has  retamed  ;  bat,  oh  I — ^' 

"  What  f" 

"  Nothing !    I  wont  tempt  mfsfortone  by  eowatdiee.^ 

Tfaej  dressed  in  haste,  and  went  down  stairs.  One  of  the 
negro  boys  had  plowed  his  own  body  throogh  the  drifted 
sDow,  to  bring  wood  to  the  hoose,  and  had  made  a  Infjge 
fire  in  the  sitting-room,  where,  (as  the  old  kitchen  wan 
rendered  untenantable  by  the  weather,)  Mrs.  Wildman  wan 
preparing  breakfast,  while  Miss  Elisabeth  was  setting  the 
table. 

**  My  patience  alive,  chOdren  i  did  yon  ever  see  tfeh 
weather  as  this  7  Basil  won't  be  able  to  get  baek  to-day, 
nor  to-morrow  nyther,  I'm  thinking  I  However,  ef  H  waani 
for  being  aneasj  aboat  him,  i  shoolda't  mind  it,  seeing  there 
is  nothing  can  be  done  on  the  farm  now,"  said  the  old 
vuman,  setting  a  hot  loaf  of  bread  on  the  table. 

**  But  there  is  no  cause  of  uneasiness,  Mrs.  Wildman," 
paid  Theodora,  anxious  to  reassure  herself. 

•*  No — there's  no  rale  cause,  I  8*[>ose ;  bat  you  know 
uhat  human  natur  is,  child  I  it  can't  never  be  saHsfied  on* 
less  it  sees.  But,  pshaw  !  there  aini  no  cause  ;  Basil  aint 
a  fool  I  He  never  would  have  started  to  come  back  snch  a 
uight  as  last  night,"  concinded  the  old  woman,  as  she  set 


of  that  path  and  road. 

'*  The  earth  really  looks  as  if 
original  chaos,"  said  Theodora  t( 
to  her  side. 

**  In  mj  long  life  I  remember  1 
was  nearly  fifty  years  ago/'  replit 
sat  down  and  took  up  her  work-ba 

Theodora  essayed  to  help  her  t 
of  anxiety  pressing  her  heart,  rendc 
ing  time,  and  every  stich  of  need 
measure. 

The  temperature  of  the  atmos] 
moderated,  and  toward  noon  a  tham 

"  If  it  keeps  on  this  way  the  snoi 
marked  old  Mrs.  Wildman,  who,  by 
a  heavy  day,  was  carefully  dressing 

Through  all  the  afternoon  and 
thaw.     The  melted  snow-drifts  fron 
down  in  torrents,  plowing  new  ra 
course.     The  banks  of  \(*f^  oi^-- 
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tin  destraction  going  on  below  tben.  Ai  the  waters  arow 
thpT  covered  Bret  ihc  fenrcs  nnd  low  tuid-marks,  next  small 
Mbtnt  and  cottn^es  of  one  story  in  bcia:!)!,  then  taller  dwell- 
tnff  hoases,  barns,  stabka  and  bo  forth,  ontil  the  -ralley  waa 
Bnbmer^ed,  and  orer  it  rolled  an  inland  sea  wfaoee  choree 
wpr.>  the  cncirdinj;  rooontains,"  Oror  the  raifnoe  of  this 
wnliT  flnaipd  fra)rmenls  of  the  wrwk — small  catthu  boojffl 
up  like  boats,  articles  of  honschold  famitare  borne  ont  opon 
the  waves,  tnbles,  oeiteei:,  cradles,  sitteboardi,  etc,  floated 
on  with  the  strnf^Iing  end  ilrowaing  forms  of  hones,  cows, 
and  «heep. 

"  Ol'i  rt^  I  sm.  nc-nr  hnfe  I  seen  Boeh  a  flood  as  thts— . 
DeTerl"cried  old  M rs.  WiMman  in  dismay.  "I^sabeth, 
child,  there's  an  old  spy-glan  in  tha  back  lofL  Do  go  ud 
bring:  it  and  let  na  try  if  we  can  see  what  has  become  of  te 
people." 

Miss  EIlzabethobe.Ted,  and  the  old  fostraroentwueleaMd 
and  adjusted,  and  Theodora,  as  liaTing  the  jOBB^est  eyee, 
iva.i  placed  at  the  look-out.  Groaps  of  men,  womea,  and 
children  were  then  seen  toiltng  for  life  spon  iha  aonataia 
side  toward  the  refnge  of  the  conTent— la  another  direelloa 
other  gronps  were  making  the  best  of  tbeir  way  vp  to  Mount 
Storm — and  besides  these — still  othen  ■■••«■,  beeMHt 
concealed  by  the  declivity  of  the  monntain,  were  toDfap  np 
the  sleep  to  Red  Ridge.  All  these  had  doubtless  made  tMr 
escape  before  the  iraten  reached  a  height  to  render  escape 
irapossihte.  Theodora  turned  the  glass,  sweeping  the  whole 
expanse  of  waters  before  resigning  her  point  of  view. 

"  I  think  thnt  the  people  mast  all  have  escaped,"  said 
rhe(idi.m.  laying  down  the  glass. 

"  Lord  grant  it  1"  and  "  Amen,"  responded  the  othen. 

It  was  growing  too  dark  to  resume  the  nse  of  the  spy- 
giuM,  and  BO  that  instrument  was  restored  to  iti  piece,  and 

•  T1u«  vba  hmi*  aMB  tk*  qciis  SosSs  W  taipt't  Wm^,  ■■!  MkM  M«b 


Succor  was  most  affeclionatt 
was  thrown  uivon  the  fire ;  the  a 
were  offered,  and  the  table  set ; 
the  warmest  expressions  of  symj 

The  news  the  Tisitors  broag 
to  confirm  thQ  preyions  obsenra 
flood,  they  said,  had  been  very  o 
property  and  drowning  cattle; 
destroying  no  haman  life. 

"  And  where  is  Mr.  Basil  ?''  at 
the  refugees. 

"Ah  I  he  went  to  Eyrie  yester 
been  kept  there  by  the  storm  and 
hope  he  will  be  able  to  get  home 
Mrs.  Wildman. 

But  now  that  her  guests  had 
state  of  their  clothing  required  at 
and  muddy  above  the  knees.    And  y 
them  up  stairs  and  supplied  them  \ 
ing,  which  they  put  on  wKH- 


■%» 
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desolated,  and  that  the  flood  was  Ikst  retunittg  towMd  tta 
channel  of  Mad  River.  The  destractioD  of  property  thef 
1[new  mast  be  immeDse,  though  the  prec^ise  amouitx/  loss 
had  Yct  to  be  ascertained. 

Retaming  from  their  look  oot,  the  watehors  w«ra  pre* 
Tailed  npon  bj  old  Mrs.  Wildman  to  lie  down  and  late 
some  rest,  while  herself  and  Theodora  remained  to  prepare 
breakfast  for  their  now  large  company. 

"  Can  Basil  possibly  retnm  to-day,  do  yon  think  f  In* 
quired  Theodora  of  the  uld  woman. 

*'  Indeed,  it  is  hard  telling,  child.  The  roads  nrasi  ba 
half  leg  deep  in  mad  in  some  placet-^  tliere  was  to  eossi 
a  freeze  now,  the  trareltng  mightn't  be  so  bad,*  replied 
Mrs.  Wildman,  bustling  abont  in  her  preparations. 

In  the  course  of  an  hour  the  room  was  put  in  order  aad 
the  break  fust  made  ready.  Theodora  went  i|p  stairs  to 
Bnmmon  the  family,  but  returning  jeported  that  all  their 
friends,  nom  out  with  watching,  were  fast  asleep,  and  ad* 
Tised  that  they  should  not  be  wakened.  Therefore  the  old 
woman  and  the  young  one  took  each  a  cup  of  colfee,  which 
tiaring  drank,  they  sat  down  to  wait  the  walking  of  their 
guests. 

The  house  was  so  still  that  old  Mrs.  Wildman,  exhansted 
with  her  long  vijril,  be^an  to  nod,  wherenpon  Theodora 
arose  and  closed  the  shutters,  darkening  the  room,  and  then 
returned  to  her  seat.  The  apred  woman  was  soon  fast  asleep 
\n  her  easy-chair.  And,  Theodora,  notwithstanding  the 
fap-nc  and  ratlier  unreasonable  anxiety  that  troubled  her, 
began  to  feel  the  influence  of  slumber  stealing  over  her 
senses.  But  as  often  as  she  sunk  into  sleep  she  was  startled 
out  of  that  state  hy  a  stranjre  shock  of  remorse  and  alarm, 
es  irrational  as  it  was  incomprehensible  and  nncontrollable. 
When  this  had  occurred  several  times,  she  became  so  ner- 
vous as  to  f)e  unable  to  sit  still. 

She  arose  quietly  and  looked  at  the  clock-4t  was  rer? 
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late  In  the  forenoon.  Mrs.  Wildiua  ttill  dapltf 
■oft]j  op  the  stairs  and  listened.  Her  fifllton  gwvii  iio4||^ 
of  waking.  The  unaccountable  feeling  of  gloom  and 
that  oppressed  her  spirits,  grew  almost  intoletmbla. 
was  retnrning  down  stairs  when  a  knoddng  at  thfl 
door  arrested  her  attention  and  quickened  her  footplafl 
She  hnrried  down  with  the  vagne  impreaiioa  tint  MM 
other  homeless  victim  of  the  flood  needed  tlidten  >  flhi 
opened  the  door  to  find  there  only  their  owa  bdf  Ai^ 
while  at  an  angle  of  the  house,  a  group  of  stimngo  ncgroii^ 
with  frightened  looks,  gathered  around  soino  ol^Jeet  Ikii 
their  forms  concealed.  Jim's  own  face  waa  aahj  guy 
with  fear,  or  it  might  be  with  illness,  for  he  had  Iml  jail 
left  his  bed. 

"  Why,  Jim,  mj  boy,  jou  ought  not  to  be  up ;  but  lAal 
is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Oh,  Miss  Teodora  I  please  go  in  and  az  Miaa  LfaMbitf 
to  come  here."  i 

"  Miss  Elizabeth  is  very  tired,  and  has  gono  to  ■loqi 
why  will  not  I  do  ?    Do  those  poor  people  waat  food  aad 
shelter  i"  she  asked  kindly,  stepping  out. 

Jim  raised  both  hands  to  prevent  her. 

"  Oh !  Miss  Teodora  1  dont  you  go  there  I  not  70a  I  aol 
you  1" 

Theodora  turned  very  pale  through  an  accetdon  of  ttifl 
unaccountable  terror  that  now  seemed  about  to  bo  ox* 
plained. 

"  Stand  aside — ^let  me  go  I  what  is  it  f  what  hoTO 
men  there  ?"  she  breathlessly  inquired. 

"Miss  Teodora!  now,  for  the  Lord's  safcal  ob, 
'Lisabct !  I'm  so  glad  you're  come  I  'Suade  her  to  go  ibi' 
said  Jim,  as  Miss  Elizabeth  unexpectedly  joined  tho  paHfh 
inquiring —  ■    '* 

*'  What  has  happened,  Jim  f" 

"  Let  her  go  in  firsts  and  I  will  show  you."  ■■  ^ 
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'  "  Oo  hi,  dwr  lliMdora." 

"  No,  Uiss  Eliuibeth.  I  coanot.  I  most  eee  the  wont, 
otice  for  ftll  I"  the  replied,  piissing  then,  uid  hiuTjiiiff  l<^ 
ward  th*  srou|). 

Tbej  followed  fast,  uid  overtook  her  jasl  u  the  reached 
lb*  tpot.  The  negroes,  vJth  gnn  and  reapectfal  look*, 
bowed,  and  moTtag  to  the  right  Md  lefl,  gvtv  way. 

And  Uiere,  in  the  midst  of  them,  laf  ibe  d«ful  bod/  of 
Bafiil  Wildm&u. 

■ilj  Lurd!  my  Lord  I"  cried  Miss  EUubetb,  while 
Tboodon,  L^-faiDling,  sank  opun  h«r  koetia  beiide  iha 
corpse. 

A  groitn  from  behind  fell  apoa  Hist  Eiizabpth'i  ear,  tod 
tamJDg.  Baw  old  Mrs.  WildoiaD  sunding  pale,  Learle«s,  and 
•— «fLer  that  &nl  groan — perfcctij  siloot,  gazing  npoD  her 
dead.  At  first,  the  shock  had  been  [oo  great  to  draw  forth 
Icara;  but  the  mate  despair  of  that  aged  wouiaa  iiitUtd 
Elizabeth's  terror-rrozea  heart,  and  clasping  hw  aiatcr  U 
her  bosom,  she  wept  bitterly,  while  still  Theodora  kndt  hj 
the  side  of  the  corpse,  sapportinff  its  head  on  her  boaora. 

"  Don't — it's  no  lue,  Betsy,"  said  otd  Ura.  WildBtaa,  f 
leasing  herself  from  her  sister's  arms ;  and  then,  tming  to 
the  negroes,  she  said — 

"Take  hira  np,  children — gentle — there — gentle — and 
bring  him  in." 

The  compasGionate  and  respectful  assistants  cardallf 
obeyed  this  order,  and  following  Mrs.  Wildman,  and  an- 
companied  by  Theodora  and  Miss  Elizabeth,  eonreyed  the 
dead  body  into  the  house  and  np  the  stairs  and  Into  a 
chamber,  where  they  laid  it,  for  the  present,  on  a  bed. 

Alt  the  gtiests  of  the  house  were  now  np,  and,  frightened 
and  distressed  at  the  tragic  erent  that  had  come  to  their 
knowledge,  gathered  to  the  room  of  death  to  tender  their  > 
Ren-ices,  if  the  case  were  snch  that  these  should  be  re- 
quired. 
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XTpon  fnqairy  of  the  ne^oes,  it  waa  ■■oertahed  1l< 
after  the  retiring  of  the  waters,  the  bodj  had  been  tail 
bj  them  near  the  banks  of  Mad  River,  where  it  had  piahi 
bij  been  cast  by  the  flood,  and  where  the  clothing  hri 
been  caught  by  the  thorn-bushes  among  which  ft  wm 
thrown. 

Upon  sabseqaent  investigation  it  was  diacoTerad  tkl 
Basil  Wildman,  upon  the  night  of  his  death,  had  naehii 
Eyrie  just  at  the  commencement  of  the  stona-^-that  ha  hd, 
got  letters  from  the  post-office,  and  then,  againat  the  advki 
and  entreaties  of  all  his  friends  present,  had  aat  ont  on  kh 
return  home,  saying,  poor  fellow,  in  allasion  to  hia  oU 
habits,  that  if  the  elements  were  going  to  hava  a  night  of 
it,  it  was  no  reason  why  ?ie  should  do  the  same  ;  that  thi 
weather  would  grow  worse  and  worse  until  morning;  and 
that  the  family  would  sit  up  and  be  anxious  nntQ  he 
return  ;  finally,  that  he  would  get  home  in  less  than 
and  did  not  mind  exposing  himself  for  that  length  of 
to  the  storm. 

The  deduction  from  all  the  circumstances  was,  that  ^oa 
the  night  of  the  tempest,  Basil  Wildman  had  been  dfowaal 
in  the  attempt  to  cross  Mad  River. 


CHAPTER   XXXI. 

THE     EZECDTIOH. 

Oh,  Thinighl  I    Oh,  UmnrT  I  (Mni  fonnr  I 
B;gh  ta  tilt  Ulooiliird  ebunbtn  at  thi  bIoiI 
And  Hlod,  dlTlofl  Imn^idilloa.  kwplng 
Ttij  Ump'i  lom  lUr  'mid  ihidovy  tmpa  a 


Snici  the  death  of  Basil,  old  Mrs.  Wildman  h^d  sonlt 
Into  a  stat«  of  ^ntle  apiktliy  and  lielplestmess,  and  then  waa 
none  to  take  his  place  or  here  upon  the  farm  ;  unless,  indeed, 
Theodora  could  God  etretigth  and  skill  for  the  duty.  Elizn- 
beth  could  not,  at  her  au:c  aad  with  her  natarc,  change  the 
vhole  conduct  of  her  life,  and,  from  a  Bitting-room  seam- 
stress, become  an  agricullnrist.  Miss  Nellj  Parrott  woa 
efficient  only  ia  the  nrt  of  insolent  sponging.  Thus  three 
helpless  old  women  trcre,  in  a  manner,  cast  upon  the  care 
of  Theodora,  who,  with  bcr  fragility  and  lameness,  was  ia 
Borae  respects  the  most  (jtlplcss  of  all — her  only  adranlags 
over  the  others  being  Iht  possession  of  youth  and  noD-poa> 
Eession  of  uiichanpeable  habits, 

Tlius,  as  the  winter  advanced  towards  Spring,  and  ah« 
nii:sseU  ilic  bustle  incident  to  the  season  on  the  farm,  and 
noticed  tlie  apathy  of  the  aged  mother  and  the  quiet  de- 
spondency of  Elizabeth,  it  entered  her  mind  that  npoa  her* 
self  de]>eiiiled  the  salvation  of  this  family  from  pover^  and 
ruin.  Then  she  took  a  general  view  of  her  own  ciqMbilltiM 
and  of  the  resources  of  the  place. 

26  (481) 
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was  growing  finely.     There  wi 
draught  horse — the  other  horst 
his  master.     Of  farm  laborers  t 
another  joanger  boy.    There  ' 
and  woman,  long  saperannaatec 
bounty  of  their  owners.    Jim 
upon  whom  Theodora  conld  dep 
to  undertake  any  thing  in  her  ine 
ing  Mrs.  Wildman.     So,  one  da; 
disappeared,  she  said  to  the  old  ^ 
"  Well,  Mrs.  WUdihan,  what  dx 
brmr 

**  Nothing,  child — it  don't  matU 
''  Shall  Jim  plow  the  brook  field 
''  It  don't  matter,  honey." 
"Shall  he  plow  up  the  clover 
planting  corn  ?" 
"Never  mind." 

"  I  know  it  is  a  great  deal  too  < 
we  might  get  the  jrronnri  — " 
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•m  are  all  going  lo  Iitp  T  If  I  cnllMl  myeelf  the  beirf  of  n 
family,  I  wouldn't  sit  itiere  smiting  like  an  idiot,  and  lettEug 
people  wuni  for  bread  1"  exdalraed  Miss  Purrott. 

"It's  all  one,  Nelly,"  replied  the  oH  lady  very  meekly, 

"  All  one,  ill  it  ? — 'lisn't  all  one  I  I  do  belieio  you're  grt- 
ting  JDto  your  dotage,"  gnai>()ed  Miss  Parrott. 

Theodora  seeing  that  old  Mrs.  Wildman  wae  no  longer 
«ble  e«n  to  give  adriee  and  direotion,  waa  fain  to  toko 
conoeel  with  bor  itoor  Bfsistant,  tUnek  Jim.  And  thns 
DDderoot  wry  fuvurublo  anspirea  tbe  spring  work  on  the 
farra  wm  eomfoenctd,  She  had  not  connted  upon  all  the 
dilBcaltiee  ihat  stood  in  the  way,  The  family  were  in  want 
of  groceries,  and  as  Theodora  bad  not  a  dollar  in  her  onn 
pOEseraion  she  applied  to  Miss  Elizabeth. 

"  Lord,  child,  /  haven't  a  cent  of  mouoy  I  Where  shonUt 
I  get  it  f  I  haven't  a  tiingle  hand  hired  out  I  tbey  are  all 
on  the  farm." 

"I  know—but  arc  there  no  funds  in  the  hoate  T  I  do 
not  like  to  troahlc  Mrs.  Wildman,  bocnuse  iho  is  io— absent- 
minded — and  just  in  proportion  a^  ahe  is  brought  to  Ifiink 
she  ia  bronght  to  suffer." 

"  I  know  it,  my  dear  1  leave  ber  alooe ;  it  would  b*  tue- 
Icss,  besides,  for  she  has  no  money.  It  took  wtrj  orat  to 
pay  for  poor  Bosil'a  fnaersl,  and  left  tu  ia  debt  bwidea,  I 

"  And  there  is  really  no  money  in  the  hoote  f* 

"  No — I  think  we  had  better  sell  some  thing— the  yoke 
of  ojen  for  instaDce." 

Tlieodom  was  really  shocked  at  this  proposal,  betraying 
as  it  did  Eo  much  improTidence  in  the  mind  of  her  friend. 

"lint,  Miss  Elizabeth,  to  sell  oar  aole  yoke  of  oxen 
would  indeed  be  the  begiaaing  of  rain  I  that  is  not  to  Ih 
thought  of  for  a  moment." 

"  Well,  child,  I  don't  know  any  thing  about  oaUat-doot 
Batters ;  bot  I  do  know  the  grooeriea  are  naariy  «U  oat,  tad 
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tRat  there  Is  no  money  in  the  hoase  to  g^t  iiloftt' "'^Vl 
great  pity  Bnsil  threw  away  so  much  money  goln^  to*tti 
springs  last  Rummcr.  But  he  always  woald  spend  ftrttr 
than  he  could  make." 

"  Hush,  don't  reproach  the  dead.  He  never  spent  lotadi 
on  himself,  or  spared  much  from  his  fHends.  When  dH 
ever  that  rich,  full  heart  understand  the  poTorlj  of  tte 
pocket,  and  close  itself  against  the  demands  of  frtenddd^ 
or  of  charity  f " 

''That  is  true— buU- it  has  left  his  fiunfly  In  grail 
straits." 

The  grain  was  growing  finely,  promising  n  rich  lisrveil^ 
and  upon  this  prospect,  Theodora,  seeing  no  otber  wsj  df 
supplying  the  immediate  and  pressing  necessities  of  the 
family,  thought  she  would  go  to  Eyrie  and  get  credit  far 
such  articles  as  they  most  needed.  So  the  dranght  lums 
was  put  in  the  old  gig  and  Jim  summoned  to  drire  it.  And 
thus  she  went  to  the  village  grocery  store. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  madam.  I  was  Jnst  nbont  to  send 
a  messenger  to  Red  Ridge,  and  your  appesranee  hns  very 
agreeably  forestalled  my  purpose,"  said  the  propristsr, 
bowing  and  handing  a  folded  paper  to  his  customer. 

With  a  sinking  heart  Theodora  opened  it,  and  fonnd  It 
to  be  a  bill  for  the  last  year's  groceries,  ending  the  pv^ 
ceding  January.  She  looked  at  the  foot  of  tho  long 
column  of  figures,  and  seeing  the  amount,  conid  soniodj 
suppress  a  cry — it  was  over  three  hundred  dollars. 

"  I  will  take  this  with  me,"  she  replied  in  a  tremUIng 
voice. 

"And — I  should  be  very  much  obliged  by  an  eaily  es^ 
tlement,  madam.  I  have  a  large  note  to  pay  in  a  fbw  d^}% 
and—" 

"  I  fear  I  shall  not  bo  able  to  settle  this  account  in  tins 
for  your  note,  sir.  In  a  few  months  I  shall  apply  for  htteii 
of  administration  upon  the  estate  of  my  deceased 
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ftnd  then  all  claimB  BbaU  bo  fuitHiili;  discharged,"  said 
Theodora.  But  with  an  anpaid  bill  like  that  starin);  ber 
in  the  race,  she  had  not  courage  to  gire  an  order  for  thv 
supplies  sho  needed. 

Bidding  the  dlssatUQed  tradesman  good-morning,  she 
directed  Jim  to  driro  to  the  shoe  store,  where  Eho  had  ai»o 
some  purchases  to  make  on  credit.  Without  leaving  her 
•eal  in  Iho  gig,  ehe  sent  in  the  measures  by  Jim,  who,  after 
an  absence  of  fifteen  minntcs  rctamod,  bearing  the  packet 
of  shoes,  and  accompanied  by  the  shopkeeper,  who  bowing, 
presented  his  bili  for  the  whole  preeediug  year,  saying, 

"  We  generally  send  out  bills  on  the  first  week  of  Jano- 
ary ;  but  delayed  this  upon  accoaul  of  the  aESictioa  of  your 
family,  ma'am." 

"  I  ihnuk  you  for  your  consideration,  sir,"  said  Theodora, 
gmning  paler  as  she  received  the  account. 

"  li  it  possitjle  that  the  shoe-bitl  of  a  family  of  six  white 
persons  and  four  negroes,  can  amount  to  one  hundred  dollars 
a  year,  and  their  grocery-bill  to  three  hundred  7  It  ia  to  me 
almoiit  incredible;  but  then  I  am  iueiperienced,  and  conse- 
quently ignorant;  I  must  look  over  the  itema"  Then 
aloud,  to  the  storekeeper  she  said,  "  Sir,  I  will  pay  you  • 
portion  of  thi((  bill  at  least,  from  the  very  first  funds  that 
come  into  my  hands.  lu  Ibe  mean  time  I  do  not  wish  lo 
open  a  new  account  while  the  old  one  rcmabs  uuselUed." 

And  Theodora  handed  back  the  packet. 

The  shoe  merchant  looked  in  her  face  to  see  the  hidden 
cause  of  her  uuusua!  moreinent,  and  seeing  nothing  there 
but  gentleness,  sadness,  and  sincerity,  he  answered,  kindly 
and  respectfully, 

"  That  does  not  moke  the  slightest  difference,  Mrs.  Wild- 
man.  I'ray  let  your  servant  take  charge  of  the  bundle.  I 
cuiiGdcully  relied  on  the  continuance  of  your  family's  cns- 
tora." 

"  Ah,  sir  I"  replied  the  simple  and  unworldly  Tbeodsn, 
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*'  nnlev  our  sflkin  take  «  fiivonUe 

would  not  be  a  great  profit^  ereii  if  it  were  mot  a 

I  had  no  idea  how  much  we  were  in  arrears  anta  I 

town."  .  j.- 

The  creditor  looked  grare — but  to  Ate  er^t  te  ft 
that  he  did  not  fail  either  in  hnmanitj  or 
dora  soon  took  leave.    There  was  a  bottle  of 
Bitters  wanted  for  the  old  lady,  and  Theodora  drove 
to  the  druggist  to  get  with  the  medicine  a  long  liiD  of  thi 
year's  drags. 

"Twenty-five  dollars  I  Jim!  do  yon  give  oakMNlaDd 
quinine  to  the  caUleV^  she  inquired  of  her  ftototnm,  cm  i^ 
entering  the  gpg.  >  r 

Law  I  no,  Miss  Tcodory — surely  not  I" 
We,  ten  human  creatures,  Saxon  and   iVfHfm, 
could  have  swallowed  the  tenth  part  of  this  medidBe^ 
in  one  year,  and  survive  the  effects." 

"Hi!  law  I  Miss  Teodory,  don't  yon  know  whao  aay 
pdor  body  corned  to  Marse  Basil  or  Miss  Lizsy,  for  'i 
— 4ind  they  hadn't  no  money — (as  they  ginerally 
what  should  a  gentleman  or  a  lady  as  has  grocery 
draggers  and  all  to  command,  want  of  money  ?)— they  gsf 
'em  orders,^^ 

A  light  broke  on  Theodora's  mind.  Basil,  with  hia 
reckless  generosity,  and  undiscriminating  charity^  bad 
feeding  and  clothing  others  besides  his  own  fismily. 

Theodora  wished  next  to  go  into  the  village  drj-goodi^ 
store  to  purchase  on  credit  for  Mrs.  Wildman  a  moch  nwwloj[ 
Sunday  gown.  But  dreading  to  face  another  unpaid  UO,-. 
she  was  leaving  the  village,  when  she  found  her  precantioQa 
oil  in  vain;  for  a  young  shopman  came  mnning  ootifit^ 
flying  hair  and  flying  coat-skirts,  and  holding  in  liis  haad^ 
fresh  folded  paper — hailed  the  driver  of  the  gig. 

Jim  understanding  the  face  of  affairs,  put  whip  to  U| 
horse  with  the  intention  of  mnning  away.  ,,l 
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"  Oil,  Jim  !  Jim  1  neTer  do  that  I"  said  Theodort,  lajinit 
hold  of  the  reins;  "to  the  right  about!  face  the  enemy,  Jim  I" 

"  To  Imil  ne-deia  in  the  public  street  I"  exclaiiued  Jim, 
indignantly  ;  and  he  jcrlied  the  reins  so  sharply  and  gad- 
denly  u  to  mako  the  horse  rear. 

When  tliP  beRst  was  qnietetl.  the  youn^  shopmnn  4p- 
proaehed,  and  nkh  many  apologies,  presented  the  account 
of  his  employer. 

"  I  wit)  attend  to  it  us  soon  as  possible,"  said  Theodors, 
receifiiig  the  paper. 

The  youDg  man  bowed  and  retired. 

"Two  hundred  and  Bfty  doUort  for  dry-goods;  three 
boudred  and  seventeen  for  groceries ;  one  hundred  and  three 
for  shoes ;  twenty-BYC  for  drugs.  Nearly  seren  hundred 
dutlirs  in  alt — to  say  nothing  of  other  unpaid  bills  of  which 
I  may  be  yet  ignorant.  Jim  I  can  you  give  a  guess  about 
what  onr  crops  will  bring  thia  year  7"  i 

"Law,  Miss  Teodory,  Dobody  eant  toll  Bceli  ikont 
craps,  ma'am,  in  March  I  'Spoaa  wa  had  good,  toliAlo 
wettish  wedder,  wid  no  "Btrojis'  Btomw,  wd  lytkar  ae 
dront — we  have  good  craps.  'Spoae  wq  hare  ithar  s  loog 
droQt,  or  else  ser'aJ  'stniatiTe  atwiua,  to  aiy  mrthln*  o* 
'stroyin'  wermin  an'  plagnei  0'  Egypt,  why  yon  know  jo«> 
self,  It  'ould  spoil  all ;  and  all  onr  labor  dead  low  1" 

"  Tes  1 1  know  all  that  I  bnt  I  tntt  in  Hmtch  tba*  mm 
of  these  fatal  casnalties  wilt  happen.  I  meaa  if  all  gow  •■ 
as  well  as  osoal ;  can  yon  give  a  rough  goeta  m  to  wkit 
wilt  be  the  profita  of  the  year  f  In  a  word— JIb,  tiam 
bills  that  the  shopkeepers — " 

"  The  low -life,  white  nigeta  I  as  if  they  eonldnt  o'  mitad; 
I  'dare  to  Marster,  I  coald  hardly  iit  ttill  on  my  trnt  tad 
listen  to  'em  I" 

"Hush,  yon  forget  yonnelf;  yon  rnnst  not  My  nwh 
things,  least  of  alt  In  my  presence.  The  men  wan  n^iMt- 
fnl ;  I  have  no  fanll  to  flod  with  thea.    I  «M<ahaBl  to^af 
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to  700,  that  the  amoant  of  their  dafan  la 

hondred  dollars.    Now  do  yoa  thi  nk  the  ptoAfs  Hit 

will  be  mach  over  that?"  •  j  :-.,al 

'^Mj  goodness,  Miss  Teodoryl    I  heard 
say  how  the  place  hadn't  brooght  in  fifa  hmidnd 
year  since  he  knew  it  1"  t  :  >  *• 

Theodora  groaned  inspirit^  but  then  laid  ahmd-  ■'    r^ 

**  A  great  deal  of  money  was  laid  oat  npon  it  kal  JHN» 
therefore  it  must  produce  more  this  year.  And  jnt,  Jal 
I  have  known  even  soch  sore  8pe<  ilationsaa  thoaa  to  ftVP 

They  were  winding  down  the  nonntain  path,  si 
not  withont  danger,  and  so  difficult  as  to  raqnlrD 
care  on  the  part  of  the  driyer — and  Theodora  faU  into 
that  remained  unbroken  until  the  gig  was  drwira  ^ 
the  farm-house. 

"  Well  1  well,   my  dear,  what  fortone  f  inqsind 
Elizabeth,  as  Theodora  entered  the  sitting-room.  «^ 

The  girl  shook  her  head  and  smiled  sadly  aa  she 
and  drew  off  her  glores.  .,1   ^^ 

" '  Went  out  for  wool,  and  came  home  shorn  P  *  ^tmUm^ 
the  amiable  Miss  Parrott  ,.). 

Theodora  took  no  notice  of  spiteful  speechea  sdilriMaiUp 
herself ;  but  proceeded  to  take  off  her  bonnel  and  ikMri 
and  put  them  aside.  .  t* 

"Well,  honey,'' said  poor  old  Mrs.  WiMosan.  teoUagvp 
from  her  comer;  "well,  my  child,  did  yoa  gat  tha  fnis 
gun-powder  tea  f  first  quality,  yon  know  f— I  aan%  driak 
poor  stuff.  ** 

"  No  1  she  didn't  get  first  quality  I  nor  second  ffulXltf  I 
jot  third  quality  I  she  couldn't  even  get  traated  fer  '^j 
stuff  I'  "Serves  her  right,  and  you  too  I    Sea  what  |— f|p 
brought  yourself  to  in  your  old  days  !"  ,  •  ?•  • 

"Ah  !  Lord ;  I  have  done  the  best  I  conId»  TTJ^y  ani 
if  it  was  all  in  rain — still  I  can  bear  it**  ^';,:T>^ 

"Ton  can  bear  it  I    Yes,  you/  yon'fa  a  light'lt: 
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U  t  hat  joii'vc  no  ri(;lit  to  hrlug  inuocent  people  like  me 
to  want  I  Whore  shall  I  ^t  a  cup  of  t«D  to-nigb^  aod  to- 
morrow ami  next  day — where  ?" 

"  In  Bedlam,  Miss  Nelly  I"  said  Theodora,  qaietly  fisiag 
the  aemi'inaniac  with  her  firm  gaze. 

"  O-r-r-r-r —  I"  hissed  Miss  Nelly  between  a  panic  and  a 
fury,  ebowing  her  teeth  and  shaking  her  fists  at  Theodora, 
«ho  Tt^ry  calnily  received  that  graphic  demoDStration  of 
teeViug. 

The  nearest  aod,  for  the  present  moment,  the  moBf  im- 
portunate care  on  the  grirl's  mind  was  the  old  lady's  supper. 
How  could  she  ever  make  il  wiltiouC  tea,  that  had  beooiu 
to  the  latter  a  real  necessary  of  life. 

"  May  there  not  be  a  tcaspoonful  retnaining  in  the  bot- 
tom of  the  caddy,  that  will  do  to  make  her  a  cap  of  tea  f 
If  there  is  only  enough  for  her,  vre,  yon  know,  cnn  do  with- 
out it  for  to-night;  to-morrow,  I  will  find  mean*  of  npita- 
ishing  the  grocery- cl oset, "  nfd  TheodinstoMin£li£ab«th, 
as  she  went  to  the  cnpboard,  as  bars  as  that  of  old  Mothw 
Hubbard,  and  turned  up  the  tea-csddj.  "  Tm  I  I  do  d»* 
clare,  there  is  half  an  ounce  lelt — moDgh  ta  1m(  bar  to* 
night  and  to-morrow  momitig,  and  I  am  a«  ^tA  M  if  I  bad 
found  a  Email  fortune." 

The  next  day  Theodora  once  mora  pat  th«  HrrloM  of 
Jim,  the  horse  and  the  gig,  in  requiidtion,  and  wrattoByrie, 
to  the  thopof  the  watchmaker  and  silTanmithfWberoabadia* 
posed  of  her  own  gold  watch — ^the  gift  of  TiTHk—fof  alittto 
less  than  its  original  cost.  And  then  she  went  to  Iht 
grocery  store,  and  laid  in  a  supply  of  groceries,  telUog  tho 
shopkeeper,  as  she  settled  for  them,  that  she  should  prefer  to 
purchase  only  with  cash  ontil  the  old  bill  should  be  sottled. 

"It  was  right,  Tim  herself  would  bo  the  first  to»p> 
jirore  the  act.  I  most  not  let  a  mortud  attachment  to  in- 
inimate  objects,  gifta  of  love  though  they  are,  cmm  nt 
Ur  fail  [n  lore  and  care  to  thoM  human  b^nga  looking  t* 
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me  for  oomfort,''  odd  Theodo     ti|^g«  ami 
to  soothe  the  pain  ihe  felt  in        iii|^  bdiML  tte 

gift  of  yiTia  while  she  joornejed  home.  -  ^\ 

The  famil J  were  thus  made  comfortable  for 
Those  among  them  who  remained  in  ignoraaee  of 
barrassmenta  were  comparatiTely  happy.  Bui 
bad  gradually  acquainted  herself  with  tl|e  amovat  df  i 
bilities  of  Basil  Wildman's  estate,  foond  in  old 
an  accumulated  sum  of  scTeral  thousand  doUi 
to  g^ve  them  their  dne,  are  not  generally  a 
class  they  are  "  more  sinned  against  than  aiiming'.*  €h^ 
tainly  the  old  creditors  of  the  Wildman  fiuailj 
patient  for  many  years,  some  of  them  had  even 
their  suits ;  but  the  death  of  the  head  of  a  famfly  la  ■Nip 
the  signal  for  the  rallying  of  claimants  around  the  aiMa 
Creditors  most  be  expected  to  assist  at  the  "tnMmfgWfJ^ 
Therefore  bailiffs  and  collectors,  and  also  their  pgfpdtftk 
and  employers,  were  rather  fireqnent  apparitfona  -  at  Bel 
Bidge.  Theodora  always  received  them,  taking  apea  kr 
own  sensitive  and  gentle  heart  the  brant  and  bavte  e( 
all  rude  and  humiliating  encounters  and  interTlew&  lla 
greater  number  of  these  unwelcome  visitors  were  geaaH^f 
respectful,  yet  a  few  were  pariicularly  otherwiae. 

*'  In  the  d I's  name,  madam  !  when  Is  this  aceoant  ta 

be  settled  ?"  asked  the  rudest  of  this  latter  olaaa,  iHMy  eM 
morning  in  June,  had  frightened  Theodora  with  a  ^ii. 
.  **  I  have  told  yon,  sir,''  she  said,  ''that  if  onr  erepe  tkriee 
I  will  pay  you  after  harvest,  and  after  we  sell  the  wbeat." 

"If  your  crops  thrive!    Don't  you  know,  madaa^  thM 
the  crops  are  perishing  on  the  fields  under  this  droogkftf  - 

*'If  that  be  so,  sir,  the  worst  that  can  happen  la 
elaim,  will  be  that  it  will  lay  over  until  the  end  of  tbe 
that  tbe  law  allows  us,  when  I  shall  take  out  Mten  ef -ei*^ 
ministration  that  will  anthorize  me  to  sell  a  ]  tioB  of  fk^ 
property  to  satisfy  all  just  claims  agai  ie  **       ^^' 
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,  "We  ibajl  see,  nuduu  I  we  alMB  mbI"  MoUml'tUli 
un,  clapping  his  but  opon  his  head,  and  iMving  the  roon 
4id  the  bouse. 

Theodora  bad  become  accnstome*]  to  tliia  spoctss  of  !■)• 
we  anger  and  pointlesa  thrcKU ;  but  she  never  could  grow 
•oouoiled  to  tbc  heartless  and  brainleas  brutality  ihut  io- 
tigated  ibem.  Tbe  arriT&l  of  sooh  ft  risitor  as  tbe  lust, 
ilwftj's  ehockuil  and  ttrrified  ber,  and  bis  departure  left  her 
rembting  and  exbansted. 

Alas  I  apparcDtij  from  bad  to  worse  tended  the  fortnnM 
if  tile  afflicted  family  of  Hed  Ridge.  I  eaj  "apparently," 
or  it  is  a  queetlon  irhetbcr  ici  ancli  vifitatioos  of  sorroir, 
bare  is  aii;  obnoluie  evil. 

June  ended,  but  the  droaght  continned. 

"  Uenven  help  us,  then,"  said  the  fanucrs,  "  if  wo  do 
lot  have  rain." 

July  catne,  and  pasBed  vithoot  ATen  so  mseh  u  ft  ihowir; 

"  If  this  weather  continuea,  all  .onr  crops  will  b*  lost," 
iiey  said. 

August  came  and  passed.  The  wheat  erop  had  bsaa 
■oioed ;  but  there  was  still  a  possibility  of  the  l»to  ooim 
wing  saved. 

"The  Lord  only  Itnows  what  will  boeoma  (rf  tu,if  ho 
loes  not  send  rain,"  said  Tbeodon;  and,  in  otber  wonU 
many  more  anxious  people  besides  her. 

Oh  I  rain  1  rain  I  it  was  hoped  for,  wished  for,  oalled  for 
D  the  homee,  and<  prayed*  for  in  the  chanbos  I  Oh  1  rain  t 
-ain  I  tbe  poor  panting  cattle  on  the  parched  aod  oalciD«d 
neadows,  supplicated  for  it,  in  their  mnta  safferinp— Id 
heir  choked  aud  panting  throats  and  dry,  ODt-hsoging 
;ongues  and  hagf^ard  eyes  1  Oh  I  rain  I  rain  1  But  it  came 
loL  And  only  He — the  Infinite  Wisdom — who  formed  thic 
■arth  and  kuew  her  every  nnsearchable  secret,  knew  als» 
why  he  sent  that  long,  long  drought,  and  why  it  wao, asses 
lary  to  bring  up  the  deeply  sauken  powers  of  the  ewtl^ 
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vtiich  would  tft«mrd  compenuta  ani  season  d  mb^ 
with  11LU15  BDCceediDg  seasoDi  of  nnprccsdnnted  abandmi 
Tbe  rain  came  not  as  jet;  fttid  the  insptnsD,  the  trial. nil 
the  Bgony  of  the  earth  and  her  ohildran  wiat  on.  TWC 
and  bnrniDg  heat  prodaced  Bome  of  the  worst  effetn  i 
frost.  The  crops  bad  perished ;  the  leares  on  tluj  tRM*!' 
bashes  withered,  dried  up,  and  fell,  leaving  the  Mens  at 
branches  as  naked  in  Angust  as  in  mid-vJDter ;  th 
had  withered  from  the  Gelds,  the  very  gronnd  from  whUil 
sprung  was  dried  to  powder ;  rirers  had  shrnukea  tu  Iksr 
cbanoels,  and  many  lesser  streams  wen  lost ;  manjr  t|tfiiip 
were  entirely  dry,  and  many  more  were  at  the  lowwi  ik 
of  water,  so  scant  and  brackifih  aa  to  create  (aster  thMit 
eatisGed  thirst 

"If  the  Lord  shonld  permit  this  state  of  tfao  atnocphen 
to  coQtinne,  more  of  ds  should  die  of  thirst  tJxan  fiunlnti' 
said  Miss  Elizabeth,  tumiag;  with  aTersiou  horn  tbe  nhid 
water  she  had  just  tasted. 

"  It  will  not  last ;  it  cannot  last ;  onr  Lord  ia  good ;  I 
feel  sure  this  drought  was  necessary,  without  linowing  whf 
or  wherefore.  We  cannot  know  all  tbe  mysicrics  of  natui^ 
and  all  tiie  Divine  system  of  economies  in  th«  axtmtMK,  wA 
preservation  of  the  earth,  and  their  functions.  ** 

"  But  why  do  yon  think  so,  my  dearT  How  ou  H(fc 
a  great  and  general  calamity  be  for  the  good  of  th«  gsulkP 

".Tust  because  it  if fw  a  great  general  calami^  Hat  If 
our  Lord ;  and  such  as  he  would  not  send  to  be  ttvtSmt 
of  Gnal  benefit — becanse  I  have  the  wamm^  bilgbtiA 
feith  in  the  perfect  wisdom,  goodness,  and  power  ef  fM 
Father." 

Thus,  by  her  loTJng  faith,  this  nuleamed  gttl  had  dirliid 
what  the  science  of  the  chemist  and  geolopat  bw  ria^ 
demonstrated — namely,  that  an  occasional  long  and  MVKt' 
droHght  is  necessary  to  draw  the  deeply  faakea  ahMll 
fertili»rs  ef  the  soil  up  to  the  earth's  rarboei   ta/^jfj^ 
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dreaded  dronghts,  once  snpentltionslj  beliefed  to  bd  die 
Tisitations  of  ivTath  by  an  angry  God,  are  now  blown  at 
TisitatioDS  of  Divine  love — features  of  Divine  economy. 

Bat  however  beneficial  in  its  nltimate  resnlts,  the  drought 
was,  in  its  immediate  effects,  very  disastroas.  The  wealth* 
lest  farmers  felt  their  losses  sensibly ;  while  the  lew  wealthy 
were  seriously  distressed ;  and  the  poor  were  neailj  milled. 
Nor  did  the  mischief  stop  with  the  agricnltiiriete.  Tow&f 
and  villages  draw  their  living  from  the  country ;  fkrmen* 
disappointed  in  their  crops,  in  their  tarn  disappointed  4it 
straggling  tradesmen  and  professionid  men  of  ^e  villagea— » 
by  omitting  to  pay  old  debts  and  making  new  eash  par- 
chases  ;  these  tradesmen  in  Iheir  tarn  failed  to  meet  tlie 
notes  held  by  importers  and  wholesale  merchants  of  large 
cities ;  finally  these,  by  the  non-payment  of  the  hnndreds  of 
country  merchants,  their  customers,  were  unable  to  meet 
the  claims  of  home  and  foreign  manufacturers;  and  the 
effects  of  the  drought,  beginning  with  the  fiarmers,  was  felt 
through  the  whole  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  and 
from  the  one  extreme  of  the  social  scale  to  the  other; 
it  wus  felt  from  Maine  to  Louisiana — ^from  Wisconsin  to 
Florida ;  from  the  wealthy  importer,  with  his  fleets  of  mer- 
chantmen traversing  the  ocean,  with  his  city  palace  and  his 
country  villa,  and  who  experienced  a  temporary  embarrass* 
ment  for  the  want  of  a  few  hundred  thousands,  down  to  the 
poor  seamstress  in  her  little  room,  whose  work  and  whose 
food  fell  short,  because  her  customers  were  no  longer  able 
to  purchase  new  clothing  or  to  put  out  their  ncedleworlL 

Oar  little  valley  of  Mad  River  and  village  of  Eyrie  had 
their  full  share  of  trouble ;  the  destruction  of  the  crops 
had  been  complete  ;  wheat,  rye,  oats,  com,  and  tobacco,  had 
all  been  destroyed  ;  the  village  shopkeepers'  richest  harvest 
was  immediately  after  that  of  the  farmers,  who,  upon  the 
saie  of  their  crops,  always  paid  np  old  debts  and  made 
liberal  cash  purchases,  and  then  opened  new  acoonnts.    Bfll 


oDe :  "  The  crops  have  fail 
Year  I  shall   administer  i 
debt ;  until  then,  I  can  do  i 
her  this  period  for  prepara 
the  claimants  were  forced  to 
Id  the  mean  time  the  ncc( 
plied  bj  Theodora.     The  sn 
had  kept  them  in  groceries  fo 
exhausted,  a  diamond  ring,  at 
for  half  its  valne,  and  the  moi 
family ;  next  a  pair  of  braccl 
then  a  pictnre  of  Saint  Gcnevi 
relic  of  Theodora's  old  days 
caped  the  maranding  hands  ol 
at  the  Seminary  for  a  reasonal 
disposal  of  her  own  personal 
supplied  with  the  necessaries  ai 
and  that  without  contracting  8 
of   the  year.     She  might  in( 
jewelry  and  supplied  the  fn*" 
the  old  f«— =' 


THK     EZECUTIOIf.  485 

rfnrrej'od  anil  diviiled  io  Imlf,  and  &  d&j  appoinled  fur 
lalo  at  KoctioD.  The  da;  came  and  many  visitors  alsii 
to  Beo  tbe  sport,  but  uoue  to  bid  tor  the  land  ;  thus  the  Brst 
anctioD  failed,  and  a  sccoud  day  was  appointed.  TJpou 
'  lliiA  occasioU  tbe  auctioneer  counseled  Theodora  to  haw 
some  friend  upon  the  spot  to  bid  against  any  grnspiLg  and 
dishonorable  person  wbo  might  be  inclined  to  tate  adrau- 
tago  of  Uie  circumstances  to  get  tlie  land  for  a  merely 
nominal  price,  and  tbusi,  in  faet,  commit  a  legal  robbery. 

"  Tlint  innd,"  aaid  Theodora,  "  hoe  been  valncd  at  seTen 
thousand  dollars.  Our  debts  are  nearly  foar  thooaand.  I 
am  wilting,  in  this  cmergGOcy,  ibat  the  property  shoald  gd 
Rt  much  lesa  ttian  iis  real  value ;  but  if  sold  at  all,  it  muat 
be  sold  for  a  sum  sufFu-ii-ut  to  cover  all  our  tlubts." 

Thus  the  counter  bidder  naa  engaged;  and  when  the 
time  appointed  fur  lliu  auction  arrived,  and  the  curiuui 
crowd  gathered,  and  the  land  was  put  np,  aud  lliu  wauld-b« 
piirehojier  began  bidding,  he  woa  opposed  by  the  other, 
wbo  had  been  instructed  to  outbid  him  up  to  four  thoiiuuid 
dollars.  But  the  former  saved  the  luller  thiit  trouble  ;  ha 
waa  jicrfcclly  ivjlliiig  to  give  a  thousnnd  dcllars  fur  Und 
worth  seven  times  as  mach,  bnt  whea  his  oppoaeat  rtii«d 
hia  bids  to  one  thousand  five  handred,  the  foimor  CMSed 
and  left  the  spot;  and  the  aacUon  fi>r  tbe  secotd  tiim 
failed.  A  third  day  was  appointed  with  no  better  neoH*) 
a  crowd  collected,  bat  no  one  bid  over  two  thonsud  dol- 
lars ;  they  seemed  unable  or  anwilling,  while  tlmea  wen 
60  "  bard,"  and  money  bo  "  tight,"  to  give  more,  while  tbej 
soon  learned  that  the  land  would  not  be  pennitted  to  go 
at  that  price.  A  fourth  day  was  appointed  and  proved 
tne  most  nnlucky  of  all,  for  not  a  soul  came  to  the  aale. 
Then  it  was  for  the  present  indefinitely  poi^Kined.  Uefto- 
while  the  smaller  creditors  were  growing  to  be  the  most 
imponunate.  One  morning,  jost  after  breakfut,  Theodovk 
was  Bitting  washing  np  the  tcar-senic*^  wbeo  the  wM  wmr 
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moned  to  the  pailor  to  see  visiton.    She 

and  went,  expecting  to  see  some  creditor;  bat 

opened  the  parlor  door  and  saw  witUj^  three  Ynj 

looking  strangers,  who  behaved  with  politeaet^  ihtlll 

reassared.     He  who  seemed  from  eq  indescribable  _ 

to  be  the  principal  among  them,  now  came  forwud  ■! 

said  gently  and  respectfully — 

"  Mrs.  Wildman,  I  have  a  very  palnflil  dntj  to  1^ 
charge  here,  which  grieves  me  quite  as  much  am  it  en  sif 
member  of  your  family." 

**  What  is  it  then,  sir?"  faltered  Theodora,  turning  |ib 
and  sinking  into  the  nearest  chair.  His  neact  woids  k^ 
formed  her  that  it  was  an  execution  at  the  suit  of  MilM 
and  Company,  merchants,  Eyrie. 

''Proceed,  Mr.  Fenwick,"  said  Theodora,  rising  mtiK 
treml)liug,  yet  struggling  hard  to  support  this  sliock  with 
dignity  and  self-possession. 

She  went  into  the  sitting-room  and  beckoned  Miss  BBi^ 
bcth,  and  whispered  faintly,  "  Get  her  up  into  her  bed- 
room ;  amuse  her,  and  keep  her  there." 

"What — what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Ilush  I  be  composed — it  is  an  execntion  I** 

"  My  Saviour  I" 

"Pray  control  yourself,  and  do  as  I  tell  70a  Ibr  ler 
Bake.  See,  she  is  watching  us  now.  If  this  shock  shooU 
full  upon  her,  it  would  kill  her.  Coax  her  np-8tair%  whsrs 
she  shall  be  safe  from  intrusion.  I  most  return  to  tfaoss 
men." 

And  while  Miss  Elizabeth,  upon  some  pretext  or  olhor, 
conducted  the  most  simple  and  docile  of  all  aged  chiUrM 
up  the  stairs,  Theodora  returned  to  the  parlor,  where  the 
men  were  already  at  work  valuing  the  furniture. 

"  Mr.  Fenwick,  there  is  one  request  I  have  to  make  of 
you.  There  is  in  a  room  above  stairs  an  aged  ledj,  ths 
motiier  of  this  fieimily,  whose  health  is  in  the  meet 
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»  lAu  state.  She  doea  not  know  ffie  aJCteM  of  oar  «nAM» 
>'  Vusments,  nnd  to  learo  lh«m  to-day  by  meaus  of  tMfl  ezHb- 
'  tfoD,  would  gire  her  a  fatui  sliock.     Will  yon  and  joor 

I    iisistants  respect  her  privacy?" 

"Assuredly,  Mrs.  Wildman.  We  need  not,  aod  will  not, 
wt  Toot  above  stairs." 

"I  would  entreat  jou,  were  it  possible,  to  spare  the  ftif> 
ititnre  of  the  sitting-room  and  of  the  kitchen,  which  s1i« 
Bometlmea  enters.  If  it  bo  ncccssaiy,  you  can  empty  the 
parlor  aad  the  druwiDg-rooni  bej'ond,  for  ttioso  I  can  easily 
lock  ap ;  rtnd  as  she  never  eatcra  thcro,  she  need  not  know 
vhat  haa  taken  place." 

"  I  will  endeavor  to  ToHow  your  wlKhca,  Mrs.  "Wildman." 

The  work  progreissed.  The  whole  wf  the  furniture  of  the 
two  parlors  was  levied  oiwn,  and  then,  aa  the  supply  wna 
insnfficicnl  to  meet  the  demand,  ihc  farm-yard  was  visited, 
when  the  yoke  of  steers,  the  wagon,  and  one  of  the  two 
cows,  were  conGscatcd.  Then  the  steers  were  pat  to  the 
wagon,  the  furniture  piled  ap  within  it,  the  cow  tJed  to  tho 
rear,  and  the  whole  team,  driven  by  one  of  the  snbordtnate 
oHiccrd,  left  the  farm-yard.     Then  the  sheriff  took  his  leave. 

"Thauk  the  Lord,"  said  Theodora,  "  for  many  mercies 
in  the  midst  of  judgment ;  first,  that  Miss  Kelly  Parrot 
providentially  took  it  into  her  head  this  morning  to  go  and 
bpend  the  day  where  she  would  get  a  better  dinner  than  we 
conld  give  her,  and  that,  therefore,  she  knows  nothing  of 
this  affiiir ;  nest,  that  the  poor  old  mother's  real  hotne — ^the 
eliumljiT:>,  family  sitting-ruom  and  kitchen — remains  andia- 
lurbed ;  so  that  she  need  never  snspect  our  misfortune. 
Then,  that  ihc  milch  cuw  is  left,  so  that  she  need  not  miss 
milk  fi-oEij  her  ten ;  linally,  that  the  old  horse  and  gig  re- 
main to  me,  fur  they  might  as  well  or  better  have  taken  off 
my  iwo  fciJl  as  tu  have  carried  away  them,"  concluded  the 
poor  lame  girl  as  she  Buttered  back  into  the  house,  closed 
and  bulted  the  shutters,  and  locked-np  the  doors  of  tlko 
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parlors,  and  then  went  to  the  foot  of  the  atein  W9Jk: 
Miss  Elizabeth,  who  qoicklj  came  down,  *iy^ifLiipipg^ 

"Well?  well?" 

"  Well  I  the  Evil  One  is  not  as  black  as  he  it  prisAA] 
Ton  perceive  that  nothing  is  changed  heref 
said,  smiling,  and  glancing  ronnd  the  sitting-room. 

•*  What  I  did  they  take  pity  ?" 

"  No,  my  dear  aunt,  they  took  live  stock  aad  the.ftniM 
of  file  two  parlors.  I  will  tell  yon  more  after  avhihi  8f 
noching  to  Mrs.  Wildman  of  this,  bat  bilng  her  dovi  to 
the  fire.     I  have  to  go  to  town." 

So  saying,  the  young  woman  went  out  into  the  fene-foi 
cautioned  the  two  boys  against  talking  of  the  visit  thej  lei 
received,  lest  it  should  reach  the  ears  of  their  oU  iiiifltn% 
and  directed  Jim  to  put  the  horse  to  the  gig  to  take  her  to 
Eyrie. 

Then,  while  the  boy  obeyed  her  orden,  she  hastened  Wf 
stairs  and  made  herself  ready. 

**  Drive  fast,  Jim,"  she  said,  as  they  started. 

Her  first  visit  was  to  her  friendly  counselor^  the  ai^ 
tioneer,  who  was  also  a  commission-merchant  In  Ejrie. 

*'  I  came  to  say  to  yon  that  the  land  moat  be  spld,  llr. 
Moore.  There  was  an  execution  at  the  honae  to-day.  Aad 
I  am  in  hourly  dread  of  another  one  that  shall  sweep  mmj 
what  the  first  has  left." 

''  Let  it  be  swept  away — ^better  that  yoor  household  fln<- 
niture  should  go,  than  that  your  land  should  be  sold  fbr  a 
sixth  of  its  value." 

'*  Ah  1  but  a  life  would  be  also  imbittered  and  destroyed 
Yon  know  what  the  days  of  old  Mrs.  Wildman  have  been 
.—and  that  from  her  last  affliction  she  has  never  rallied^ 
6he  still,  however,  experiences  a  sort  of  serenity  that  I  will 
not  have  fatally  disturbed  by  the  knowledge  of  oor  dift- 
cnlties.  Therefore  let  the  land  be  sold,  that  she  may 
her  days  in  peace." 
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»^-  "  That  is  reasoned  tike  a  rerj  joong  wonaB.    Hcwflrer, 
E  ^ce  7011  are  resolved,  I  am  at  your  orden.    Wb«  shall 

the  next  i.ii(.-tij[.  luke  [.Ince  ?"' 

-I        "I  shull  not  put  up  the  jiropertj  again  at  auction.    I  si-h 

*,  that  people  come  upon  such  ao  occusion  in  the  espvct&tion 

■  'of  gaiiiinc^  a  (;rAud  edranlage  and  makii]^  a  griuiO  »{>««■>- 

lation,  and  they  dou'l  like  to  he  disappointed  io  llieir  por- 

<;    missiblo  robbery,  which  makes  me  fear  that  human  nature 

I     Is  geberally  at  bottom  dishonest ;  and  which  has  so  warped 

my  opinioQ  of  mankind  to  the  left,  that  I  need  somebody 

to  do  something  Tcry  nia^animoos  now  to    restore  the 

equilibrium.     No,  Mr.  Moore,  you  are  a  commissioa-mcr- 

chant,  and  I  aathorite  yoa  (o  offer  the  land  at  priFaie  sale. 

That,  I  bdicve.  does  not  Itmpt  the  cnpidity  of  purchasers. 

They  evp'ct  to  gintlMiialUlg  like  an  honest  price." 

"  Tpvy  well.  Mrs.  Wfldniaii  [  yet  an  auction  is  often  tbo 
roost  aclvivnUgreow  method  ofmli'." 

"  Yfrf.  I  know,  when  for  iuitaiiec  the  properly  Is  very  de- 
sirahli.-  awl  tlie  neccMily  for  i'-  :--i'i.'  not  iminim-nt j  then 
emulfi'i'n.    !;■    ■[■■;;i     ''.■.-■i'   ■■  uiMihur  tlrong  pnssioa 

of  hu     11:    i,.  Ill  ■.       ■    ■  J.    und  iiisligalea  riTal 

aspirants  to  outbid  each  other,  even  to  a  degree  aboTe  tha 
real  value  of  the  property.  Bat  I  hare  no  time  to  talk 
longer  with  yon,  Mr.  Moore,  I  have  lo  see  several  of  our 
creditors  in  town,  aud  tell  them  of  this  intended  sale,  aod 
]>revail  tipon  them  to  wait  until  it  takes  place,  lest  some 
among  them,  seeing  the  example  set  to-day,  may  follow  it 
up  by  coming  down  on  ns  with  another  execution  to-mor- 
row. Proceed  with  this  affair  immediately,  if  yon  please 
Mr.  Moure.     Good-afternoon." 

Mr.  Moore  ploccd  his  client  in  her  gig,  and  bowed  his 
adieu  as  she  drove  off. 

Tlicodom's  precaution  was  not  nDuecessary,  aod  not^ 
e'tlier,  unavailing.  She  obtained  the  requisite  delay,  and 
returned  home 
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Mr.  Moore  adrcrtised  tlie  land  for  nle  In  tta  tfl^ 
\iaiKTS>  and  also,  by  a  wise  foresight,  in  the  cit7  aad  art) 
puliliiii  iiapers.  Ii  wo^  fruui  tht:  liiter  he  hoped  thiari 
uiid  wilh  the  most  reason,  as  the  event  proved. 

A  geotlcman  oa  the  look-out  for  some  Sua  spot  li 
couDtrj-^eat,  came  from  a  distant  city  to  see 
Tievr  the  land,  with  which  he  was  bo  well  pleased,  ■■ 
to  give  tire  thoaaand  dollars  for  its  poBseuIoa. 

This  sum  satisfied  all  the  creditors,  and  left 
a  few  hundred  dollars,  a  part  of  which  was  expended  htti 
purchase  of  osen  and  of  horses  to  work  the  fenn,  eod  ttl 
remainder  wus  laid  up  to  keep  the  family  Dntil  the  hi 
of  anollier  year  should  replenish  their  hnmble  cofleiL 

And  now  the  liiils  fLimim-sseivi'"''*^ '"'''^"'^  *it^  >«>"^  I 
energy  to  mako  the  nio-t  ual  q{  ibc  land  ibiit  atill  remsiMl  ' 
to  them.  Her  siici--  '.^cii  *  uinniph  of  inimi  orer  metUri 
for  very  liille  <;'>-oji(-iM;i..Hi  eoald  the  poor  little  frail  tai 
crippled  body  ufTonl  V.iv  intellect,  altboogb  it  suffered  wiA 
perfect  paticncL'  and  rl:>i  iu  Tery  best.  It  wu  mors  alM 
than  that,  it  wa^  Hit;  Irjuiijpl]  of  i^naua  nnd  cosaciesce era 
all  the  strongest  !oTf;s  atid  aifrui/iions  of  her  heart, 

Theodora  did  not  like  practical  farming  for  its  own  «ka; 
the  personal  supcrvl^iou  and  direction  of  the  Degro  btqi 
Ewdtcring  at  their  work  under  the  burning  ana  of  niiiiMlf; 
the  inspection  of  pig-pens,  and  the  scientific  mizing  of 
contpoHt  heaps,  nerc  certainly  not  beautifal  and  attraetiTC 
ooenpations ;  even  the  milking  of  cows,  and  the  maklBf 
of  hay,  pastoral  and  })OClicaI  as  these  rural  occupations  an 
(r<<]icrnlly  nilinitted  tobc,  would  not  under  other  circamstaaeM 
have  hiid  power,  day  iiftcr  day,  to  draw  her  tnm  tho 
spiritual  dreams  of  beauty  that  haunted  and  enchanted  ImT 
soul.  But  nut  the  Ici^s  firmly  did  she  reust  this  hacinatla( 
and  seductive  indolence,  and  give  herself  np  to  tba  good 
works  of  usefulness. 

To  rectify  her  inexperience  and  enlighten  herignoraitat,  ■■ 
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-W*n  as  to  areiil  herself  of  the  newMt   thcorl^  and  dis* 
^=^Wtteriea  in  the  art  of  a^culture,  aha  left  an  order  wtlJi  the 
^■Tillage  bookseller  to  send  for  the  br»t  baoks  mioii  this  sub- 
ject, and  these  Tolumeii  when  procured  were  studied  in  tho 
^  iletsnre  raomenii  of  iho  day  and  llirougb  the  evenings,  and 
ff  iw«re  ever  at  liaiid  to  be  referred  to  npon   any  oorasion, 
t- ,  Kvarlj  all  the-ie  booics  were  written  by  pmcticnl  ogrienJta- 
rialB  of  England  or  New  England ;  and  if  onr  zenlous  little 
■■  farmtress  read  diligently  it  wan  lliat  sbo  tnigrht  compare  and 
■     then  coridense  the  beat  wisdom  of  tho  collection  for  the 
benefit  of  her  own  farm.     She  bcfrnn  to  be  inierested  fn  the 
■tndy  and  the  praolionl  test  of  tier  knowledge.     Thns  tho 
work,  begun  ici  loathing,  and  contliiuL-d  only  from  a  sense 
of  duty,  grew  by  kIow  degrrra  ottntctive;  and   wlit-n   the 
mysteries  of  the  viirtb  revealed  thcnuTlTdi  to  her,  the  dp- 
tatU  of  agricaliare  were  no  longer  repnlsivc  ;  even  the  com- 
post heap,  seen  in  it*^  ultimate  resalts  of  wondcrfnl  fertility, 
of  Gne  crops   of  grain  and  grasses,  garden  vegetables  and 
orchard  fmits,  uaa  no  longer  an  insufferable  object. 
f  "  Who  would  ever  h.ire  thought  yog  would  have  made 

Euch  a  good  link'  funner  7"  said  M!x§  Ellia'ititli  ouu  duy  to 
Theudoni,  as  the  latter  came  in  from  the  field. 
"Why?"  inquired  that  young  woman,  smiling. 
"  Why,  of  conrse,  because  you  never  seemed  to  take  the 
BliL''hti.'si  interest  in  it." 

'■  Until  I  was  forced  to  do  bo  I" 
"Forced,  my  de;ir?" 

"Wt-ll,  iiii]H-lkd  by  a  sense  of  duty.  Dear  Basil  waa 
very — ye?,  was  evin — excessively  kind  to  me.  The  least 
ond  all  I  can  do  for  him  now  is,  to  supply  his  place  as  well 
a^  I  can  to  those  he  has  left  behind,"  s«d  Theodora,  with 
tears,  born  ofa  strange  compunction  In hA  heart;  "strange,*' 
for  Theodora  had  really  nothing  to  reproach  herself  witk 
upon  Basil's  account. 
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"Well,  mj  dear,  that  may  be  all  rerj  nmtxxnL    T- 
Bnrprised  at  ihaff  but  at  the  interest  yoa  take  in  ew0ry\ 

"The  interest,  Miss  Elizabeth,  has  grown  apw 
Hitherto  I  have  been  a  dreamer,  and  onlj  lored  Mbfl 
her  finished  and  beaatiful  effects;  bat  I  did  not  knaVyfll 
therefore  did  not  love  her  in  her  laboratory.  Bat  bo%  U 
I  know  and  help  her  in  her  work;  now  that  I  ecMipMll 
with  her,  I  love  and  venerate  her  more  than  eyer.** 

Miss  Elizabeth   perhaps  did  not  fiillj  appreoiata  tt 
sentiment ;  at  all  events,  her  next  words  were  not  anp^ 

''  That  drought  was  a  great  draw-back  to  na  alL** 

"  Oh !  well,  sometimes  it  is  necessary  to  <lrtito  tocfe  tagA 
imi^i'tus  for  a  vigorous,  fresh  start,"  said  Theodora^  sniliit 
Then  she  added  seriously,  ''  Now,  whenever  I  think  of  Ikift 
drout^ht,  and  its  effects  upon  all  grades  of  aoeietj,  I  aa 
deeply  impressed  with  the  relations  of  'mother  earth,' ti 
lis,  her  children.     As  sure  as  the  Lord  is  the  Father  of  ths 
whole  human  family,  the  beautiful  earth  is  our  nviriag 
mother,  and  when  her  bosom  is  dry,  we,  her  children^  ataifa 
But  we  need  not  fear  such  a  misfortune  now ;  Ibr  ddi 
season  promises  to  be  one  of  unprecedented  fmitfiilneM 
All  this  I  have  found  out  while  trying  to  supply  dear  BariBi 
X)lacc  to  his  mother  and  her  household  as  well  as  I  can  P* 

"  As  well  as  you  can,  my  dear ;  things  neyer  went  on  ie 
well  and  orderly  and  prosperously  before ;  no,  not  evea  la 
the  old  lady's  best  days,  and  with  her  best  exertions^'* 

''Ah,  well !  if  it  be  so,  it  is  partly  owing  to  the  greet 
improvement  in  agriculture  and  agricultural  tools  of 
latter  days.     And  my  easy  success  is  mostly  owing 
to—" 

"  Well,  child,  to  what  ?" 

''  To  the  alterations  and  improvements  a  Mend  made 
two  vears  since." 

"Mr.  Aus^Jn  MalmaisonI   I  know;  he  had  the 
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modeled,  and  md(  home  a  DDmbor  of  cnrioiu-looldiig 
BochineE." 

"Tea,  labor-Mving  mocbiaea,  any  one  of  which  stand  tu 
Instead  of  half  a  dozi^n  men  aud  horeca,  and  so  enabia  ot 
to  apply  onr  resource  to  otlier  ni^eda  of  the  larm." 

"  Ue,  child,  why  don't  yoo  gay  me,  for  you  are  cin^y  tb* 
manager  of  the  place." 

"No — ia!  Don't  yon  do  all  the  IioaEekcepin^,  while  I 
do  the  farming,  Miss  Elizabeth  ? — and  is  not  the  old  lady 
Ihe  proper  head  of  the  establiahment  f  (7* — cerlainly,  va 
—I  should  die  of  solitude  if  compelled  to  say  vie." 

Hiss  Elizabeth  nndcrstood  as  little  of  iLls  sentiment  as 
of  any  of  the  preceding  speeches,  and  I  fear  that,  after  all, 
in  many  things,  Theodtim  was  compelled  to  say  "I"  and 
"me"  instead  of  "we"iiiid  "us."  In  nearly  all  her  desreil 
thoDghts  and  feelings  she  wiu  utone.  It  was  very  well  that 
she  indulged  no  morbid  crarings  after  "sympathy,"  whidi 
it  was  impossible  in  her  circnm.stances  to  receive.  £vet) 
her  best  and  wisest  measures  on  the  farm  were  treated  with 
distmst  by  the  family,  and  with  contempt  by  the  neighbors ; 
yet  the  former  had  no  other  chance  than  to  risk  thetr  wel- 
fare in  ber  hands,  even  while  the  latter  sbnigged  their 
shoulders,  called  her  a  Yisionary,  inexperienced  girl,  and 
prophesied  the  speed;  and  final  rain  of  the  fiimlly.  It  re- 
mained for  time  to  prove  Theodora's  worth.  Iuex|ifrieDccd, 
indeed,  ehe  was,  yet  thnt  very  inexperience  was  not  without 
its  ailvnutofres  ;  for  if  it  left  her  without  preeedpnln,  it  left 
her  also  without  the  prqndiccs  of  cnslom-hanlened  and 
bi<roled  conservatives,  so  that  her  qaick  intnllrgont  mind 
fmnd  no  obptacle  to  oppose  to  tlie  rcccpijnn  of  new  and 
enlightening  ideas  upon  the  subject  to  which  she  wished  to 
devote  her.-eir 

n'bcn  her  grain  was  ripe  for  the  harvest,  and  was  fomd 
to  he  the  finest  in  the  county,  the  tone  of  the  neighborhocd 
•cntimcnt,  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  was  in  soma  degre* 
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cbanged  for  the  better,  and  though  Bome  werm  itDI 
who  refused  her  any  credit,  and  ascribed  her -good  fbrtipiil 
to  chance,  bj  the  repetition  of  the  old  adage — ''A  fodlftf 
hick/'  jet  others  gracioasly  acknowledged  that  the  ISlUki 
farmeress  had  done  very  well  so  far,  if  she  should  notji^ 
by  some  new-fangled  whim  and  fatal  ezperimeDt^  spoil  dl 
But  Theodora  did  not  spoil  all.  The  crop  was  secnred  ail. 
afterward  sold.  And  by  its  sale  Theodora  prored  honiK 
as  clever  in  financiering  as  in  farming. 

"That  is  a  wonderful  little  woman,  that  pretty  Htfll 
farmeress  of  lied  Ridge,"  said  one  of  her  neighbors^  wbl 
couhl  not  understand  the  metamorphosis  of  the  miniatui 
painter  of  Mount  Storm  into  the  scientific  and  succesiM 
agriculturist  of  Red  Ridge,  because  they  woold  not  or  could 
not  perceive  that  intellect  is  a  power  not  of  porfioi  bat  of 
general  use,  to  be  directed  to  the  right  or  left,  to  literator«^ 
art,  science,  agriculture,  trade,  government,  or  anj  other 
branch  of  human  cfibrt  and  triumph  by  the  mere  decisioo 
of  the  will. 

Intellect  is  originally  a  pure  central  power,  analloTed 
with  prejudices  and  unbiased  by  circumstances.  If,  in  the 
course  of  its  development,  it  turn  decidedly  to  one  porsait 
in  preference,  it  is  only  because  some  affection  within  the 
heart  has  inspired  it,  while  some  corresponding  ol^ect  with- 
out has  attracted  it.  Ilad  Sir  Humphrey  DaTj  girea  bis 
sole  attention  to  politics,  he  would  probably  haTe  attained 
as  great  eminence  in  political  as  he  certainly  did  in  nahural 
science.  Milton  excelled  in  theology  and  moral  philosophj, 
and  would  still  have  been  celebrated  in  his  prose  works  OTen 
had  he  never  written  h\n  great  poem.  The  late  Dr.  W  -^ 
the  most  eloquent  and  graphic  thought-painter  of  the  age^ 
had  he  devoted  himself  to  art  instead  of  oratory,  woold 
have  left  instead  of  immortal  books  immortal  pictures. 

But  we  are  wandering  too  far  from  oar  little  painter 
turned  farmer.    A  holy  sense  of  duty  inspired  all  her  action^ 
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HMkd  in  the  nev  an<I  real  interest  she  found  in  her  woik,  and 
■  in  its  beneficial  -vlT.ct^  upon  ibe  comrort  and  happiness  of 
1  tbose  depcodeni  'ip»i)  bcr,  she  foand  her  consolation.     Tet 
i  wu  not  Theod..i!i  fully  happy.     Tlial  "virtue  is  iu  own 
.  reward"  is  not  irut,  und  it  need  not  take  one  half  a  liretims 
f  to  find  oat  that     If  virtue — I  nae  the  word  in  its  old  clsssin 
MOM  of  heroiL-  'j'XKlne«8 — if  rinne  was  Jt3  own  reward, 
then  all  the  world  would  l»  rirtuouB  on  titc  spot — (poor 
bntnao  natnre  asks  do  better  than  to  be  Imppy) — and  there 
would   be  little  merit  in  it,  and  no  mora  work  fur  the 
preachers  of  tht  ptn  and  the  pnlpit.     Virtue  is  not  by  unj 
means  "its  own  reward,"  and  to  gaj  that  it  is,  and  to  en- 
deavor to  win  inexperienced  people  to   datj  by  socfa  aa 
axiom,  is  a  donuright  attempt  at  ■wiadliog,  an  effort  to 
obtain  goods  onder  fulse  pretenses.     Tirtao  is  glorious  aa 
Eclf-reau Delation   is   glorioaB,  as   conBecration    to    God   U 
gloriojs,  as  marUnJom  U  glorious;  but  it  ii  with  a  glory 
often  full  of  earihlj  jutiu,  even  of  mortal  agony  ;  it  is  ilxo 
glorj   of   Getbu-i;i[i::t^    and    of   Calviirv,    the   glory   of   tho 
bloody  sweat,  t      -;  -'  ■'.■■:-'.-,  ;:ii;  SO o urge,  the  spear, 

the  cross,  the  :    .     ■      i.     ,     (iuJI   i.s  ila  exceed* 

ing  great,  ooly  sausiymg,  sii-Baincieni  reward  I 

iiut  Hgaiu  we  leave  the  homble  fortanes  of  the  Intle  girl, 
w  ho  had  only  her  yonng  heart,  with  alt  ita  lovely  aspirationa 
and  affectious,  to  lay  upon  the  altar  of  dnty.  That  Moai- 
live  heart  could  not  bat  feel  the  Bocrificial  ateel  and  Gre. 
Slie  did  not  find  virtue  its  own  reward ;  and  only  by  often 
liiruing  to  the  Lord,  did  she  Gnd  warmth  and  strength  for 
liL-r  duly.  She  was  always  interested  in  her  work,  alwaya 
iiiisj  and  always  cheerful,  yet  never  happy,  never  even 
cutilent ;  ever  there  was  a  great  void  in  the  bosom,  never  to 
be  Qlled;  a  mighty  hunger  of  the  heart,  never  to  be  satis- 
fied ;  a  deep  wailing  of  the  spirit,  heard  through  all  the 
business  and  the  clamor  of  the  day.  And  iu  the  eveuin(^ 
in  her  own  room,  with  the  world  shut  ont,  came  bDotlng 
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dreams  of  the  past,  bitter-sweet,  and  wbiehp 
Strang,  va^ue  hopes  for  the  fatare,  repeUed  at 
recogoized,  jet  oft  retaming,  to  be  as  oft  repnbed. 

And  where  was  Yivia  all  this  time  7  Thc^dorm  hai  ^ 
heard  from  her,  or  anj  member  of  her  party,  liaet  fti 
evening  of  the  death  of  Basil.  That  circnmstance  lo  Utti^ 
however  regretted,  was  not  a  subject  of  anxietyy  aa  tfaa  M 
letters  of  Wakefield  Bmnton  had  warned  all  their  ftinfe 
sot  to  expect  letters  from  them  while  trareling^  in  Aammi 
Africa.  But  now  nearly  two  years  had  elapaed  aiaea  flif 
had  j)ust  into  Asia,  and  in  that  time,  if  their  departara  wh 
not  an  utter  desertion  of  their  friends,  they  most  hara  foaai 
opportunities  of  writing  and  transmitting  letters.  PcobaUf 
they  had  done  so,  though  there  must  have  been  too  wm^ 
risks  in  the  journey  of  a  letter  from  the  interior  of  Asia  to 
the  interior  of  America  to  permit  it,  except  by  the  niorait 
chance,  to  come  to  hand.  Thus  it  was  not  the  ftilaxe  of 
letters,  but  the  long-continued  absence  of  Tivia  that  di^ 
turbed  Tlicodora.  It  was  now  full  time  that  she  shoold  be 
on  her  return. 

It  was  in  the  wane  of  the  second  Autumn  ainea  Yifia 
went  away  that  another  event  occurred|  bearing^  npoa  the 
fate  of  Theodora. 

One  morning  in  November,  Miss  Elizabeth  failed  to 
make  her  appearance  at  the  breakfast  table.  Theodaia 
mi.ssiiig  Iter,  and  having  no  messenger  to  dispatch, 
herst'If  to  ascertain  tiie  cause  of  Miss  Elizabeth's 
She  found  that  gentle  creature  still  covered  up  in  her 

**  Are  you  not  well.  Aunt  f "  inquired  Theodora. 

'*No,  my  dear,  I  woke  with  a  chill  this  morning,  and 
I  have  a  fever." 

''Dear  Mitss  Elizabeth,  why  did  you  not  rap  on  the  floar, 
to  bring  me  up  to  do  something  for  you  7  I  am  so  aony.  I 
had  not  the  slightest  reason,  until  I  missed  yoa,  to  tUak 
that  you  were  indisposed." 
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m    •  "  Dear  cbild,  Z  knew  job  had  cBoagh  on  jou  littia  kudi^ 
^1  Vithoot  baring  to  wait  on  me,"  said  tha  meek  rafferer. 

■  Theodora  laid  her  hand  npon  the  buniBg  biow  and  &It 

■  the  throbbing  pnlse. 

J,        "  YoD  hare  a  high  ferer.     Ara  70a  ■afferiiig  in  othar  i^ 
g    apects  J" 

,        "  I  have  some  headache,  and  paio  in  tha  aide." 
,         "  Some" — it  was  onlj  necessary  to  look  in  lier  faee  to  we 
faow  mach  pain  she  patientlj  endnred.  ' 

Theodora  stooped  and  preued  her  lips  to  that  btaUMf 
brow,  and  saying, 

"I  will  be  back  in  analiier  instant;"  flnttereddowatb* 
stairs,  and  dispatched  Jim  on  horeehack  to  Ejtia  for  a  pby- 
Eician  ;  then  niade  a  cap  of  tea  and  carried  it  np  to  the  in- 
valiii. 

When  the  doctor  arrived — two  or  three  hours  later  in  tba 
dar — he  found  her  illness  to  be  a  seTere  attack  of  pnen- 

Mis»  Elizabeth's  disease  soon  ran  its  conrae — it  was  short 
and  futat.  In  eight  days  from  the  commencement  of  her 
illness,  it  became  evident  to  all  that  recoTery  was  imposri- 
ble.  The  day  preceding  her  death,  Theodora,  on  entering 
the  nc\i  room,  found  her  in  tears. 

"  Come  here,  my  dear,"  she  murmared,  faintly;  "1  wiah 
to  talk  to  yon." 

Theodora  drew  a  chair  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  bent 
affect  ionnlL-ly  to  catch  her  words.  But  Miss  Elizabeth  had 
coTrrcd  her  face  with  both  wasted  hands,  to  conceal  tha 
tcar^  tliat  nereribvless  found  their  way  betweea  bar  thin 
fingers. 

■•My  poor  child,"  she  began,  sobbing,  "I  am  about  to  do 
what  will  seem  a  very  ungrateful,  cruel  thing,  to  yon" — and 
ber  voice  broke  down  entirely. 

Theodora,  full  of  surprise  and  conjecture,  ponred  oat  a 
restorative  from  a  vial  into  a  glass  that  stood  npon  tha 
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stand  near  the  bedstead,  and  slipping  her 
shoolders  of  the  fainting  woman,  raised  her  and  placed  1l^ 
cordial  to  her  lips.  When  the  snfferer  had  drank  it,  Theo- 
dora gently  replaced  her  head  on  the  pillow,  pat  awajthi 
glass,  and  resuming  her  seat^  prepared  to  listen. 

**  Yes — a  very  unkind,  ungrateful,  cmel  thing,  to  JM 
who  have  been  so  devoted  to  our  family — " 

**  But  it  is  impossible  you  should  do  any  thing  of  theaoft 
Miss  Elizabeth.  Whatever  you  do,  it  cannot  eren  be  oi- 
kind." 

*'  Ah  I  my  dear,  you  have  not  heard  t  I  wishy  Theodoi% 
befoi-e  I  die,  to  manumit  Jim  and  his  brother,  poor  fellowa" 

"  Do  it,  Miss  Elizabeth !  do  it  now." 

*'  Ah  I  but  my  child,  that  act  would  deprire  joa  of  jotf 
only  dependence,  your  only  farm  laborers." 

"Oh  no,  it  would  not.  Miss  Elizabeth,"  said  Theodoim, 
eagerly :  ''  they  would  not  leave  the  farm ;  I  ahonld  Uie 
them,  and  they  would  work  with  greater  zeal,  and  also 
port  themselves — their  wages  would  cost  me  no  more 
their  support  does  now ;  so  we  should  not  lose,  if  we  did 
not  gain  by  the  exchange.  Manumit  them,  Miss  Eliiabetk 
I  cordially  approve  the  act" 

**  Ood  bless  you,  child.     Send  now  for  a  lawyer." 

Theodora  stooped  and  kissed  the  brow  of  the  djing  wo* 
man,  and  went  to  do  the  errand. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day,  the  work  of  mannmli* 
sion  was  completed.  And  the  next  morning  at  fonr  o'oloeki 
Miss  Elizabeth  peacefully  expired. 

AVhen  the  business  of  the  funeral  was  over,  and  the  hone 
was  restored  to  order  and  quiet,  Theodora  summoned  flie 
newly  manumitted  servants  to  her  presence,  informed  tkem 
of  their  good  fortune,  and  placed  the  deeds  of  maniin 
whi^h  had  been  duly  recorded  and  returned,  in  their 

This  was  so  sudden  and  so  unexpected  that  the  b^ 
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receiTed  th«  nevs  of  their  freedom  with  w  modi  dkmaf  at 

"  Aod  vhat  diqb'  we-dem  do  now,  Mih  Teodoijr,"  in- 
qaired  Jim,  from  the  depttu  of  bi«  perplezitj. 

"  NoLhiog  just  DOW.  Get  used  to  the  ides  tbU  jon  m« 
free,  and  at  the  end  uf  a  week  I  will  talk  with  70a  agftiD." 

When  the  da7  arrived,  sba  ■ummoned  tha  boja  to  her 
presence. 

"  Jim,  I  bare  a  proposal  to  make  to  jron — that  70a  and 
7oar  brother  remain  with  me.  I  will  pa7  70a  the  mm* 
wages  that  the  hired  farm  laboren  in  this  neighborhood  n- 
ceiTe,  and  700  Ehatl  occap7  the  sane  cabina  70s  hare  sow, 
and  receive  the  same  rations,  bat  will  dothe  7oam)vet. 
What  do  70Q  ia7  to  that  7  Came,  take  Ume  to  think  about 
it." 

Jim's  conDtenance  Bnddenl7  fell,  and  his  chin  dipped 
upon  his  breast.  It  was  a  bad  sign,  and  Theodora  felt  on- 
easT,  but  refrained  from  hiuT7iag  iiim.    At  length  the  bo; 

"  We'll  sta7  loog  o'  yon,  if  70a  w«it  as,  Hiss  Teodoff, 
in  course." 

But  tbis  was  said  in  a  tone  expressive  of  so-  modi  dis- 
appointment, and  even  sorrow,  that  Theodora  hulened 
to  say, 

"  Nay,  I  only  make  70a  an  offer,  preferring  7011,  who 
have  been  here  all  your  lives,  to  strangers ;  and  thinking 
b«-sides  that  as  you  have  still  to  work  for  a  living,  70D  ma; 
prefer  to  nork  for  a  mistress  you  know  rather  than  to  seek 
fun  lie  r." 

Siilt  Jim  held  don-n  his  head  and  twirled  hie  hat 

"  Uut  I  see,"  continued  the  young  lady,  "  that  I  have  not 
made  sufficient  alloirance  for  that  love  of  novelty  natural  to 
all  yoaib,  and  especially  naiural  to  those  who  have  led  iso- 
lated and  moDotonoas  lives."  As,  in  addition  to  hii  other 
unexpressed  reasons  of  embarrassment,  Jim  underatood  but 


r 


460  TITIA. 

little  of  this  speech,  he  remained  silent^  hanging  Ui 
**  Therefore,"  Theodora  went  on,  "  yoa  must  not  think  iM 
that  I  wish  to  detain  you  here  against  your  will." 

'*  Miss  Teodorj,  we  likes  and  'spects  de  very  groaa'  jfl 
walk  on.     But — " 

"—Well,  what  ?    Tell  me  all  your  mind." 

'*  Me  an'  Tom  was  thinking  how  we  'oold  like  to  go  ui 
seek  our  fortunes — but" 

" — And  you  would  not  like  to  be  disappointed  1  I  en 
understand  that.  Well,  go  ;  and  if  yoa  should  not  find  a 
better  fortune  than  you  have  left,  come  back ;  yon  will  fiol 
the  old  farm  in  the  same  place." 

This,  then,  was  the  end  of  that  affair.  The  brothers  went 
to  seek  their  fortunes  in  the  terra  incognita  of  their  dreioi 
— the  world  beyond  their  mountains.  Theodora  would  duK 
allow  them  to  go  forth  empty-handed,  bat  gare  each  a  pres- 
ent to  save  him  from  want  until  he  should  find  work. 

*'  It  is  so  natural  they  should  wish  to  go-^they  may 
come  back  by-and-by.  In  the  mean  time,  I  must  supply 
their  places  with  other  laborers." 

Again  had  Theodora's  inexperience  misled  her-^mistaksD 
first  in  the  supposition  that  the  boys,  in  their  new-fledged 
freedom,  would  be  willing  to  remain  upon  the  old  form,  of 
which  they  were  heartily  tired,  she  was  mistaken  secondly  in 
the  idea  that  their  loss  could  be  easily  supplied.  There  wis 
a  great  scarcity  of  hired  laborers.  The  native  poor  of  the 
place  wore  few  in  number,  and  were  constantly  thinned  oot 
by  emigration  to  the  Western  States,  where  manual  labor 
did  not  involve  a  loss  of  caste,  (I  had  nearly  said  of  cha* 
racter)  ;  and  the  valley  was  too  far  inland  and  too  obsenre 
for  the  tide  of  foreign  immigration  to  reach  it.  Thus  the 
season  was  far  advanced  before  the  you^  farmeress  sm^ 
ceedcd  in  securing  the  services  of  two  very  inefficient  sons 
of  Erin,  who  had  strayed  into  the  neighborhood,  and  whesi 
inexperience  and  misapprehensions  were  a  constant 
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g  af  mlsfortiuie.  Thns  her  Uad  waa  for  this  muoq  badly  pr«- 
2:  pared,  and  her  seed-grain  badlj  sowed }  coPBeqnentlj  tha 
['  crops  were  verf  anpromiBiag,  and  thosa  irliC  poned  bj  rv 
.    Btarked — 

"  Oar  little  fanueress  is  not  this  year  doing  yery  well." 
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TBI    KND    or    ABPIKATION. 

TftU  mt  VI17,  pnd  Nfttimf 
Then  mmdtM  DM  whii  1 UB,  vllh  kU  tb*  a^iU^ 

lApLrlDfl  thoughlaAod  Tfihtnienl  dstiia 

Didit  thou  nol  fom  m*  lordU  h  07-  htt^ 
Bua-mlndeil,  dull,  ind  SI  (a  eurj  bnrdditl 
Wb7  bare  I  nun  lo  know  Uie  rang  thit'i  as  ^  t 
litU(Jandaiillii(,  Katsnt— Ohmy. 

No  letter  from  Yivia  ;et.  "  Hope  deferred  maketb  the 
beart  sick" — wcaretli  tbe  heart  out.  Of  late  Theodora  had 
ceased  to  call  or  send  to  the  post-ofGce.  Long  siace,  in- 
deed, she  had  felt  a  sort  of  shame  in  calling  upon  the  fimo- 
tiouary  there  to  look  for  a  letter  that  never  by  any  chance 
was  found.  For  many  years  Tivia  had  been  almost  her 
oal;  correspondent,  and  now  for  years  ViTia  had  been  silent. 

"  Trulj  tliey  will  take  me  for  a  monomaniac,  if  I  continng 
to  ask  for  letters  that  never  come,"  sighed  Theodora,  as  sha 
reaolrcd  to  jiut  a  constraint  upon  herself,  and  avoid  troub- 
liiLg  the  po!-t-office. 

Nothing  in  this  ago  and  cooutry  conld  be  imagined  mor« 
fiolitarf  than  the  life  this  young  creature  led.  She  had  no 
correspondents,  no  neighbors,  and  it  might  even  be  said 
that  she  had  no  family  circle.  It  is  certain  that  she  had  no 
oompanions. 
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Old  Mrs.  Wildman  sat  smiling  seraidj  im 
dying  slowly  and  calmly  from  day  to  daj ;  htf  inftdaitMb; 
gradually  departed — her  affections  only  remaiaedp 
last  were  centred  upon  Theodora  only,  amon^  all  Ml|| 
creatures.     The  memory  of  things,  from  the  date  of  BiM 
kaving  home,  the  evening  of  his  death,  had  eithtr  UA 
entirely  away  or  become  hopelessly  confused.     She  ifl 
often  belieyed  Basil  to  be  just  gone  to  the  poet^flk^flt 
momentarily  expected  back.  v,*) 

**  Won't  you  wait  tea  for  Basil,  honejf"  vould  §lm9ki,' 
each  evening,  as  she  saw  the  table  set.  i^ 

**  You  know  Basil  took  a  cap  of  coffee  before  he  virit 
out,"  would  be  Theodora's  satisfactory  reply.  -U 

**  Oh,  so  he  did.  Seems  to  me,  child,  I'm  getttag  ell: 
and  forgetful.  Stay  I  wa'n't  Mrs.  Bronton  hefe,  toelt 
AVhere  has  she  gone  f "  ? 

''Mrs.  Brunton  started  to  go  home^  Just  befSue 
went." 

'*  Oh  I  so  she  did,  to  get  home  before  the  storm. " 

Then,  if  the  evening  were  clear,  the  old  vomaa 
add— 

"  But  deary  me,  she  needn't  have  been  afraid  I  I  dMrti 
see  no  signs  of  a  storm." 

If,  on  the  contrary,  the  sky  were  overcast  and 
fng,  she  would  tuni  her  eyes  from  window  to 
iiig  piteously,  and  perhaps  with  some  &iat  memory  of^lhl:^ 
tragedy  that  had  occurred.  Another  distinct  leooUaBtiail .: 
she  had — it  was  of  the  announcement,  npon  the  erenlqg  if  . 
Bnsil's  last  de])arture  for  home,  of  the  marriage  of  AaitfiH 
Mulmalson  with  Helen  Wildman.  And  this  fact-— whea  ttr? 
came  into  her  head,  she  announced  with  equal  pride  aaij 
pleasure  to  any  chance  visitor  that  might  come  to  the  faotmi 

"  You  knew,  sir,  I  suppose,"  she  said,  to  the  tax-eoUcAsil 
'*  that  my  granddaughter,  Helen,  was  married  V* 

**  Yes,  madam  I  so  I've  heard."  ^    , 
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9f  **  Dear,  yes,  sir  I  to  Mr.  Aastin  Malmttlsoii ;"  or  tomeUmet 
:j  vifiig  a  stiff,  old-fashioned  phrase,  learned  from  Miss  EUm- 
tt  iMth,  she  would  saj — "  the  joung  heir  of  Moant  Storm.'' 
1  She  was  not  conscioas  of  the  fact  of  Miss  Elisabeth's 
J  death,  bat  always  spoke  of  her  as  being  on  a  Journey  or  a 
0  Tisit,  from  which  she  was  soon  expected. 
£  Bat  upon  Theodora,  as  has  been  said,  she  fixed  her  whole 
heart  With  the  innocent  exactions  of  imbecility,  she  re* 
qaired  the  almost  incessant  attendance  of  her  yoong  pro- 
tectress, a  claim  that  Theodora  conld'not  (kil  to  recognise. 
Occasionally,  the  yoang  lady  consnlted  a  physician  in  re- 
gard to  the  proper  method  of  treatment  to  be  obserred  ia 
Hrs.  Wildman's  case.  The  physician  repeatedly  assured 
her  that  the  patient  might  with  care  snnrire  for  many  years, 
while  the  slightest  neglect  or  disturbance  might  at  any  mo- 
ment cause  her  death.  Farther,  that  the  inralid  wonld  be 
uiost  in  danger  of  a  fatal  attack  daring  the  night,  for  which 
reason  it  was  advisable  that  some  one  shocld  sleep  with  her, 
so  as  to  be  at  hand  at  a  moment's  notice  to  g^re  assistance. 
There  was  no  one  for  this  service  except  Theodora,  and  of 
course  she  did  not  hesitate  to  perform  it.  Every  one,  or 
almost  every  one,  knows  of  the  deleterious  and  sometimes 
deadly  effect  produced  upon  a  young  person  by  sleeping 
with  an  old  and  inGrm  one ;  upon  a  young  creatnre  consti- 
tutionally so  delicate  as  was  Theodora,  this  effect  was  very 
speedy  and  very  marked.  She  rapidly  lost  flesh  and  strength 
aad  color ;  while,  on  the  contrary,  the  aged  inralid  improved 
in  health,  seeming  to  absorb  the  life  her  young  nnrse  lost. 
Perhaps  the  family  physician,  when  he  saw  Theodora's  fast- 
failing  strength,  suspected  the  cause,  for  one  morning  while 
making  a  call  upon  his  patient,  he  asked, 

"Who  remains  with  Mrs.  Wildman  during  the  night f 

"  I  do,  sir,"  replied  Theodora. 

"  Then  give  it  up,  at  once,  my  dear — it  is  a  slow  suicide—* 

in  your  case,  not  a  very  *  slow'  one  either." 
2s 


-.o  JOT  of  her  fnlently  / 
her  resolution  of  sleeping 
toil  and  anxiety  the  ugcd 
tenderly  the  latter  loved  th 

But  in  the  mean  time  the 
lected,  and  the  two  Irish  as 
own  way.     What  time  thei 
patient,  she  bestowed  upon 
of  their  instruction  and  imj 
hour  each  morning  and  each 
most  careful  and  exact  direct 
house,  and  then  ihej^ — but  tin 
of  my  readers  be  taxed,  were 
aions  and  mistakes  would  ensi 
back  was  turned. 

"  Oh,  Ireland  1  Ireland  I"  ' 
tween  a  sigh  and  a  smile,  f 
whether  their  misconstruction! 
disastrous  or  the  more  ludicn 
what  have  I  done  to  be  •coud 
sons  ?" 
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yonng  agricnltarist  began  ?ainly  to  look  aboat  for  bet- 

sssistance  for  the  ensaing  seasoD. 

sai'^  Sieaowhile  a  change  was  coming  over  the  old  lady.    Misa 

.  a'^^ly  Parrot  said  that  she  was  falling  deeper  into  dotage 

^^Tery  daj.     She  often  seemed  unconscious  of  the  existence 

:^jd  the  persons  around  her,  and  spoke  to  the  absent  or  the 

jiesd,  as  if  she  were  in  this  immediate  presence.    Thos  she 

^^^d  imaginary  conversations  with  her  mother  and  with  her 

J  •WD  children.     This,  at  first  merely  an  interesting  pheno- 

^  Benon  to  Theodora,  so  increased  upon  its  saliject,  so  ab- 

"  J  atracted  her  from  all  visible  and  temporal  thiDgs,  that  it 

-.  i^ew  alarming. 

"  My  Lord  I  but  this  is  terrible  1    She  ia  .removed  far 
lirom  us,  even  while  she  sits  there  in  our  sight  I    Her  body 
_^  is  with  us,  is  living,  and  her  soul  is  far  away  1    This  ia  very 
"*  terrible  !"  exclaimed  Theodora. 

'*  Yes  I  if  you've  a  call  to  send  patients  to  Bedlam,  there^M 
Ofi€  ready  for  you  I"  said  Miss  Nelly. 

"  Just  as  sure  as  you  repeat  any  thing  in  that  style  again, 
I  shall  send  one  there,"  replied  Theodora,  deliberately; 
'while  all  this  time  the  old  lady  kept  up  an  imaginary  con« 
Yersation  with  one  of  her  own  children,  who  had  gone  to 
Heaven  in  its  childhood  forty  years  before.  Events  almost 
never  turn  out  as  our  hopes  or  fears  predict.  It  had  been 
feared  that  Mrs.  Wildman  would  die  iu  the  night  And 
hence  Theodora's  sacrifice  of  her  own  health.  It  happened, 
on  the  contrary,  that  the  spirit  of  the  aged  pilgrim  left  its 
earthly  tabernacle  in  the  noonday,  while  she  sat  in  her  arm- 
chair,  with  her  young  nurse  sitting,  sewing  by  her  side.  It 
happened  thus.  She  had  been  holding  an  imaginary  con* 
versation  with  her  own  long-deceased  mother — a  very  plea- 
sant, lively  conven<ation  it  seemed,  for  the  old  lady  fre- 
quently smiled,  and  sometimes  laughed  a  sweet,  low-toned, 
jolly  laugh,  as  she  would  reply.  Theodora  sewed,  and 
watched  her  charge  with  mingled  awe  and  interest 
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At  length  the  conrersation  eeMed.  Tlieidfii*l| 
bat  it  was  not  resamed ;  she  bent  forward  aad  lookidi'h 
seemed  well ;  the  old  lady's  hands  were  laid  €••  wm 
other  upon  her  lap ;  her  eyes  were  closed ;  bnt  anmleBil 
around  the  comers  of  her  month,  that  gare  her  the  4| 
sion  of  one  feigning  sleep,  yet  about  to  betnjfla 
Some  indefinable  impnlse— for  certainly  it  was  ao  wm§ 
of  the  real  state  of  the  case,  impelled  Theodora  toita 
lift  op  the  hand  of  her  patient,  and  to  apeak  ;  but  ikm 
no  reply  to  her  words,  and  the  hand  that  ahe  had  SAi 
lifeless  in  her  own.  The  spirit  had  peacefbllj  paaaedl 
leaTiiig  its  parting  smile  impressed  npon  the  clay. 

It  was  after  the  death  and  funeral  of  the  old  la^K 
Tlicodora  felt  the  full  sense  of  her  own  deaolation.  3 
was  none  left  to  love  her,  and  no  one  whom  aha  ooaUi 
She  seemed  indeed  ''alone  in  the  world."  The  atii 
that  was  no  longer  needed  for  the  snpport  of  othen^ 
failed  herself;  a  feebleness,  like  idiocy,  fell  npon  b«ri 
lect  and  will — a  mortal  weakness,  nigh  auto  dealhp 
upon  her  frame.  She  no  longer  aspired  or  endeavo 
hoped  or  feared ;  thought  or  loved.    She  scarcely  lifed 

Early  one  summer  morning  Theodora  sat  moaing  < 
the  door  step.  AH  was  deserted  and  silent  ia  the  hi 
(for  that  morning  Miss  Nelly  Parrot,  in  disgaat  of  aoKt 
had  gone  off  to  inflict  a  visitation  of  herself  apoa  J 
Bruuton  and  her  daughters  at  Sunset  Hills ;)  aad  all 
still  and  lonely  in  the  lawn  before  the  door ;  the  higk| 
bending  over  and  meeting  across  the  narrow  foot-paths:^ 
silently  but  eloquently  of  the  desolate  and  abandoned  t 
of  the  premises.  In  the  distant  field,  it  ia  tme^  tha 
Irish  laborers  were  at  work,  bat  their  approaohet  to 
house  were  too  infrequent  to  keep  down  the  gias  i 
grew  around  the  door-step. 

"  It  is  in  my  own  heart  that  death  is,  after  all  the  di 
of  Ktarvation.     I  wonder  how  many  die  of  the  hearth  s 
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'vHon,"  KAid  T'leodorn  to  herself,  still  nmeing.      "  I  Km   . 
die     It  is  nron^  to  be  idle  ;  therefore  I  suppose  there  ia 
m  duty  io  keeping  the  Imoda  at  work,  even  if  the  mind  caq> 
Uyt  be  interested  in  it." 

And  khe  arose  and  went  np  slairs  to  g«t  necdlc-work. 
Bfa«  lingered  some  time,  lovbing  orer  old  store*  of  boaso- 
hold  stufl«,  and  nhile  she  traa  still  thas  eD9:figed  ehe  heorij 
•  rap  at  the  door  at  the  fool  of  the  stairs.  She  went  down, 
mpposing  the  rapper  to  be  Dun  or  John,  one  of  her  Irish 
Iftborcrs.  And  Dan  indeed  it  pn)*cd  to  be,  who,  with  hi* 
iMnda  extended,  and  leaning  on  en<.h  aide  o(  the  door  (rame, 
ftWKiied  her. 

"  Well,  Dan,  what  Is  it  J" 

"  Pleage,  misthress,  it  ia  ft  lady." 

"  A  lady — what  lady  f — where  1" 

"  Tn  the  parlor  where  I  showed  her,  ma'am,  and  I  dont 
know  who  she  ia." 

"Annie  Branton,  I  sappose," said  Theodora.  "Well, 
Dan,  that  will  do,  thank  yon.  I  will  go  to  the  lady,  and 
yon  can  return  to  the  field," 

And  Daniel  Jerked  his  head  by  way  of  a  bow,  and  left  by 
the  back  door,  while  Theodora  passed  Into  the  pariw, 
wondering  what  whim  had  brought  Annie  Bmnton  to  Red 
Bidge.  As  slic  opened  the  door  she  pemeired  standing, 
looking  oat  from  a  distant  window,  a  lady  Tery  plainly 
dressed,  yet  bearing  in  her  whole  appearance,  air  and  attitude, 
the  unmistakable  marks  of  distinction.  Something  caused 
Theodora's  heart  to  flutter  as  she  hastened  softly  toward 
this  lady,  who  turned  at  her  near  approach. 

"  Vivia  I  oh  I  Yivial"  exclaimed  Theodora,  as  she  threw 
herself  nearly  fainting  with  joy  opon  the  bosom  of  ber 
friend 

Yivia  snstaincd  her  sinking  frame,  holding  her  near  her 
heart,   and  kissing  her  fondly  and  freqaently,  anlU  her 
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paroxysm  of  Jojons  8ob3  and  tears  was  orar;  iaf  *' 
gat  down  upon  a  chair,  drawinf^  Theodora  npon  btf ; 

"  Oh  !  what  a  joyful,  joyful  suqirfse  I"  at  last 
claimed  the  latter  botwecn  a  sob  and  a  smile.  ' 

"A  surprise !  why,  dear,  were  you  not  expeetfogMJ^ 

**  Oh  !  expecting  you !    I  had  expected  to  hearftoik] 
month  after  month,  month  after  month,  nntil  e: 
seemed  to  be  nothing  but  monomania,  and  then  I 
it,  lest  the  vain  hope  should  craze  me,''  exclaimed 
with  a  fresh  burst  of  tears. 

*'But,  my  love,-' said  Yivia  caressing  her,  "we 
you  that  after  we  should  have  entered  Asia,  there  woolill 
but  few  and  very  uncertain  means  of  commanleating  ftt 
our  friends  here.  Returning  to  Europe  we  wrote  tojl^ 
and  as  soon  as  possible  followed  oar  letters.  Arrifsd  i 
New  York,  we  wrote  again." 

"Xo  doubt  our  letters  are  there  waiting  for  yon!  dai 
girl  I  If  I  had  known  that,  I  should  not  have  giren  70a  tH 
surprise." 

"Oh I  you  should!  it  is  such  a  Joyfal  sniprisel  All 
would  you  have  delayed  giving  me  this  great  happinssi  fi 
half  a  day  or  even  half  an  hour,  by  sending  a  messengfl 
before  your  face?  Oh!  never!  It  is  so  often  we  kiv 
shocks  of  pain — so  seldom  shocks  of  joy,  Tiria  I  And  ii  i 
you,  indeed  ?  Oh !  let  mo  look  at  you  again  I  life  Ins  bw 
such  a  desert  waste  to  me  since  yon  went  away  I  Oh 
Yivia,  let  me  gaze  on  you  I"  cried  Theodora,  almost  hja 
terically,  striving  to  subdue  her  sobs,  and  to  clear  her  cjs 
from  the  blinding  tears,  that  she  might  the  better  gaie  Qpoi 
her  friend. 

**  Yes,  it  is  you !  more  beautiful  and  brilliant  than  era 
Oh,  Heaven  I  my  heart  will  break  with  the  happiness  ol 
seeing  you  I  Yet,  oh,  Yivia  I  I  wish  God  would  take  joi 
to  Himself  now.'-' 

"  Why  do  you  say  such  things  ?" 
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.  0    **  Ton  look  so  beaming  1  so  radiant  I  no  sorrow  has  erer 

eome  near  jon — no  shadow  has  ever  obscured  those  eyes 

'    and  that  brow  of  light — and,  oh  I  Yifia,  this  world  is  so 

'    dark  with  sorrow  I     Can  jou  escape  ?  can  yon  find  a  path 

where  thej  will  not  fall  npon  you  ?"  said  Theodora,  in  a 

r 

Toice  of  inexpressible  sadness. 

"Yon  have  been  walking  in  the  shadows,  Miqnonne. 
There  are  sorrows,  bat  the  world  is  not  dark  with  them.'' 

"  In  the  shadows,  oh  i  yes  in  the  deep  shadows  of  death 
and  the  waters  of  affliction.  Do  yon  know  what  has  hap* 
pened  since  you  went  away  f " 

**  Yes,  my  dear,  I  know." 

"  Ah  i  well,  let  it  pass.  Since  I  see  yon,  all  is  well  with 
me ;  while  for  you,  I  hope  that  Heaven  will  keep  yoa  from 
'  the  common  lot,'  and  give  yoa  a  life  of  unexampled  happi- 
ness I''  said  Theodora,  in  a  voice  of  prayerful  love. 

''  I  thank  and  bless  you,  dear,  for  your  sweet  affection ; 
bat  woald  exemption  from  sorrow  in  this  world  be  well  7" 
qnestioned  Yivia;  and  then,  without  waiting  an  answer,  and 
wishing  to  turn  the  conversation,  she  said — "But  you  do  not 
ask  me  after  my  traveling  companions  ?" 

"  True  I — I  thought,"  began  Theodora,  and  then  a  fit  of 
trembling  seized  her,  and  her  voice  broke  down. 

Yivia  came  to  her  aid. 

''  They  are  for  the  present  my  guests  at  Red  Ridge." 

Theodora  exerted  herself  and  recovered  her  voice. 

''Austin  and  Helen  are  well  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  And  happy  f " 

"Passably." 

"  And  Wakefield  ?" 

"  Wakefield  is  well,"  said  Yivia;  adding,  with  a  smile, 
"  Wakefield  has,  during  our  tour  of  the  continent,  written 
a  great  book  of  travels,  for  which  I  predict— no  mattetr 


Ai  ine  'New  Light'  referre 
youDg  and  brilliant  lumina 
Wukcficld  Brunton,  Esquin 
8oriouslj  wounded  the  sensil 
sugg^ted — '  Monaments  of 
Present' 

"  Wakefield  is  going  to  Nc 
lisher.  Indeed,  he  would  have 
pose,  but  for  his  impatience  to 

"  Wakefield  turned  author  1 
that  he  would  make  a  lawyer, 
clergyman  of  himself.    But  an  a 

*'  Yon  see,  my  dear,  being  a  i 
m  traveler  and  observer,  he  could 
let  us  talk  of  yourself.  I  have  < 
and  night  with  you ;  and  I  wish 
for  a  visit  to-morrow." 

"  My  own  dear  Yivia,  I  thank 
tell  me — who  will  be  there  to-m( 

"  No  one  but  Mrs.  Brnn*'-- 
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jfvetched  in  be»]th,  and  happinetii  and  hope,  as  I  am — ^I  do 
Bot  wish  to  meet  old  frienda  who  are  htkppj  in  dl  tliat  eaa 
make  this  life  happy.  I  thonld  onlj  be  a  shadoir  in  their 
aonablne.  So  I  do  not  wish  to  nee  anj  one,  YiTi%  except 
joor  dear  self." 

YiTia  was  still  looking  at  her  with  the  most  aolidtona 
lore.    Test  Theodora  was  wasted,  broken,  wrecked. 

The  finest  materials  are  (hefird  to  lose  ihmr  heavigwhen 
ptd  io  harsh  U9e9^  The  most  delicate  organisations  soler 
the  most  in  the  mde  contact  of  earthly  hardships.  Thed« 
dora  seemed  ahnost  a  rain  1  Illness,  disappointment,  sorrow, 
toil,  care,  want,  hopelessnem,  lonelinen,  lelf^negleet^  had 
all  combined  to  do  their  work  of  destnioti<m.  Fair  aad 
fragile  she  had  always  been,  bnt  now  her  figure  waa  thin, 
her  complexion  sallow,  her  features  sliarpened,  her  cheeks 
and  temples  hollow  and  shadowy,  her  hair  thin,  and  her 
eyes  sunken.  Still  Theodora  rcHftd  her  thonghte,  and  re* 
plied  to  them. 

''  Ay,  look  at  me,  Yivia  I  This  is  the  end  of  all  my  high 
aspirations  I  Once  I  dreamed  of  a  glorious  life  I  Yerf 
early  in  childhood — aye,  eren  ih  the  night  of  my  deep  ob« 
Bcarity  and  dark  ignorance,  an  aureole  of  beauty  and  of 
glory,  '  like  a  yoang  sunrise,'  lighted  up  the  future  of  my 
dreams ;  beaatiful  visions  Tisited  my  mind ;  beautiful  apirita 
lived  in  my  soal ;  I  knew  not  how  the  lorely  beings  would 
take  outward  form ;  whether  in  music,  or  painting,  or  poe- 
try,  or  scalptare — for  beauty  has  many  forms-^ut  I  knew 
that  they  lived,  and  I  believed  that  they  must  appear !  I 
prevised  a  sovereignty  of  genius  that  should  g^ve  me  a 
mighty  spell  over  miUions  of  hearts,  a  power  that  I  would 
purchase  with  any  amount  of  renunciation,  of  labor,  and  de- 
votion— a  power  that  I  would  use  for  the  good  of  man  and 
the  glory  of  God  1  Yes,  1 1  humble  in  place,  plain  in  per- 
son,  weak  in  health,  dreamed  of  these  glorious  powers, 
achievements  and  elevations  1    And  then  came  the  sweetesl 
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dream  of  all — bnt  no  more  of  that  I  My  God  I 
after  all  that  ha&  come  and  passed,  the  menoty  tl  All 
dream  nearly  kills  mc !  Oh,  Yirial  so  to  have  dltHA 
with  a  common-place  earthly  life  before  me  I" 

"  Your  dreams  were  prophecies  1  it  remains  for  jn  il 
fulfill  them,  Theodora'!"  said  her  friend,  earnestly, 

*'  Prophecies  1  Oh,  Yivia,  do  not  mock  me  I  Look  il 
me !  rained  in  health,  beauty,  fortune  and  hope  widow i 
in  the  bitterest  sense  of  the  heart's  eternal  widoiriMoA- 
^  alone,  poor,  crippled,  sick  and  helpless  1  This  Is  ths  si 
of  all — this  is  death  and  the  grare  I  This  Is  the  sad  tf 
aspiration  I"  said  Theodora,  in  a  roice  that  sonnded  Bko  a 
dying  moan. 

"And  the  beginning  of  achieyement  I''  ezdaiined  YIfii» 
in  a  tone  fall  of  electric  life!  Yon  haye  hitherto  oeif 
aspired ! — now  shall  you  begin  to  achieye  I'' 

''  Achieve  1  me  ?  do  not  mock  my  despair  I"  said  Ilieo- 
dora,  bitterly. 

"Despair  I  what !  despair  at  twenty-fire  I  Onr  Bkned 
Saviour  and  Exemplar  began  his  earth-work  at  thirty  I  Hii 
humblest  follower  may  take  hope  from  his  example  I" 

''  Alas  1  Yivia,  you  do  not  know  how  changed  I  am  I  the 
soul  seems  dead  within  me  I  It  seems  now  thst  I  love 
neither  God,  nor  man,  nor  nature  around  me.  OneSi  lore 
for  our  Father  in  heaven  raised  my  whole  sonl  ss  on  angd*! 
wings  to  heaven  1 — ^the  love  of  my  friends  filled  n^  hosit 
with  joy  1  the  world  of  beauty  around  me  thrilled  ereiy 
nerve  with  rapture  1  Now,  the  glory  of  the  morning  sod 
the  evening,  the  sublimity  of  the  mountain  and  the  besntj 
of  the  valley,  wake  no  response  from  m^  soali  and  I  core  no 
longer  either  to  praise  or  pray  I" 

**  What  I  mentally  and  mOrally  and  splritoslly  dead  si 
twenty-five  ?  Impossible  I  You  are  buried  alive  I  I  osU  joar 
soul  from  its  living  grave  1  Awake  I  arise  1  pnt  on  tl^Ui^ 
and  strength  1''  exclaimed  Yivia,  with  her  inspizing 
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"Alaal  Vivial  Come  doaer  to  mel  Lay  your  handa 
on  me  that  I  iii:it  live  !  Tor  yonr  word*,  lodeHd,  iuiloeJ,  full 
upon  the  ears  nt  llie  tlcaJ  I" 

Vivia  took  ili"::  fp.Mv  uu-l  dMpoiidinE  one  in  her  own 
strong  and  be^nitifiil  nrms,  ami  ky  her  h>'ud  npim  her  brood 
and  loving  b^•■ll^l,  und  luuked  duwit  npoD  her  as  if  tha 
would  have  tnmsruM'd  tmrn  ht-r  own  rkli  vital  power  and 
glorioas  Gpiritiiiil  bounty  ul!  the  life  thnt  fi-eble  fraiae  could 
■QStain. 

"All  that  you  hare  hitherto  Rnffercd  and  surrived  has 
bat  prepared  you  for  yonr  work  1  In  nit  our  earliest  aspi- 
rations, dear  Tlmoifora,  there  ia  bo  tnach  of  the  alloy  of 
self-worship  t  \Vl>  (iciire  love  that  we  may  be  happy,  wis- 
dom that  we  may  be  powcrTol— not  for  the  sake  of  good^ 
not  that  we  njuy  bless  uur  liind  and  crvate  harmony  around 
03.  And  it  ri'(|uirra  suffprinjc  to  purify  ci-uins  from  scltinh- 
ness.  Now,  all  that  purifies,  at  first  weakens  and  ezbanati, 
aye,  almost  unto  death  I  Yet  shall  there  be  a  resHTteotion  I 
*  Sown  in  corruption,  raised  in  incormption ;  sown  in  weak- 
ness, raised  in  strength,'  is  true  also  of  other  things  beaidet 
the  buried  human  body.  Awake  I  arise,  then,  oh  I  Theodora, 
daughter  ,if  Qod  !  and  put  on  thy  light  and  thy  strength  I 
lire  thine  iCtvX  life  I  do  thine  artist's  woric  I  think  I  lore  t 
labor  1"  exclaimed  TiTJa,  with  a  burning  e 
penetrated  and  aroaaed  the  lethargic  brain,  and  « 
chilled  heart,  imd  inspired  the  lifeless  soul  of  her  protege. 

And  as  those  inspiriting  words  sprang  fhim  the  glowing 
lips  of  Tivin,  the  strangest  and  moat  beantifnl  phenomena 
triinsfii^uri'd  the  face  and  form  of  Theodora;  the  prostrat« 
spirit  evoked  by  fbilh,  arose  informing  and  lifting  up  the 
lately  collapsed  and  sinLing  frame,  flnahing  the  pale  fkc« 
and  lighting  up  the  heavy  eyes,  until  the  whole  oonntenance 
glowed  with  beauty,  and  the  whole  fignro  was  ioitiDet  and 
erect  with  strength  and  grace. 

"  Ah  I  that  sod  only  Deeds  arouing  that  tha  nmj  Van 
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Keader,  have  you  ever  won 
by  faith   should   have   passed 
Saviour  aiid  Ills  first  apostles  1 
tlie  gift  of  miracles  was  bestow 
origin  of  ChristiaQitj,  and  resi 
established.    Bat  there  is  noth 
to  prove  that  such  a  limit  was  & 
ing.     The  only  condition  necessi 
g^fl  was  FAITH — ^the  only  limit  t( 
was — insafficiency  of  farth.     Wh} 
cannot  the  Christian  believer,  call 
pain*racked  brother,  heal  him  by 
less  omnipotent,  or  is  man  less  fai 
ages  of  Christianity  ?    We  all  kn* 
for  good  or  for  evil  of  man  over  ma 
more  converting  than  the  preacher's 
tone  and  gaze  and  gesture.     Oftei 
the  doctor's  dmgs  is  his  comfortii 
mast  still  be  the  healing  power  of 
faith  ?    Bot  this  is  a  subip^*^  *-■ 
pr     "♦  -  * 
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tikst  had  brogght  her  to  Red  Rid^e,  and  Theodorft  going 
on  a  gentle  marc  belonging  to  the  farm. 

As  the/  wound  their  way  down  the  narrow  bridle-patb, 
leading  frooi  the  Ridge  to  the  valley,  and  bordering  each 
side  with  whilv  dogwood  IdDKcomB  and  piuk  honrysucklcs, 
all  natare  seemed  jaat  waking  ap  and  propuring  lo  sing  her 
tnatin  eong  of  pmige. 

The  valley  lay  below  them,  shadowy,  green,  and  freah 
with  dew — the  oppoaite  ranjie  of  mouataina,  at  the  extrem- 
ity of  which  were  Vivia'^  Uillt,  ttruMe  darlily  oguinict  Um 
horir.on,  now  rcddcntsi  with  the  coming  day. 

From  all  the  earth  arose  a  low,  glad,  thrilling  murmar, 
made  up  of  the  Urst  waking  moTcmeat  of  woods  and  fields 
and  atreama,  of  insei^ta,  birda  and  beaats,  an  though  natnre 
BofUy  awept  her  harp-strings  in  a  prelude  to  her  grand 
morning  song  of  lUanksgiriug. 

It  was  altogether  a  moat  aniiaating  and  exhilarating 
■ccne. 

"  It  in  the  most  delightful  uid  inTigonting  ride  I  »nt 
took,"  exclaimed  Theodora,  iuhaling  %  deep,  llfa-girliig 
breath. 

"  It  ia  becanae  you  take  this  ride  at  an  hour  in  whieh  /cm 
never  redo  before — between  foar  and  flve  o'clootc  ontnoi- 
mer  morning — an  hour  of  the  exceeding  beui^  of  wUch 
yon  never  dreamed,  I  ventare  to  laj.  Poets  ud  pftlnten 
have  filled  volumes  with  songs,  and  galleries  with  piiitarait 
of  the  RQnaet,  the  aunrige,  etc. ;  but  poet«  and  painters  must 
be  an  indolent  brotherhood,  for  thejmisa  the  moat  gloriou 
and  inspiring  hour  of  the  day  or  night — the  hour  of  n&ton^ 
wakening — when  we  snrprise  her  at  her  mysteries,  when 
the  earth  is  half  spiritaal,  even  if  it  be  not  filled  with  spirits. 
Whence  cornea  that  low,  delicloDS  marmnr,  arising  ftom 
the  ground,  as  if  the  earth  were  one  grand  harp,  whoa* 
■tritigs  vibrated  to  the  whisper  of  the  breeze  f    Can  it  tU 
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uarrow  path,  tliroagh  the  dec 
bordered  banks  of  Mad  l\ivei 
a  f(>rd  where  tlie  water  was  so 
paused  to  admire  the  silvery  s 
the  bottom. 

Then  resuming  their  reins, 
bank,  and  proceeded  tlirongh 
copsewood,  and  finally  the  scat 
trees  that  grew  up  and  down, 
bills  to  Yivia'g  mansion,  which 
full  time  for  the  very  early  brea 
had. given  them  an  appetite. 

As  Yivia  had  promised,  all  the 
of  Mrs.  Brunton,  were  absent  at 

After  breakfast,  Mrs.  Brunton 
ther  attendance,  and  departed  t 
mestic  affairs,  leaving  the  you 
middle  of  the  day  was  spent  in 
was  pleasantly  passed  by  the  fri( 
the  beautiful  groves,  or  alono*  ♦ 
the  1"^^*»  '*" 
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viselyy  dear  Theodora,  in  all  that  has  occurred.  Bnt  now 
this  immolation  of  joarself  most  end.  Naj,  it  has  ended. 
Kow  joa  mast  sell  or  rent  yoor  farm ;  yon  most  accompany 
me  this  ensuing  aatamn  to  the  city ;  yon  most  open  a  atudio 
there,  and  devote  yourself  to  yoor  beloTed  art  Yon  mnsi 
give  forms  to  the  beauty  in  your  mind ;  no  matter  whether 
those  forms  of  beauty  be  at  once  appreciated  or  accepted ; 
they  must  be  created,  and  they  will  be  imm<»rtaL  And  if 
not  in  your  world-life  successfuly  yon  will  be  in  yoor  apirit* 
life  happy." 

''Successful?  Happy?  Oh  I  do  not  eren  preeame  to 
ask  it  I  Successful  ?  Only  let  my  heart  bnm  at  heretofoia» 
but  not  as  heretofore,  without  diffnaing  light  and  heal  to 
any  1  Only  let  me  hear  deep  oracles  of  the  spirit,  as  hither- 
to, but  not  as  hitherto,  without  the  power  of  utterance  to 
make  them  acceptable  and  useful  to  the  soul-needs  of  i^y  I 
Let  the  heart  consume  itself  in  its  own  diyine  fires,  so/that 
it  makes  some  space  in  the  world  a  little  wanner  and  a 
little  brighter — ^let  the  spirit  isolate  itself,  ao  that  it  maj 
hear  and  utter  the  prophecies  within,  and  then— you  may 
forget  the  artist  in  her  poverty  and  obscurity.  She  will 
not  pine  for  absent  fame  or  fortune.  She  will  not  even 
know  whether  she  be  'successful.'  Bnt— -' happy  ?'  Did 
you  say  I  should  be  happy?  Ah,  not  ah,  nerermorel 
nevermore  on  this  earth  1  Look,  Vivia  I  that  poor  beetle 
at  our  feet ;  some  careless  step— -it  might  have  been  yonra 
or  mine — has  trodden  upon  it  and  crushed  one  quarter ; 
yet  see  how  it  struggles  and  stumbles  as  it  tries  to  go  along 
on  its  remaining  sound  members  1  I  am  like  that  poor 
beetle,  V iviu  I  I  /tel  very  like  that  poor  mutilated  insect 
lix>L's  /  V^ivia  I  the  left  side  of  my  chest  has  a  crashed  and 
dying  feeling,  half  physical,  half  spiritual,  since  the  will 
wiihin  seems  crippled  with  the  heart." 

"  You  have  loved  and  you  have  suffered,  and  with  all 
the  strength  of  your  heart  1    Well  I  what  then  ?    Saeh  are 
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tbe  eonditloni  of  the  poet's  and    be  ttdiniinM 

indispensable  conditions  of  their  power  I     Im 
hood  jon  had  the  aspirations  and  preTbioos  of 
were  willing  to  consecrate  yourself  to  the 
art  that  possessed  jon ;  willing  to  be,  or  to  do^  or -It 
*— any  thing — all  things  in  her  service.     Well.  HhjlMM 
sorrow  came  ;  came,  bringing  storm  and  doTiastatioo  fpiipt! 
calmness  of  your  life ;  came,  laying  open,  as  aa 
does,  the  deep  abyss  of  your  spirit^  and  paiaed^ 
weak  and  desolate,  yet,  in  your  weakness  and  your 
wiser  and  more  powerful  than  you  could  ever 
without  that  deep  experience  I    Love  is  the  hoVnt^ftUb 
teachers,  and  sorrow  is  the  next  1    Yoa  would  noi  aoHLki 
willing  to  annihilate  the  memory  of  that  love  with  'aftittil^ 
suffering  that  it  has  brought,  sweet  suffering  at  laat^  riMltta 
has  been  fruitful  of  wisdom,  power,  and  beauty  I     But  lliiT 
is  not  all  a  woman's  life  I  do  not  think  it— lore  is  aoi-aBitf 
my  life,  and  yet  you  know  my  life  is  large  and  ilehl   M^t^ 
Theodora,  be  strong  and  patient  I  how  short  ia  our  mmMf^'^ 
life,   even  of  the    longest ;   and  how  Teiy  few  Hve  Ikib^ 
longest  I    Long  or  short,  live  put  your  life  worthi^i   Uie-'^ 
blessing  and  blessed  I   Wait  for  death  that  diasolfwalUUii 
marriages,  and  confirms  all  true  ones  I    Wait  for  hoMMi,'^? 
where  there  can  be  no  more  illusions  of  the  senae^  n6 
deceptions  or  8e(/*-deceptions,  no  more  nnLom  of  the 
with  the  true,  the  evil  with  the  good.  Ah  1 1  thin^wmflv 
truths  of  heaven  only  accepted,  earth  would  then  poaaHr«~ 
divine  patience  1    But,  come  1  the  sun  has  set^  tiie  WKMm  !><•> 
just  rising;  it  is  beautiful,  but  the  dew  is  also  lUlliig,'aaft 
you  are  not,  as  I  am,  on  such  good  terms  with  natnveai-ta 
bear  her  damp  as  well  as  her  sunshine,  so  let  bb  rrtilf  ti 
the  house,"  said  Yivia,  and  rising,  she  assisted  Theodom tP''** 
her  feet  -i.i 

When  they  entered  the  parlor,  they  fom  '    ~  i  tB^4MlfiA* 
set,  and  Mrs.  Brunton  waiting  to  preside  iMoL  a  i^nii 
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^Wben  did  our  Mends  say  ibftt  thej  wodd  beknef* 
Inquired  YiTia. 

**  They  have  decided  to  deep  at  the  Oonyent  to-night^  tad 
to  Tisit  to-morrow  the  Jesuit  Seminarj,  and  to  retnm  lien 
to-morr6w  evening.  Bnt  that  reminds  me— Mn.  WildmaA 
certainly  does  not  intend  to  retnm  to  Bed  Ridge  to-night  P 
inqnired  the  old  lady,  in  conclusion. 

**  No,  certainly  not ;  Mrs.  WUdman  remains  my  guest  until 
to-morrow  afternoon,  when  I  shall  myself  escort  her  hosMi, 
spend  the  night  with  her,  and  come  back  here  on  Wadnea- 
day  morning,'*  answered  Ylriay  who  had  Just  then«fmpfo- 
Tlsed  the  plan. 

**  Ah  I  you  two  were  always  great  Mends,  and  you  haft 
1>eea  so  long  separated — ^I  do  not  wonder  I''  obserred  fba 
old  lady,  as  she  filled  out  a  cup  of  tea  and  passed  It  to 
TiTia. 

Accordingly,  Theodora  passed  that  night  and  the  next 
day  at  the  Hills.  And  during  that  time  Yi^  won  her 
consent  to  all  the  plans  she  had  proposed.  And  eren  bi 
that  short  space,  Theodora's  improvement  in  spirits,  health, 
and  strength,  was  very  marked.  * 

Yiyia  accompanied  her  back  to  Red  Ridge,  and  as  they 
sat  alone  in  the  farm-house  that  night,  they  discussed  the 
details  of  Theodora's  removal. 

**  The  household  furniture  may  be  let,  if  possible,  wKh  the 
house  and  farm.  The  stock  must  be  sold.  The  two  old 
superannuated  nejE^'oes  must  be  comfortably  provided  for  fai 
the  cabin  which  they  now  occupy,  and  which  will  also  be  a 
home  for  my  two  poor  young  vagrants,  Jim  and  Tom,  if  they 
ever  should  wish  to  retnm.  But  what  shall  I  ever  do  with 
my  familiar  demon,  Miss  Nelly  Parrot  f "  inquired  Theo- 
dora, smiling  in  the  midst  of  her  embarrassment. 

"Oh  !  give  yourself  no  concern,  my  dear,  abo*t  that  I 
shall  invite  her  to  take  up  her  abode  at  the  btlls,  where 
there  is  room  enough  to  accommodate  her  without  ineooi" 
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moding  othen,  and  wbere,  in  my 

amusement  to  Mrs.  Bmnton,  who  cna  keep  Im  In 

Soon  after,  they  retired. 

And  the  next  morning  Yivia  took  leavo  of 
departed  to  basj  herself  in  procuring 
Ridge.     She  enlisted  Wakefield  and  Anatia  Ia  Hai 
enterprise.     She  yisited  Theodora  two  or  threa 
week.    And,  day  by  (day,  Theodora  improTed  in 
spirits ;  and  Yivia  smiled  joyously  to  see  the  bleaaed 

On  one  of  her  visits  to  Red  Ridge,  Yirim  wm 
by  Wakefield  Brunton,  who  since  his  retnm  had 
ions  to  pay  his  respects  to  his  old  playmate.  The 
was  on  both  sides  a  joyous  one.  Theodoia  finud  VAa 
field  incredibly  improved — ^the  sun  of  the  Orient  hai  ii^ 
parted  a  rich  brown  tiut  to  his  complexion,  and  giMal 
higher  gloss  to  his  raven  black  hair,  and  n  deeper  tm  M 
his  dark  eyes ;  his  bearing  also  was  self-poiiiedt  iHtaiMi 
and  proud  almost  to  haughtiness;  yet  hia 
addressed  to  herself,  was  very  gentle  and 
when  addressed  to  Yivia,  was  deferential  eren  to  hnwiUft 
there  was  indeed  in  his  whole  deportment  to  the  latts;a 
sort  of  sorrowful  self-abandonment  and  deprecnlkn^  pairfri 
to  behold  and  impossible  to  uuderstand,  and  to  wliioh  Tifii 
opposed  an  unvarying  kindness,  whose  paaaionlaaa 
was  equally  inexplicable  and  almost  equally  p^^nfM 

"  What  is  it  ?  What  can  it  be  1  Have  each  or 
of  these  two  loved  the  other  f  It  is  imponible  to  knovt 
for  Wakefield's  strange  manner  reveals  nothing;  And  Ybis 
never  taxes  another's  heart  with  her  own  troabk%"Mii 
Theodora  to  herself,  as  she  pondered  over  theae  thingiL 

Wakefield  was  almost  as  much  interested  in  Theotaak 
fate  as  she  had  been  in  his  own  and  Yivia'a ;  Cor  oa  ha  aid 
his  companion  rode  forth  from  the  farm  he  aaid, 

"  Our  Theodora  has  more  beanty  and  inl      it  ■boil  htf 
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she  erer  had  before.  Her  eyei  lunre  tiw  loft  harQiiaiiG|^ 
Bod  her  complexion  the '  tender  pallor'  of  Tasao^  Leonora' 

''  She  has  soul  beauty,  dear  Wakefield,"  answered  Yivia. 
J  This  was  Wakefield's  first  and  his  farewdl  Tisit;  fbr  the 
mezt  morning  he  set  ont  on  his  journey  to  New  fork. 
*  Yiria  returned  to  Theodora.  The  latter  thought  sba 
ittccted  for  the  first  time  a  look  of  deep  depresaon  aid 
•ante  anxiety  on  the  heretofore  calm,  bright  ftae  of  her 
Mead,  but  in  a  moment,  and  before  aha  ooald  be  sore  thai 
h  was  there,  it  passed  away,  aad  smiliagly  YlTia  said, 

"Ton  are  growing  strong,  Theodora!  Tbtfa  is  ao 
longer  a  plausible  excuse  for  your  keepfng  your  firiands  at 
ii  distance,  since  I  can  no  longer  with  tmtii  tail  tkeas  that 
joa  are  indisposed.  For  your  own  sake  and  for  omi,  dear 
Theodora,  be  firm ;  prepare  yourself,  and  come  to-morrow 
to  call  upon  Helen.  Break  the  ice  of  this  estrangement^ 
get  only  the  first  interview  oTer,  and  all  will  henceforth  ba 
weD  between  you  I  Tou  will  find  Austin  unchanged,  and 
Helen  much  improTed,  and  both  worthy  a  share  of  your  ea* 
teem." 

Theodora,  who  had  grown  pale  and  cold  at  the  first  pro* 
position,  ncTcrtheless  replied, 

"  You  are  perfectly  right,  as  always,  dearest  Yiria.  Wa 
four  cannot  continue  to  Utc  thus  estranged ;  the  meeting 
must  come  sooner  or  later ;  it  will  cost  me  a  pang,  bat  I 
wiU  go." 

*'  I  thank  you  in  the  name  of  ns  all,  my  dear.  Then  I 
will  remain  with  you  to-night,  and  take  you  home  with  me 
to  make  the  visit  to-morrow.     Shall  it  be  so  ?" 

"  Ob  I  yes,  dearest  Yivia  I  you  anticipate  my  earnest 
wishes." 

**  And  yoQ  will  then  spend  the  day  with  ns,  or  the  week, 

you  shall  feel  disposed  ?" 

"  You  shall  do  with  me  as  you  please,  dear  Yivia." 

Accordingly  the  next  morning  the  friends  arose  at  dawa^ 
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and  prepared  for  another  of  those  delightful  ridai 

the  valley  in  the  morning  twilight. 

When  they  reached  the  Hills  the  aon  waa  Jut  iHif 
while  the  household,  were  already  up,  and  Ufa.  Bmlflll 
early  breakfast  prepared  in  her  own  room. 

"  We  must  tal^e  coffee  with  oar  hoasekeeper  this 
ing,  Theodora  I  Indeed  I,  being  an  early  riser, 
with  Mrs.  Brunton  every  morning,  and  only  ait  dovi  i 
the  family  breakfast  with  Anstiu  and  Helen  as  a  mMttd 
form,"  said  Yivia,  as  she  assisted  her  friend  to  xeBeraka^ 
self  of  her  riding  skirt. 

"  How  long  will  they  remain  your  gneatSy  VItIa  f» 

**  Until  we  all  go  up  to  town  together.  Their  ImmhA 
Mount  Storm  will  not  be  ready  for  their  reception  tUi  l» 
son." 

Tbey  sat  down  to  the  table  with  good  appetitea  fbr  Ma 
Brunton's  fragrant  coffee  and  delicate  rice  mnfllna. 

And  after  the  morning  repast  was  over  thej  r«pairdtl 
Yivia's  apartment,  where  Theodora  repoaed  heraelf  iril 
the  young  couple  were  ready  to  receive  her  in  the  nundf 
room. 

Then  Yivia  came  for  her  and  conducted  her  in.  Aa  aon 
as  she  entered,  and  before  she  could  raise  her  ejea  to  m 
Helen  and  Anstin  sitting  near  one  of  the  balcony  wiadov% 
Helen  sprung  up,  ran  toward  her,  caught  her  in  her  wtm, 
kissed  her,  and  burst  into  tears.  Helen's  emotion^  atraaM 
perhaps,  but  perfectly  sincere,  covered  completely  ainr  loa 
of  self-possession  that  Theodora  might  have  betnjed. 

When  Helen  had  wept  a  little  over  the  meeting  with  fhl 
old  schoolmate,  whose  life  she  had  been  fated  to  in  maij 
ways  imbitter,  she  took  her  by  the  hand  to  meet 
who  was  standing  ready  to  welcome,  and  who  now 
to  greet  her. 

She  raised  her  eyes ;  the  same  grave  and  beaatlfU 
met  her  glance. 


I- 
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''  I  am  rerj  happy  to  meet  70a  ug$ia,  dear  Theodora," 
Im  eaid ;  "  I  hope  70a  will  remain  with  ob  awhile.  Sioce 
letnmlDg  hither,  we  have  all  felt  Tery  moch  the  need  of 
jonr  presence  to  make  onr  family  circle  complete.'' 

There  was  as  much  deference  in  his  manner  as  there  was 
kindly  affection  in  bis  words ;  both  together  had  the  efbct 
€»f  calming  the  disturbance  of  his  listener's  bosom,  and  shs 
leplied, 

«<  I  am  so  happy  to  meet  yon  all  again,  Anstin  1  They 
were  so  long  and  lonesome — those  days  of  your  absence  I" 

"  Bat  now  we  are  returned  I  Let  os  nerer  be  far  or  long 
separated  again  1  I  do  not  see  why  we  &ie,  drawn  together 
by  congeniality  of  temper,  may  not  form  one  household  I  I 
want  ViTia  and  Wakefield  to  lire  with  us,  or  to  allow  os  to 
lire  with  them — ^but  Yivia  does  not  rcu'ect^  yet  does  not  ac- 
cept my  proposition.  YiTia,  for  the  first  time,  resenres 
herself.  But  you — now  while  we  all  happened  to  be  collected 
under  one  roof — how  long  will  you  remain  with  ns  ?" 

"  I  came  to  spend  the  day,  Austin." 

"  She  will  stay  at  least  a  week,  Austin  I  And  if  I  hare 
inflaence  enough  over  her,  she  will  not  return  to  the  larm 
atalL" 

"  Yes  I  while  '  closing  business'  there,  it  is  just  as  weU 
that  our  Dora  makes  her  home  with  us  until  we  go  to  town, 
and  then  accompanies  us  thither,"  said  Austin,  turning,  as 
he  concluded,  to  Helen,  as  if  to  solicit  her  concurrence  in 
the  plan. 

Helen  nodded,  and  smiled  assent 

Theodora  was  in  the  hands  of  her  friends.  We  all  know 
how  docile,  and  hu\v  easily  led  she  was.  And  her  friends 
disposed  of  her  as  they  would.  She  remained  at  the  Hills, 
only  returning  to  the  farm  \ihen  her  presence  there  was 
necessary  to  attend  to  the  sale  of  the  stock,  and  of  the 
gprowing  crop,  and  lastly,  to  the  transfer  of  the  p< 
of  the  house  to  the  tenant  Austin  found  to  take  it. 
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Mi88  Nellj  Parrot,  at  YWia*!  ioTltotfoa, 
the  last  cart-load  of  yalaables  firom  Red  Ridge.  Mki 
was  highly  delighted  at  the  change  from  the  poor 
to  the  affluent  mansion ;  and  m  nseqaentljc.  got  ugm 
most  dignified  and  best  beharior,  until  the  fiamilj  wm 
])ariDg  to  go  to  New  York,  when  Miss  Nelly  ioTited 
self  to  become  one  of  the  partj,  pntti&g  her  act  npn  ii 
most  generous  grounds,  bj  declaring  that  she  was  attacMti 
Theadora,  and  would  never,  no,  lefer,  fimake  her  or  aliv 
her  to  go  unattended  ont  into  a  heartleBS  woridp  elCL  h 
Tain  Yivia  good-humoredlj  promised  to  taica  ezoelleat 
of  Theodora.  No  I  no  I  no  I  Yim  left  her  onoe  Ibr 
and  might  leave  her  again — and  then  whatwoii]4.!rh0fldMi 
do  1 — Miss  Nelly  triumphantly  inquired,  whQe  letaite 
her  fixed  determination  to  abide  by  the  Ibrtuneaef  Wr^iiij^ 
mate  protectress.  This  persistence  on  the  paii^of  ttahpffi 
Miss  Nelly,  most  have  cansed  mneh  dietnibaaea  te  fti 
travelers,  had  not  a  providential  yisitatioa  of  riieaMitfp 
laid  Miss  Nelly  upon  her  bed,  with  a  reaaoaahla  fg$^^ 
of  remaining  there  some  days.  And  vnder  tli»eovir  (^ 
her  indisposition,  the  family  party  retreatedp  and  9anmi§(il^ 
their  journey.  •; 

They  reached  New  York  early  in  Seoember,  and  Ipsjl^ 
furnished  house,  in  a  quiet  street^  where  th^f  eilBliik|||i 
themselves  for  the  winter.  .  !■ 

Wakefield  hod  found  a  publisher,  and  they  Amd  Ma 
deeply  engaged  in  reading  his  proofs.  i. 

Austin,  iu  whose  name  the  house  had  been  takaBp  faijliil 
and  entreated  Wakefield  to  leave  his  obsceae  boardfaig-hoai^ 
and  come  and  take  up  his  abode  with  them  for  the  viatal^ 
And  at  last,  tifier  a  good  deal  of  hesitation  aad  iHipiallj, 
Wakefield  yielded  with  the  air  of  one  who  aceeptajl  ii^^ 
vitation,  rather  with  the  intention  of  plMsing  hia  ImbHlpl 
of  gratifying  himself.  .  ,.,  ,  \^ 
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TvkoBdKA,  in  thaw  d«7B  teemed  nub1«  to  nfAm  bar 
■iBAiement  in  watcbing  WftkeBeld,  u  be  csme  in  uid  weit 
oQt  with  hia  air  of  perfect  ean,  indepeodenee,  aathoiit^. 
His  gr&od  sei^orial  manners  were  iDcompreheuible  to  bny 
who  had  known  him  from  his  boyhood,  throngh  all  tb»  di^a 
of  hie  pennry  and  obscurity. 

"Really,  if  I  had  not  known  Wakefldd'a  origin,  I  iboald 
bare  taken  him  for  one  bom  in  the  pnrfrfe,  aceBito— d  to 
dominion,  destined  to  glory.  YetitMematona,  iflwaoin 
his  place,  an  aspirant  for  hme,  the  mon  exaltod  I  bew, 
the  more  really  bamble  I  ihoiild  b» ;  but  mea  tUak  diflb^ 
cntly,  Isnppose." 

Instinctively  knowing  that  these  eritidims  wobU  b*  ■■■ 
pleasant  to  Tiria,  sbe  never  gave  them  atteraace ;  bat  ona 
day,  feeling  this  interest  in  hearing  the  circnmetancea  that 
bad  contributed  to  "  form"  WakeBeld,  she  inqnired  of  Tivia, 
how  he  had  liero  pleased  with  their  Eastern  tonr,  and  how 
they  a«ually  passed  their  time. 

"  It  \i  impossible,"  answered  ViTia,  "  but  that  ha  iboald 
have  been  uxU  pleased.  We  trareled  nnder  the  moat  bTor- 
Bble  conditions  of  improTemeiit,  and  for  pliiiiuni.  Awtia 
and   myself,  yon  know,  baTing  been  abnnd  httan,  had 
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formed  a  some  what  ^xtensiTe  acqaafntance  in  Ai  IU|| 
circles  of  the  principal  cities  of  Europe.     We  renewidi  ^ 
of  those  acquaintances,  and  through  them  formed  maaj: 
ones.     We  presented  Wakefield  to  all  cor  cirdea  nm^li 
a  friend  and  fellow-citizen.      And  once   introdueed  OH 
society,  his  personal  merits  accomplished  all  the  rest" 
"  Forgive  rae ;  all  what '  rest  ?' " 

A  cloud  passed  over  the  fme  features  of  Vivia;  butifr 
mediately  by  an  ciTort  of  the  will,  she  smiled  brightlj,  St 
pclling  the  shadows,  and  replied, 

"  Well,  he  succeeded  brilliantly  in  the  saloona  of  Ftai^ 
and  afterward  also,  in  Florence,  in  Naples,  and  in  Bfloia. 
This  success — " 

Yivia  paused,  and  the  same  shadow  retoming  to  im 
brow, 

"  Well,  this  success — intoxicated  him  1"  snggented  T^O- 
dora. 

"  No,  certainly  not" 
"  Gave  him  confidence,  then  I" 

"  He  did  not  need  that    This  success— well  I  it  vifmij 
natural  I    Tou  see  what  he  is— handsome,  gmeefiil,  grncfciyi 
— with  the  condescension  of  a  Prince,  rather  than  the  coo^ 
tesy  of  a  courier ;  having  the  air  of  one  who  had  never  nsl 
a  superior  to  himself  among  his  own  sex — (for  his 
to  women  is  ever  as  deferential  as  you  see  it  now] 
more  than  all,  possessing  a  fine  and  highly  cnltiTi^ed  is- 
tellect,  and  conversational  powers  as  brilliant  as  profomid. 
You  perceive  then,  that  being  what  he  is,  and  introdnoed 
as  he  was,  his  success  was  a  matter  of  course.     But 
how  there  prevailed  an  impression  that  he  was  in  his 
country  wealthy  and  distinguished.    In  a  word,  people  he* 
lieved,  or  took  it  for  granted,  that  fame  and  fortone  had 
smiled  upon  him  as  favorably  as  the  Muses  had.     An^- 
would  you  believe  it,  Theodora  f — our  mstie  Wnkeidd. 
reaUj  became  quarry  for  manosuvering  mothen  and 
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-^  ili^^eable  dangbten  I    Of  cooiBt  oothing  red  In  fae  my 

"  of  matrlmonj  could  ha^e  come  of  each  Ulneione,  for  anp- 

^  poeing  it  possible  that  Wakefield  conld  hare  been  ensnared, 

-=^  the  moment  there  shoold  hare  been  a  proposal  there  wonld 

^  also  have  been  a  question  of  marriage  settlements,  when  the 

*i^'  aoitor's  want  of  wealth  mast  immediately  hare  transpired. 

I  wished  the  people  nodecelTed ;  yet  eren  had  it  been  my 

1    part  to  open  their  eyes,  there  was  no  proper  opportunity 

sf    afforded  me  of  doing  so.     One  daj  I  mentioned  the  snfaject 

to  Wakefield,  who,  between  a  firown  and  a  imQe,  answered 

k     gajlj,  "  Well !  what  can  I  do  f    If  ibe  old  Conntess  of 

KUlmanscrew,  with  her  four  plain  and  pennfless  danghteny 

takes  me  for  a  man  of  fortune,  and  follows  me  from  pheea, 

laTishing  attentions  upon — my  imaginary  toeoZA^-what  can 

I  say  ?      Most  I  tell  her,  "  Madame,  do  not  waste  yonr 

time  in  hunting  me.    Ton  mistake  in  supposing  me  to  be 

a  gentleman  of  family  and  fortune.    I  am  only  a  poor  deril 

— the  son  of  a  &rm  laborer  of  Maryland — and  the  secretary 

of  Mr.  Austin  Malmaison.     Consequently,  yon  perceire, 

I  hare  not  money  enough  to  buy  your  Lady  Jane  or  Lady 

Mary  I*^    There  was  some  truth  in  what  he  laughingly  ad* 

ranced.    And  as  he  chose  to  treat  the  subject  so  Hghtiy,  it 

was  dropped.    We  finally  got  rid  of  our  two  flattering 

friends  when  we  crossed  the  Mediterranean  to  enter  Afriea.** 

While  Tivia  spoke,  and  when  she  had  finished,  there  was 

still  that  straggle  between  light  and  shadow  on  her  beauti* 

ful  face,  and  when  she  smiled  it  was  not  as  formerly,  like 

the  'lear  noonshine  of  summer,,  but  rather  like  the  sun 

breaking  tearfully  through  the  clouds.     She  soon  arose  and 

left  the  room. 

"  Ah  I  Wakefit'M  is  growing  very  worldly,  and  that  is  the 
source  of  Tivia'd  disquietude.  Ah  I  why  should  that  bright 
lipiril  ever  stoop  to  lo?e  a  mortal  mao  f  A  spirit  quicken- 
iug  and  sostaining  so  many  others,  should  lean  on  God  only 
—should  bend  to  none  lower  I    Oh,  YlTial  qoeen  and 
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muse,  why  shonld  you  lore,  except  only  as  QoA 
thought  Theodora,  as  she  sat  alone  after  this  en 
As  she  mused  with  hor  head  bowed  npon  her  haad^A 
fell  gently  on  her  ear, 

"  Pensive  or  dreaming,  dear  Theodora  f '^ 

She  started,  and  looked  ap  to  see  Anatin  Btandlngbrfla 
her. 

"  Come,"  he  continued,  "  let  me  take  yoa  into  the  pntei 
there  is  something  worth  your  attention,  I  aasors  joilP 

**  Thank  you,  dear  Austin,''  Theodora  aaid,  riifaig  mi 
accepting  his  offered  arm. 

When  they  reached  the  drawing-room,  th^  fosad  TM^ 
Wakefield,  and  Helen  grouped  aronnd  a  stand  on  wUolhr 
open  a  very  handsome  book. 

"  See,  Theodora,  dear,  here  is  Wakefteld'a  fint-bora— a 
very  pretty  bantling,  and  very  elegantly  dresaed,  too  P 
claimed  Helen,  beckoning  her  forward. 

**  Oh !"  ejuculated  Theodora,  with  glad  aarprise ; 
*'  but  I  thought  it  was  not  to  be  published  antil  the  tntof 
next  month,"  she  said.  Joining  the  group  at  the  ataad. 

''  That  is  true,"  said  Helen,  as  she  pnahed  the  hoik 
toward  the  last  comer ;  **  and  it  will  not  be  pnbHahed  valfl 
the  first  of  the  month ;  but  our  dear  Wakefleld  waa  aa 
anxious  to  see  his  offspring,  that  firom  the  yefy  flnt  peiM 
sheets  he  had  a  copy  collected,  and  had  it  haadaoily 
bound,  as  you  see." 

Theodora  drew  the  book  toward  herself,  and  rTamlnod  ft 
with  great  interest.  It  was  bound  in  the  antique  a^liy 
richly  embossed  and  gilded,  with  an  illuminated  title-paga, 
and  an  allegorical  dedication,  in  which  the  work  waa  aji* 
tically  reoffered  to  its  inspiring  source— the  Mafle^^whi.!i 
the  initiated  only  understood  to  mean  Yiviai 

Theodora  raised  her  eyes  from  the  dedicatfawi 
glaace  at  Wakefield  and  Yiria. 

Wakefield,  unconscious,  or  forgetful  of  any 
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mesr  him,  stood,  earnestly  bending  forward,  and  IbdBg  a 
deprecating,  imploring,  passioDate  gaae  apon  YlTia,  who 
stood  moomfnllj,  with  arerted  head,  colorleia  cheek,  and 
drDoping  eyelids.  Theodora  immediately  withdrew  her 
glance ;  bnt  while  retoming  to  the  examination  of  the  volnme 
before  her,  she  pondered — ''Ah,  what  can  be  the  tronble 
between  those  two  ?  If  she  loves  him,  he  certainly  adovea 
her  I    What  then  keeps  them  asonder  T" 

The  leares  she  turned  were  fnll  of  strflung  lUnslralioBSy 
from  drawings,  sketched  amid,  the  scenes  they  lepreaented; 
bot  though  at  another  time  they  mnat  have  charmed  her 
attention,  now  they  scarcely  appeared  to  her  eyes. 

She  looked  up  from  the  T<^nnie  to  see  whether  Analiii 
and  Helen  remarked  the  by-pUy  that  she  had  surprised. 

It  was  evident  that  they  had  not ;  both  were  preoccupied* 
They  had  withdrawn  a  step  from  the  stand,  and  were  speak- 
ing together  in  low,  vehement  tones ;  but  a  few  words 
reached  Theodora. 

"  Yes !  it  was  wrong  I  very  wrong,"  said  the  one. 

''  Wrong  I  Helen  !"  exclaimed  the  other  in  a  toneof  sor- 
prise  and  displeasure. 

"  Yes  I  wrong,  sir  I  and  therefore  I  do  not  Mas  It,  under- 
stand !"  said  Helen,  still  in  a  low  tone,  bnt  with  a  passion- 
ate earnestness  that  still  further  betrayed  itself  in  the  swdl* 
ing  bosom,  flushed  cheeks,  and  tearful  eyes,  whUe  Austin 
regarded  her  with  less  of  indignation  than  of  sorrowful  sur- 
prise. 

Theodora  instantly  withdrew  her  attention,  and  endea- 
vored to  fix  it  again  upon  the  volume  under  her  hand.  It 
was  iinpossibic,  for  still  she  mused. 

**  J/tfy  also!  Ah!  then  is  there  no  happiness  in  the 
world — and  is  every  appearance  of  it  only  appearance  f 

Silently  and  sadly  she  was  turning  away,  thinking  to 
withdraw  unobserved,  when  Wakefield  came  to  lier  side. 

^  Ton  look  the  image  of  il  peiisema,  dear  Theodora 
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Does  not  mj  poor  book  please  you  f    I  Mlj  expeel  ymW 

criticise  the  illustrations,  for  they  are  engraved  fhnn  AMtl 
taken  by  your  humble  servant,  who  cannot  giro  the  lift  Mi 
grace  to  his  poor  attempts  that  an  artist  imparts  to  li 
works.  Had  you  been  of  oar  party  now,  dear  Theodora  ti 
make  sketches  while  I  made  notes,  we  shoald,  between  M 
have  produced  a  book  quite  worthy  the  time  the  critics  isO 
give  to  cutting  this  one  up.  But  smile  upon  the  poor 
stranger  at  least ;  for  do  you  know,  that  no  one  baa  smiU 
upon  it  yet  ?     It  is  an  unpropitious  omen  !" 

"  You  arc  in  error,  dear  Wakefield ;  it  is  on  tbe  contniy 
a  propitious  omen.  I  have  too  often  seen  rerified  ths 
homely  proverb — 'a  bad  beginning  makes  a  good  ending*— 
in  oiher  words  a  '  sowing  in  tears  and  reaping  in  joj^^^ttSA 
Yivia  affectionately,  as  she  came  to  the  young  anthor^sidflL 

"  You  are  doubly  mistaken,  Mr.  Brunton,  for  Pre  smOed 
over  your  exultant  production  until  my  face  is  fatigoed,  and 
just  as  soon  as  it  is  rested,  I  will  begin  smiling  again. 
And  if  you  like  I  will  call  Mademoiselle  Stepbaaie  my 
French  maid,  who  is  an  adept  at  smiling,  to  smile  wfafle  I 
rest.  Now  I  am  sure  the  most  zealous  friend  coald  not  do 
more,"  said  Helen,  advancing  with  a  countenance  from 
which  every  vestige  of  dissatisfaction  bad  vanisbed.  At 
this  sally  of  Ilelen  good  humor  seemed  to  be  restored. 

lu  a  fortnight  from  that  day,  Wakefield's  book  was  be- 
fore the  ])ublic.  I  know  not  whether  it  were  a  "  pbeno* 
mcnon'^  of  genius,  being  the  first  book  of  a  youthful  authofp 
probably  it  was  not;  possibly  it  came  out  at  a  fortunate 
]>oint  of  time ;  met  a  want  of  the  public  mind ;  filled  some 
little  empty  niche  in  the  temple  of  letters, — (as  a  graphie 
feature  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  inhabitants  of 
some  unknown  part  of  the  globe  might  no w,  do)— at  ill 
events  the  book  was  a  great  success,  and  Wakefield  Bmvton 
became  the  literary  lion  of  the  day ;  and  thati  too^  wbea 
literary  lions  were  not  nearly  so  plentiful  and  so  short-Hvsd 
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as  they  are  at  present ;  when  to  be  snch  was  reaHy — rathb^ 
—a  distinction  ;  perhaps  this  lionisation  might  also  in  some 
degree  be  justly  attributed  to  other  accidents  aside  from  the 
merit  or  even  from  the  success  of  his  book ;  his  social  con 
nectioD  was  most  favorable ;  the  Molmaisons  had  renewed 
their  acquaiutance  with  many  of  the  "  upper  ten"  of  New 
York  whom  they  had  met  abroad,  and  consequently  saw 
much  company  at  home  and  went  frequently  into  society. 
Wakefield  was  always  of  their  party ;  and  even  his  elegant 
person,  graceful  address,  and  brilliant  oonTonatton  made 
his  presence  not  only  welcome  bat  desirable ;  it  remained 
only  for  his  literary  success  to  complete  his  trinmph  and 
constitute  him  the  temporary  lion  of  the  saloons.  Such 
lionization  is  of  course  essentially  vulgar  and,  rightly  con- 
sidered, any  thing  but  a  compliment  to  the  modesty  and  good 
sense  of  the  lionized.  Young  aspirants  do  not  think  of  this 
— too  eager  are  they  to  grasp  the  sparkling  tinsel  of  a 
transient  adulation,  mistaking  it  for  the  pure  and  solid  gold 
of  an  abiding  fame.  Too  often  exhilarated  with  vanity,  all 
earnestness  of  soul  effervesces  and  evaporates  in  leTity— 
all  taste  for  patient  study  departs,  and  then  all  power  of 
creation  is  lost ;  the  divine  gift  has  been  slighted  and  is 
withdrawn.  Where  one  son  of  genius  withers  in  neglect^ 
ten  perish  from  adulation,  as  any  one  may  prove  for  himself 
by  looking  back  upon  literary  history,  with  this  essential 
difference,  however,  that  the  **  one"  who  withers  in  neglect, 
still  leaves  behind  some  monument  of  his  genius,  by  which 
**  being  dead,"  he  *'  still  speaks"  to  many  succeeding  gene- 
rations— as  for  instance  Chatterton,  Keats,  Savage,  our  own 
IJrockdeii  Brown,  and  many  others.  While  the  **  ten"  who 
perish  through  adulation  leave  little  or  nothing  beyond 
some  irii perfect  work  that  expires  in  its  first  edition,  and  a 
transient  memory  that  dies  out  with  their  own  personal 
friends,  as,  for  instance — but  we  will  not  recall  to  memory 
the  names  of  the  fallen  stars  of  onr  literary  firmament 
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Wakefield  was  now  exposed  to  all  the  aJlnrfa^..: 

of  social  adulation ;  whether  he  were  really  Teiy  maA  IjpMlt 
by  this,  does  not  appear,  since  he  had  pride  and  digp% 
sufiQcieiit  to  control  and  reserre  himself.  Yiyia  wUuuBwl 
all  his  triumphs  ;  she  was  with  him  at  erery  par^  of  whick. 
he  was  the  centre  of  observation.  And  every  joomal  eoa- 
tninlng  a  favorable  review  of  his  book,  speedily  foud  iH 
way  to  her  boudoir.  Two  months  after  its  pablictttioii  it 
New  York,  it  was  republished  in  London,  where  it  was  n*. 
ceived  with  even  greater  favor — an  event  that  was  eoi- 
sidered  a  very  high  honor  in  those  days  when  Bydncj 
Smith's  contemptuous  question — "Who  reads  an  AmeiicH 
book  ?"  had  not  received  its  overwhelming  answer. 

A  friend  of  Wakefield,  an  English  gentleman,  whoos  ae* 
qunintance  he  had  formed  at  Rome,  immediately  upon  the 
issue  of  the  London  edition  of  the  book,  forwarded  a  eopj 
to  the  author,  so  that  the  latter  received  it  simnltaneoa^f 
with  the  news  of  its  republication  in  England.  As  soon  ii 
he  had  torn  off  the  wrapper,  and  found  what  it  eontainadi 
he  carried  it  where  he  carried  all  hia  trinmphSp  to  the  Aet 
of  Vivia. 

He  found  her  in  the  drawing-room,  in  company  wMi  Inr 
three  friends.  Austin  and  Helen  were  dreased  for  a  lida 
Theodora  sat  sketching  at  a  distant  stand.  Tifia  le- 
clined  musing  in  an  arm-chair. 

As  Wakefield  was  still  a  member  of  the  fiunily,  he  nranly 
nodded  to  the  others,  and  then  passed  immediately  to  Yivis^ 
upon  whose  lap  he  placed  the  book.  She  opened  it^  ifad 
the  title-page,  and  then  raising  her  serene  eyes  to  the  yoong 
author's  animated  countenance,  she  said  qnietly— 

''  Well !  it  is  but  a  just  tribute  to  you,  dear  Wakeiidd.* 

''Ah!  what  are  you  showing  Yivia,  there f"  inqidvBd 
Helen,  gathering  up  her  riding-skirty  and  coming  towaid 
them. 

Yivia  handed  her  the  book. 
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n       «'(Nil  a ebeap edition  of  WftkefteU'i work  1    Ootontfor 
■   the  millioD,  I  suppose,  as  the  handsome  one  was  for  the 
c    iipi)er  ten  I    A  pretty  idea,  bat  an  ngly  book." 
i;        ''  It  id  a  London  repnblication  of  the  work,"  said  Wake« 

fteld. 
t         "  A  London-— what  ?  Come  here,  Anstin  I  witness  a  new 
triompb  of  onr  author  I    Mr.  Brnntoni  I  am  prond  to  know 
you  !''  exclaimed  Helen,  gayly,  tendering  her  hand  in  eon* 
gratalation. 

Anstin  Joined  the  gronp  and  looked  at  the  book. 

**  Jnst  what  I  expected,''  he  said. 

**  How  I  jnst  as  jon  expected  f  BeaDy,  yon  all  seemed 
to  ba?e  formed  expectations  for  me,  which  I  shonld  never 
hare  presnmed  to  form  for  myself  I  and  yet  I  am  not  con- 
sidered deficient  in  self-esteem,  either!" 

"  No !  parblen  I  as  onr  Parisian  friends  say,  yoa  are  not; 
but  how  came  this  book  to  yon  V 

**  By  the  mail  steamer  across  the  ocean." 

''  Really  now — bat  throngh  whose  agency,  I  mean  7" 

''Through  that  of  Messieurs,  the  postmaster^  I  pre* 
fume." 

"  Now  that  is  astonishing  I  By  the  way,  Wakefield,  is 
not  success  a  means  of  grace  to  yon  t  Does  it  not  sweeten 
yonr  temper,  and  dispose  yon  to  lovenuid  tmth,  and  all  the 
heavenly  virtues,  and  all  the  social  amenities  f " 

Wakefield  laughed,  and  for  the  moment  smoothed  his 
troubled  brow. 

'*  Well,  Mr.  B sent  me  the  book." 

"  Ah  I  I  knew  it  I" 

"  Indeed — since  when  I" 

**  Since  you  condescended  to  inform  me,  of  course ;  but 
tLi3  I  know,  '  all  out  of  my  owu  head,'  as  the  children  say 
— ^namely,  that  the  English  publishers  never  would  have  had 
the  sagacity  to  discover  this  treasure  amid  what  they  caU 
the  rubbish  of  American  literatnre,  had  not  their  attention 
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been  called  to  fhe  book  by  Mr. 

an  early  copy."  » 

''Ay !  is  that  the  reason  why  yoa  'expected  ItT* 

"  Of  course  I" 

"  Humph  !  well,  I  suppose  that  is  the  explanation  of  iP 
said  Austin,  with  a  somewhat  sobered  conntenance. 

"Why,  of  course  it  is,  my  dear  fellow!  Ah  I  if  evij 
thing  were  known,  we  have  little  to  land  oarselTea  witU! 
Come,  Nelly,  come  1  the  horses  are  pawing^  and  neighiii 
with  impatience  while  they  stand  before  the  door,  rtUitl'H 
crowds  of  little  ragged  boys,  who  will  '  hooraj'  whea  ttf 
see  us  mount." 

**Au  revoir,  Wakefield,"  said  Austin,  giving  Us  am  H 
Helen,  and  taking  her  out  .  r 

When  they  had  left  the  room,  Wakefield'  still  MtoSii 
them  with  his  eyes  or  ears,  until  they  had  mooBlsd  III 
horses  and  ridden  off.  Then  he  glanced  at  ViTi%  and  tsrtrf 
to  look  at  Tiieodora.  The  young  artist  might  hava  hsM  A 
statue  for  her  unimpressibility  by  any  external  soeasi}  sfi- 
dently,  Theodora  was  abstracted  from  all  knowledgaof  tia^ 
place,  and  surrounding  circumstances.  From  neodssih 
statuesque  figure,  Wakefield's  gaxe  tamed  onoe  moia 
Yivia.  Something  sinister,  something  isteftd  In  Us 
troubled  the  calmness  of  her  bosom.  He  was  as  aaslisl 
homo  as  herself  in  Austin's  honse,  therrfore  thaia  woidl-ts 
no  rudeness  or  unkindness  in  learing  the  itKMn, 
resolved  to  do.  She  arose  with  her  osoal  qaietnessy 
said,  calmly, 

"  I  have  letters  to  write  for  this  erening'k  mafl, 
Wakefield — and  so  you  will  excuse  me  for  some  hoam." 

And  she  passed  on  to  retire.    Bat  Wakefield  ssiasd 
hand.  .    }  • 

"No I  by  all  my  sufferings,  no,  Yivia!  j<m, 
leave  me  now  I  the  hour  has  come  at  last  1  Yon 
shall  hear  me  I"  he  exclaimed  in  a  low,  dssf 
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i  te  with  a  constraiiiing  impolM  lia  reetored  hof  to  few  m0\ 

and  folding  his  arms  stood  before  her. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

RXNUNOIATION. 

Fat,  liiiferiBg  oa  ium  diiteal  iAWB, 
Xj  triumph  oom«,  mon  ■wwt  tkiia  lati^ 

When  from  theM  mwtel  mhti  wltkdniWB, 
Thy  h«rt  ahaU  ksow 


WAKBFnELD  was  fearfhllj  pale ;  his  dark  eyei^  eontraetod 
and  sunken,  gleamed  with  the  fires  of  a  passion  aggrafatad 
almost  to  madness. 

Vivia  remained  seated  with  a  serene  and  qneenlj  aspeet^ 
ftomcwhat  softened  by  a  slight  shade  of  sorrow. 

"  Tivia,"  he  began  in  the  cold,  formal,  measured  ton^ 
not  of  insensibility,  bat  of  powerful,  and  powerfully  tv- 
pres8ed  emotion.  "  Viyia,  twice  already  rejected  by  yoo— 
once  in  the  East,  and  again  on  reaching  oar  native  riiores-^ 
there  would  be  more  than  humiliation,  there  would  be  die* 
honor  in  urging  again  that  subject ;  therefbre  I  seek  your 
presence  now  with  no  intention  of  casting  myself  beneath 
your  feet  to  solicit  your  reluctant  love  I  .  I  come  to  eotreafty 
nay,  to  demand  an  explanation  of  the  causes  of  that  (ktal 
inconsistency  in  your  conduct  toward  myself  which  has  re- 
sulted in  the  wreck  of  my  whole  lifers  happiness  I  Yifia^ 
were  you — all  peerless  as  you  are  in  every  other  respec^^ 
were  you  still  the  creature  of  conventionality,  pride,  and 
prejudice,  as  are  too  many  of  your  companions  in  society, 
I  should  but  consider  myself  the  transient  dupe  of  an  ae* 
eompHshed  coquette,  and  should  disdain  to  occapy  aij 
thoughts  further  with  the  investigatioii  of  her  molivia.    Brt 
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yon  are  not  one  of  tbe8e--a8  br  as  tho 
the  earthy  are  yonr  thonghta  above  f  nch  low  rrnxMaL  HP 
never  act  from  indifference,  still  less  from  loTity  or 
ness.  Tour  motives  are  always  serionB  and  coi 
Some  lioly  principle  governed  yonr  condnct^  theralbi^il 
this  as  in  all  things.  What  was  it,  Yivia  F  Whj  havt  JH 
led  me  on  by  a  false  hope,  step  by  atepp  from  hajgH  ti 
height,  to  leave  me  mad,  blind,  reeling  apon  tlie  bitak  d 
this  dizzy  precipice  of  pasuon  and  despair  F" 

"Wakefield,  snbdne  yonrself— be  calm." 

"  Calm  r  I  am  sftZZ." 

"  Yes,  still  as  the  storm-fiend  when  '  he  poneee  to 
his  fearful  breath.' " 

"Yivia,  from  the  day  of  onr  first  momeatons 
through  all  the  years  of  boyhood,  youth,  manhood  npH 
this  hour,  my  soul  has  been  as  bare  before  yoa  as  hflin 
her  Creator ;  while  yours  has  been  as  inaemteble  to  m 
as — with  reverence  be  it  spoken — as  that  of  die  OieslOL 
But,  Yivia,  by  the  long-protracted  trial  of  year^  I  am 
to  yon  that  to-day  yonr  heart  shall  be  roTealed  to  at 
even  as  mine  has  been  and  is  to  yon  I  I  await  jam  eqhf 
nation." 

"  Mistaken  one !  do  not  insist  npon  this  I" 

"I  insist— persist/" 

"  Were  I  to  reveal  myself  to  yon,  yon  wonld  aaaas  ti 
love  me." 

"  Cease  to  love  yon  I  then  it  would  be  beeanae  I  AM 
cease  to  live  1  because  the  fate  of  Semele,  oh,  Miiae  I  woaU 
be  my  fate  also  I"  exclaimed  the  yonug  man  with  a  tmUm 
burst  of  enthusiasm. 

Yivia  remained  serene  and  impassive. 

"Your  sojourn  in  the  land  of  ancient  poetiy  aad  Wf^ 
thology  has  tinged  yon  with  its  pictnresqoe  toDe^  Ibh^ 
field,"  was  the  only  comment  she  made  upoa.  Uf.lM 
words ;  while  heedless  of  the  intermptiol^  he 
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I    '   ''And  yet  I  dare  it  I    I  dare  the  fate  of  Seaelel    Ba* 

I    teal  yoorself  to  me,  Yivfa,  that  at  lagt  I  maj  see  yoa  I'' 

'*  Wakefield,  jonr  language  is  that  of  insanity  I    Yet  I 

I    mderstand  yon.     I  would  not  aifect  to  do  otherwise.    Bat 

apeak  to  me  in  simple  words,  if  yon  wonld  have  me  reply.^ 

**  Well  then,  your  motive!  yoor  motive  1  in  all  yonr  deal* 

togs  with  me  ?^ 

"  From  first  to  last»  yonr  good — panlj  thaf 
*'  My  good  I  Oreat  Heavens  I  and  what  was  and  la  WKf 
good !  my  greatest  good  I  yea  i  the  only  and  all  oontalning 
good  I  ask  from  Heaven  or  from  jot^^^ffourmlf!  Ohi 
Yivia^  I  deemed  yon  prond  and  aapiring  I  I  deemed  that 
f  on  would  never  bestow  your  peerless  self  ipoa  one  wte  \ 
iad  not  acquired  some  distinction  in  thia  world-—''  ^ 

''That  demonstrates  that  you  never  indeed  knew  ma  *- 
aright  The  distinctions  of  this  world  are  too  often  fidaa  ■ 
and  transient." 

Without  heeding  her  interruption  he  went  on— 
"  For  you  I  aspired  1  endeavored  I  trinmphed  I  wdy  fbr 
you !  from  first  to  last,  for  you  I    What  was  the  poor  aehool* 
boy's  motive  ?    Were  there  any  preminmsi  medals,  aet  be- 
fore him  ?  no,  but  your  bright,  rewarding  smile  I    What 
was  the  youth's  incentive?  college  honors,  degrees F    In 
what  college  truly  did  he  pursue  his  studies  f  no  I  no  I  but    * 
your   elevating   approbation!    And  what  has  been  tha^ 
man's  inspiration?  fame?  wealth?  glory?  no!  not  sol 
and  forever  no !  but  your  crowning  love  1^ 

Yivia  shook  her  head  and  waved  her  hand  with  a  queenly 
repelling  manner ;  but  Wakefield  went  on — 

"  What  to  mo— to  me  indeed,  is  the  adulation  that  baa 
been  lavished  upon  n/e  by  these  world-worshipers  ?"— he 
|iau3ed  an  instant,  as  a  lofty  disdain  lifted  the  abort  npper 
lip  and  dilated  the  thin  and  quivering  nostril  of  his  fine 
classic  profile,  and  then  passed  as  an  emotion,  not  fiuailiar 
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to  that  face;  and  ho  continned  in  a  grmre  aad 
manner —  "  • 

"  Do  I  not  know  them  7  do  I  not  know  that  mm^M 
how  much  wiser  I  how  mnch  better  I  how  mnch  in  cfi^ 
rcspfr:;t  worthier  than  erer  I  can  hope  to  be  I— Iiatv  |# 
ished  through  the  neglect  of  sach  as  these  T — h%rB  peAU 
because,  though  seeming  more  than  men,  thej  wen  jet  Ml 
gods,  and  needed  human  sympathy  and  help,  and  feud  I 
not  among  these  worldlings?  Do  yon  suppose  thiil 
flatter  myself,  or  suffer  myself  to  be  elated  hj  all  Mr 
favor  ?  Do  yon  suppose  that  I  am  the  least  gratefU  Iff 
it,  even  ?  Do  I  not  know  that  any  real  worth  witUa  M 
never  wonld  have  won  their  applanse,  far  lees  their  nspee^ 
still  less  their  true  sympathy  ?  Do  I  not  know  that  ft  k 
not  to  myself  nor  to  my  work,  bat  to  yon,  Ho  you  tint  I 
owe  this  social  triumph,  as  I  also  owe  mj  genius— nar,  I 
had  nearly  said  my  soul  1  And  now,  Viria,  listen  I  Rr 
all  these  goods  that  I  have  received  from  yon,  jon  hsfP 
taken  a  fearful  price — a  jewel  worth  them  all— -my  hesM 
peace  !'* 

A  deprecating  wave  of  the  hand  and  the  words— 

"No  I  peace  is  not  worth  more  than  ally  any  more  tha 
sleep  is  worth  more  than  action,  death  more  th^n  Bfty' 
was  the  reply  that  Vivia  made. 

But  he  continned  with  earnestness^ 

*'  Oh,  Yivia  I  three  days  stand  out  in  living  light  flM 
all  the  other  days  of  my  life  I  The  firsts— that  early  spriag 
morning  when,  while  at  my  boyish  work  of  mending  knoBif 
your  voice  reached  my  ear,  and  I  tnmed  to  behold  yoal-* 
your  little  scarlet  mantle,  yonr  radiant  countenance,  all  gteac^ 
ng  in  the  early  sunlight !  I  see  them  still — shall  ever  sm 
them !  Oh,  Yivia !  in  that  hour  my  soul  seemed  fintciaalsdl 
The  second  day  was,  when,  depressed  and  despondng^I 
threw  down  my  task  and  gave  myself  up  to  apathy,  yon  silt 
dcnly  appeared  before  me,  smiled  upon  me,  an^  in  ph|lH 
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allosioQ  to  the  cbiralric  stories  we  had  read,  yon  decked 
me  with  yoor  colors,  called  me  your  knight,  and  bade  me 
rise  and  struggle  with  my  fate, '  conquering  and  to  con* 
qner  I'  I  tell  you,  Yi?ia,  that  from  that  honr,  a  power  of 
endurance  and  of  achieTement^  undreamed  of  until  then, 
InTested  my  soul  I  The  third  day — ^we  were  no  longer  boy 
and  girl,  but  youth  and  maiden — ^you  sefered  from  that 
glorious  aureole — ^your  hair,  a  ray  of  light — a  ringlet  of 
gold,  and  laid  it  on  my  heart  Yiria  1  from  that  moment 
the  strength  and  patience  of  a  hero  descended  into  nqr 
bosom ;  I  felt  the  power  giren  me  to  endure,  to  achiere^ 
to  become^ — any  thing  I  every  thing  I  for  your  sake*  WtO^ 
I  am  young,  yet  I  hare  won  fame,  and  won  the  way  to 
wealth  1  I  have  laid  my  honors  at  your  feet,  but  yon  scorn 
alike  the  offering  and  the  Totary  I  Yon— the  bride  fbr 
whom  I  have  toiled  longer  and  harder  than  did  Jacob 
for  Rachel — than  did  Menelaus  for  Helen,  or  e^er  man  or 
demigod  for  woman,  or  for  goddess— -you,  the  crowning 
glory  of  my  aspiration — you  are  not  won  !  You — my  muse, 
my  iDspirer,  my  guardian  angel  and  guiding  starl  yon  hare 
led  me  up  and  up  to  the  summit  of  this  mount  of  ascen- 
sion, only  to  disappear  from  my  sight,  to  leave  me  alone 
on  its  cold  height — alone  in  bitter  desolation  I  Oh,  Muse  1 
why  did  you  appear  to  the  peasant  child  at  his  work  t 
Why  did  you  inspire  a  soul  into  the  soulless  clod  ?  that  it 
might  suffer,  writhe,  madden,  with  a  fruitless  aspiration, 
and  a  worse  than  fruitless — a  destmctife  passion?  Oh, 
liight !  why  did  you  shine  upon  the  poor  moth,  only  that 
he  mi^ht  consume  himself  in  your  cruel  fire?" 

"  Wakefield !  nothing  but  transient  madness,  the  double 
frenzy  of  the  poet  and  the  lover,  could  excuse  the  exag* 
geration  of  your  language ;  and  nothing  whatever  can  even 
palliate  its  irreverence  I  It  is  better  that  I  give  yon  no 
explanation  of  my  motives  of  action ;  better  tliat  you  should 
leave  me,  cease  to  think  of  me,  and,  if  possible,  quite  fur- 
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get  me,"  Bftid  VivJa,  with  a  gravo  conposare,  thrt  i 
to  rebuke  tbe  [ULKsiooate  vchvuiunce  of  hU  tSAgiugt  ■ 
mnuner, 

It  did  not  eT«n  modify  his  cxcSt«noiit ;  he  exd^neA— 

"  Leavo  yon  ?  forg«t  yon  ? — you  t — ^eat  Hcktcb  I  •»•  ] 
you.  witti  all  your  power,  cannot  esablo  mo  to  do  tlil)  ' 
Oh  t  yon  liave  created  a  aoul— " 

"  Wakefield,  you  Ijlaspheme !"  I 

"£voked — and  Inspired  a  eoni,  then  I  and  now  yvn  od- 
not  cnfrauchbo  that  eodI  IVom  bc1onf;ii)g  to  yoa,  ttom  hf 
iiig  you  and  worsbiping  you  1  'So  !  yoo  cuiBot,  la  aU  ^ 
ag«a  uf  eternity,  Berer  it  fVora  your  own !" 

"And  yel  must  that  eOnl  he  severed  from  Qtine  at  ODse~ 
enfrancltisied — yoa  iiare  used  the  right  wupd."  Mm  VIA 
Bpokc,  a  cloud  ovcreliadowcd  her  nuliant  bro<r,  and  tb 
deep  melody  of  unshed  tears  trilled  in  her  ralcc  "  WBb^ 
field,  you  have  iiiYokf d  fniui  me  a  renlatlon  that  I  VtPOU 
fuiu  have  withheld,  and  I  niuat  niakc  It  I  It  najP  Vooi 
onto  death  that  self-love,  that  yoa,  lu  eotamon  wHk  rfl 
men,  posHess— it  may  uUscnrc  thrrjUjEh  all  oar  cortUy  lint 
your  love  for  mo — ^yct  must  1  make  it  1  Tho  explanatin 
uTOfpiie/i — and  though  we  separate,  your  lo»e  for  m 
would  uontlnue  uiiiiiternipi«d — and  thoa^rb  we  mlfr1>t  <niK 
in  our  parting,  wo  might  hope  to  meet  again  io  tlii»  irorid 
to  part  no  morel  but  tlial  explanation  once  ^lohtrn—jvu 
affection  for  mo  will  grow  cold,  wilt  die  oat,  and  DotUai; 
abort  of  a  miraclo  can,  in  Hits  world,  revite  It !" 

"My  loTO  for  you  (fTow  cold,  Vivia!     Look  yoo!   I 
know  UiatthatKunnuw  st-ttini;  all  (he  western  borizoK'O 
with  it£  gluriouM  light,  will,  in  millions  of  agea,  1 
out  J  but— my  Ioto  for  yon,  cvt-r  In  time  or  etotnR] 
cold  f  no  I  DO  I  not  if  tbe  sont  be  immoml  1— 
u  limited  only  by  my  sool's  life  I    Oh  I  why  shoald  yM 
tliink  other  wi  BO  7" 

"Because  few  mortul  men's  love  could  eur¥lTe  tbait 
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,  tfon  I  UB  about  to  nuke  jon  1  %  tooman's  would.  Wen  onr 
MMs  reTened,  mj  affection  would  gain  new  Ufo  from  « 
knowledge  of  the  portion  1" 

"  And  ir  7oan  would,  then  mine  will  I  or  If  it  doei  uo^ 
It  will  be  becaose  it  ia  as  fbll  of  life  now  aa  knntaa  Ion 
cube!  Bat  what,  then,  ii  this  revelatlonf  lam  loattn 
eoqjectnre  I" 

"Ah I  yon  will  andentmd  when  I  tdl  yon;  jon  will 
also  wonder  Uia!t  yon  did  not  for  yoonelT  dlseorer  tbla— 
our  inverted  relation,"  said  YlTia,  who  still  iuriUlttii,  aa 
one  who  songht  excoses  to  defer  the  promised  ezplansitioa. 
"  Well,  well  I  listen  then  I  yon  have  Just  said,  and  yon  hut 
qfien  said,  that  I— I — a  mortal  maiden,  had  '  created'  the 
■onl  in  yonr  bosom ;  mere  raving,  of  course,  Impious  raT- 
tog,  Wakefield  I  that  nothing  conid  jostify ;  that  yon  conM 
not  endare  another  shonld  say  of  db  ;  that  of  coarse  yon 
yoareeif  in  speaking,  did  not  for  a  second  belfere ;  and  yet, 
Wakefield — and  yet,  io  osing  those  wild  and  sinfnl  words, 
yon  approached  something  near  Ihe  truth/— *ad  this' is 
what  yon  can  never  bear  to  hear  from  me ;  the  learning  of 
which  will  kill  yonr  self-love  and  yonr  affection  for  me ; 
yet  shall  yon  bear  it,  for  the  knowledge  will  at  last  enfivn- 
chise  your  spirit,  which  mast  at  any  coat  be  fireed.  Tes  I 
yon  come  near  the  tmthl  hear  Aoto  near!  for  though  I 
coald  not  create  a  soal,  I  developed  yonrs,  which,  bat  for 
me,  would  have  been  stootcd  and  dwarfed  I  Donbtlees  I 
was  enabled  to  do  this  only  tbrongh  some  spiritual,  eter- 
Diil  relatiou  between  ui.  I  held  the  one  point  of  that 
electric  chord  whose  other  point  animated  yonr  bosom. 
Well,  I  awakened  and  aronsed  the  slumbering  sonl  within 
yon — nay,  more,  I  have  involnntarily  attracted  and  absorbed 
that  soal,  antil  it  is  principally  by  and  tbrongh  me  that  It 
lives  I  You  think  my  thoaghts ;  love  my  lores ;  live  my 
life!  Your  sentiments,  opinions,  principles,  an  not  yoora 
because  they  are  right,  but  because  they  are  mm  /    Ton 
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seek  to  liTe  not  in  and  from  the  Lord;  bafcfai 
me  1  To  live  from  the  Creator  ii  freedom,  iiidi?idM)ib. 
life  indeed,  and  life  eternal  1  To  live  onlj  from  % 
creatnre,  is  the  abnegation  of  all  these — ^is  death  or 
▼ersion.  In  living  from  me,  yoa  forego  jonr  oim  V^K' 
place  in  the  order  of  the  Lord's  creation.  WiUkbmw  jifh 
self  therefore  from  me,  Wakefield,  and  turn  to  tiie  Loid.^ 

"  Yivia,  this  is  all  mere  trancendentaUom  V 

"Ah !  yoQ  really  think  so  7" 

"  I  think  that  onr  united  life  would  be  Teiy  hAppjP 

"  And  I  have  not  said  that  it  would  not ;  bat  happhiia 
is  not,  any  more  than  peace  is,  the  first  object  iu  life  I.  L 
might  indeed  give  you  my  hand,  as  I  long  since  gate  jm^ 
my  heart — and  my  life  might  be  larger,  and  liober,  ssd 
happier  for  the  possession  of  your  love ;  yoa  also  mi^  he 
happier  in  your  false  paradise,  but  youwoald  oontiHiie  te 
lose  individuality,  free  agency,  spirit-life— «11  of  wkkh  I 
should  receive." 

"  Well  I  since  I  am  willing  I  since  I  am  deeizooe  I  siiMe  I 
am  anxious^  to  give  heart,  soul,  spirits—all  yoa  1  wbj  do  joa 
hesitate  7" 

"  Because  the  gift  would  impoverish  yoa  I  slnoe  jcm  da 
not  look  to  the  Lord,  nor  open  your  seal  to  receive  DrcNa 
Him  the  spiritual  life  that  would  make  yoa  rich  for  giriagi 
Because  in  such  inverted  relations,  our  union  would  be  ooi 
of  the  Divine  order.  The  woman  should  not  stand  between 
the  Lord  and  her  husband,  as  in  our  marriage,  I  ahosU 
do." 

"  Transcendental  I" 

"No  I  not  even  strange,  or  unusual." 

"Marriages,  such  as  this,  are  more  conunoa  th^a  yeP: 
suppose — wherein  men  become,  intellectaaUy,  monl^j  aid 
spiritually,  the  slaves  of  higher-souled  women ;  wUch  ■sr* 
ried  pairs,  harmoniously  related,  observe  with  pitj.    Ofksa 
the  domination  of  the  woman  is  invisible— 'she  bjob^^^ 
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^^  — <or  nitber  bj  aeemtng  to  obtfj)  'rnln*— bnt  it  It  not  tto 

■■  kn  R  real  rale  I     SometfaDea  it  li  for  good,  somatines  for 

3  tTil--biit  !a  k11  cum  tha  man  loaea  hia  ipiritiul  lift ;  be- 

m  Cftoae  be  Uret  in  and  flrora  his  wifa,  and  not  In  and  fron 

I   Ood.     In  oar  cue,  Wakefield,  thoald  wa  mwmtrrj,  wf 

B    dominion  might  be  Inrieilde,  or  it  might  aeem  to  ba  fiw 

b     good ;  foa  would  Appear  to  the  trorld  the  man  of  ganio^  of 

moral  and  intellectnal  greatnen,  the  ichoUi,  the  poa^  tho 

philoaopher  I  while  I  sboold  remain  orenhadowad.     Bat 

jon  voold  not  the  leu  hara  lost  jonr  selfhood  in  ma,  tbo 

nat  life  of  jonr  life.    Wakefleld  I  mj  Wakefield  I  feave  tho 

woman  whose  lore  wonld  onl^  engalf  yoa  1  leaTe  her,  and 

grow  op  into  the  indiTidnal  spirit  of  wisdom  and  power,  that 

the  Lord  intended  70a  to  I>e,  bo  that  In  some  ftitore  age  wt 

ma;  meet  and  blend  forever  without  destruction — the  one 

to  the  other  1" 

"  Stop,"  said  Wakefield,  sbaddering  ss  with  a  noddaiL 
chill ;  "we  all  like  to  be  killed  or  cnred,  wcuiufom  aHem 
— -we  like  to  know  there  is  a  right  reason  In  oar  sentence. 
ReeoWe  me  therefore  this  difficulty — if  our  marriage  would 
be  a  spiritual  losa  to  me,  why  then  was  Basil's  marriagn 
such  a  spiritual  ji^in  to  him  f" 

"Because  bis  affection  for  Theodora  fifted  him  from  tba 
sloth  and  seosualitj  of  his  nature— while  Theodora's  lore 
for  him  was  onlj  a  heavenly  charity;  because  their  spirfta 
could  never  meet  and  blend  as  ours  conld,  or  the  one  en- 
galf the  other  as  would  happen  in  our  case."  ' 

"  That  is  all  I  had  to  ask  you  1  It  is  over,  then  f"  ques- 
tioned the  yonng  man  with  an  agonized  tone  and  look. 

"  It  is  over  for  time.    For  this  mortal  sphere,  Wakefield. 
I  renonnce  your  love  I    Only  In  the  Heavens,  perhaps,  will 
you  understand  the  fall  oeauing  and  value  of  this  renunoin< 
tion." 
"Tivia,  farewell" 
"  God  bless  you,  Wakefield." 
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He  was  gone — and  she  remained  pab.  cold,  UtA^  airib 
from  whom  all  life  had  been  withdrawn.  An  honr  pMsi 
bat  her  attitude  continned  unchanged.  Austin  and  Uh 
returned  from  their  ride,  looked  in,  and  spoke  gnjlf  toln^ 
and  disappeared  to  doff  their  habits ;  bat  she  had  id 
noticed  or  replied  to  them.  A  serrant  came  In,  anl  «lft 
more  noise  than  necessary,  replenished  the  coal  flie,  ligM 
the  lamps,  closed  the  shatters,  and  then  approaehsd  sal 
ask^d  orders ;  she  did  not  see  or  hear ;  and  fearing  to  dii" 
turb  her  repose,  the  serrant  qnietlj  retired. 

All  this  time  Theodora  had  been  sitUng  at  the  flmlMd 
extremity  of  the  two  parlors,  pursuing  her  work  at  a  poll* 
able  drawing-board,  first  by  the  light  of  the  setting  sm,  asd 
DOW  by  that  of  a  chandelier  that  hung  aboTe  her  hea& 

Yivia  still  sat  wrapped  in  her  cold  apathy,  nntfl  at  kagA 
"  a  still,  small  voice,"  a  plaintive,  pleading  Toice  tram  the 
other  end  of  the  apartment  spoke, 

*'  Yivia  I  oh !  Yivia !  please  come  and  help  me.'' 

What  could  have  rendered  Yivia  insensible  to  a  call  far 
help  7  That  little  cry  for  aid  penetrated  where  ruder  soandi 
coald  not  have  reached,  and  awoke  her  from  her  lethaigj. 
Iloasing  herself  with  an  effort^  she  put  back  the  damp  hair 
from  her  pallid  brow  and  stood  np. 

"  Wliat  is  it,  dear  Theodora  f " 

"  Oh,  soch  a  strange  instance  of  suspended  power  I  This 
morning  such  a  glorious  subject  came  into  my  head.  K 
was  Regains,  before  the  Roman  Senate.  This  aftsmooD  I 
began  to  paint  it.  As  I  worked,  the  vision  brightened^ 
the  countenance  of  the  godlike  Roman  was  before  bm  dis* 
tinct,  and  all  glorious  in  the  light  of  his  sublime  rennadap 
tion.  But  within  an  hoar  the  vision  has  receded.  I  caaaiC 
recall  it.  The  face  of  Regains  I  cannot  finish,  beeanss  I 
can  no  longer  see  it.     Come,  help  me,  Yivia." 

Yivia  went  to  the  back  parlor,  where  Theodora  sat  b^ 
fore  her  small  easel  under  the  light  of  the  hanging  bi^ 
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Before  her  laj  the  onfiniihed  pioturt.    TiTia^  bending  orer 
bar  shonlder,  examined  her  work. 

''Begnliisl  yoBy  it  is  a  fine  subject,  Theodora.  Bit  pa- 
tiently before  yoor  canTas^  therefore,  and  wait  for  the  Tision 
to  reappear ;  it  is  a  glorions  inbjeet^"  she  eontinaed,  and 
drawing  forward  a  ehair  and  seating  herself  near  the  UtUe, 
pale  artist,  she  began  to  speak  of  the  grand  old  Roman  hero 
and  martyr,  of  his  sublime  act  of  self-immolation  on  the 
altar  of  his  country's  glory,  with  an  eloquence  that  belonged 
to  her  alone,  and  with  an  enthusiasm  that  commnnicated 
ttself  to  Theodora,  who  eoon  resumed  her  pencil,  and  with 
a  glowing  cheek  and  kindling  eye  worked  on  while  YiTia 
talked. 

At  last  when  Yivia  ceased,  Theodora  exclaimed  In  trl* 
nmph, 

"  Look  now,  dear  Yivial  is  not  this  Regulus  T'  and  she 
turned  the  canvas  toward  her  friend. 

"  It  is  a  fine  picture !  That  head  is  Christlike  I"  said  the 
latter. 

"  And  was  not  the  self-immolation  of  Regulus  Christlike  V* 

'*  Somewhat.  And  it  was  all  the  more  admirable,  that 
be  was  a  pagan  without  the  revelations  of  Christianity  to 
sustain  him !  without  the  knowledge  of  another  life  that 
should  indemnify  him." 

"  I  think  so,  too ;  there  is  not  much  merit  in  bearing  the 
cross  with  the  certainty  of  soon  wearing  the  crown.'' 

"  No — and  wo  who  live  in  the  light  of  revelation  should 
find  the  duty  of  renunciation  easier !" 

The  entrance  of  Helen  and  Austin  here  ended  the  con 
Tersation. 


CHAPTEE  XXXV. 

JEALOUBT. 

Lift  BU17  ehanfe,  bat  It  m^f  flj  noi: 

Hope  maj  ranlih,  but  oan  di*  not ; 

Truth  be  railed,  bnt  jet  It  buneth ; 

LoTe  repoleed,  but  it  retnrneth.    SktHtff,  ^ 

Wakxfield  returned  do  more  that  evening.  Am  ki 
cAen  spent  his  evenings  out,  his  absence  excited  no  renaiL 
IHot  the  next  morning  he  made  some  excose  of  all^j^  i» 
CQSsity  to  withdraw  from  the  house  to  lodgings  ftirther  down 
town. 

It  was  within  an  hour  after  Wakefield's  depaitare.  flat 
Yivia  entered  the  little  room  over  the  front  entiy  that  had 
been  fitted  up  as  a  temporary  studj,  and  where  the  yomig 
proprietor  now  sat  reading.  She  approached  the  tM% 
and  resting  her  hand  upon  its  top,  inquired, 

''  Dear  Austin,  are  you  not  in  correspondence  irifli  Pro- 
fessor Rothsay,  the  President  of  the  Newton  Lyeenm  V 

''Yes,  my  dear  Yivia,"  ho  replied,  rising  and  handing  his 
fair  visitor  to  a  chair. 

"  And  is  he  not  making  arrangements  for  a  conne  of 
lectures  by  various  lecturers  7"  inquired  Yivia,  ainUng  into 
the  offered  seat. 

**  I  believe  so,"  replied  the  young  man^  resting  his  hand 
upon  the  back  of  her  chair,  and  bending  downwaid  to 
listen  with  that  reverential  attention  he  always  gave  to 
Yivia. 

*'  Well,  dear  Austin,  I  wish  yon  to  write  to  Prolbwof 
Rothsay,  and  propose  Wakefield.  lie  has  all  the  giAi  ef 
(496) 
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a  raccessfbl  public  speaker.    He  would  make  a  brDUant 
and  popular  lecturer." 

"  Ab  !  Wakefield  thinks  of  taking  np  this  aort  of  thing; 
then  ?" 

"  No,  I  do  not  know ;  but  he  will  not  seek  anch  an  en* 
gagement,  I  feel  sure ;  conseqnentlj  be  will  not  get  one, 
unless  it  is  offered  him.  And  yet  it  is  the  best  a^jtmct  to 
Ills  author  life.  Therefore  please  do  as  I  request  Name 
Wakefield  to  Professor  Rothsaj;  let  the  propotal  come 
from  that  quarter ;  Wakefield  will  accept ;  and  this  arrange* 
ment  will  open  to  him  the  way  for  other  engagements  of 
the  same  sort" 

"  Very  well,  my  dear  Yim,  your  will  shall  be  done  tfiia 
hour;  but — as  what  class  of  lecturer  would  yon  haft  Bia  t^ 
commend  Wakefield,  for  instance  f " 

"  I  scarcely  know  any  branch  of  knowledge  that  Wakefldd 
could  not  illustrate.  Upon  many  subjects  he  could  speak 
well ;  upon  some  profoundly  as  brilliantly — the  present  and 
future  of  the  East  for  instance ;  the  same  subject  that  ho 
has  treated,  but  not  exhausted,  in  his  book." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear  YiTia ;  I  shall  write  of  him  «a  ha 
deserves,  and  as  you  desire." 

"  I  thank  you  from  my  hearty  Austin.''  < 

"  Ah  I  yon  are  too  emphatic." 

"  True,  indeed  I  it  is  as  if  you  nerer  were  kind  before^ 
whereas  this  is  but  an  atom  in  the  world  of  year  kindness 
to  me,"  said  Yivia,  as  she  rose  to  leave  the  room.  Her 
Toice  was  faint — ^that  Austin  had  perceived  already;  but  as 
she  left  her  chair  and  turned,  the  full  light  of  the  single 
window  fell  directly  upon  her  face  and  figure ;  and  Austin 
saw  and  started. 

"  My  dearest  Yivia  I  why,  Yivia  I  no  1  do  not  tarn  away. 
What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  Your  cheeks  are  pale ;  your 
eyes  are  languid ;  your  Toice  is  hollow ;  you  are  goleg  to 
lie  ill  I" 


la  oealth  1  yes  ;  but  in  sit 

'*  Wakefield — oh  I  yes,  you 
President." 

"  Vivia,"  said  Austin,  growi 
"you  are  pale,  and  yet  you  ha 
and  let  me  send  for  a  physiciai 

"  *  Physician,  heal  thyself,'  ) 
have  healed  many — have  I  not, 
many  weak  hands,  strengthened 
many  sick  hearts  and  sick  braini 

''  Yivia  I  let  me  attend  yoa  t 
Dora  to  you." 

"  No,  no,  I  am  not  ill ;  real! 
come !  to  content  you,  I  will  pre 
fectly  well  this  afternoon,  you  i 
bring  the  doctor,"  said  Vivia,  \ 
taming  to  depart 

"  Very  well !  You  have  oven 
bat  I  shall  hold  you  to  your  proi 

"And  I  you  to  yours." 

«'Ah!  as  f^*-  *^-'  •    ' 
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iBtention  of  seeking  solitude  for  self-commanioii  Midfipose 
Nevertheless,  she  was  not  displeased,  on  opening  the  door, 
to  see  Theodora  ensconced  in  her  only  lounging  chair. 

Theodora  sat  with  her  head  averted  and  bowed  down» 
aod  her  chin  supported  on  the  palm  of  her  hand,  while  the 
wavy  brown  hair,  slipped  from  the  comb,  rippled  down  to 
the  dimpled  elbow  that  rested  on  the  arm  of  the  chair.  The 
black  dress  that  she  wore,  without  hjaving  any  real  connec- 
tion with  the  subject  oi  her  despondency,  helped  ito  eflSeta. 
Yivia  thought  that  she  had  never  seen  a  Uviog  pietnze  love- 
lier or  more  graceful  than  that  formed  by  Theodora  thea* 

Theodora  was  desponding,  weeping,  and  aeeking.strength 
and  comfort ;  therefore  she  was  abundantly  welcome. 

"Weill  what  is  the  matter  now,  my  daarf"  inquired 
Tivia,  approaching  and  putting  her  arms  around  her  pro- 
tege. 

Theodora  started  up  and  threw  herself  upon  the  bosom 
of  her  protectress,  crying,  in  a  plaintive  voice-^ 

"  Oh,  Yivia !  I  have  been  waiting  for  you  more  than  aa 
hour." 

"  Well,  I  am  here,  dear — tell  me  what  ails  you  1"    . 

"  Oh,  Yivia,  I  am  so  unhappy." 

"  I  can  see  that" 

"  Dear  Yivia  I  please  let  me  leaTe  this  house  I  please  find 
me  some  little  place  of  my  own,  where  I  can  live  and  paini 
my  pictures  in  peace. " 

''Yes — I  will;  do  not  disturb  yourself,"  said  the  ladj^ 
sitting  down  and  drawing  the  weeping  creature  within  her 
embrace. 

"Oh,  Yivia  1  jou  do  not  know  how  embarrassing,  how 
distressing  ii  is  to  me  to  remain  here."  ' 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know.  I^had  hoped  better  things  from 
Helen ;  I  had  believed  that,  with  all  her  faults,  she  pos- 
sessed a  high,  generous  heart — ^incapable  of  eucb  poor 
jealousy." 
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"  Of  mo  too — " 

"Ur^oD.  who  Ehe  eti/>prante<{;  70s,  bnt  tkata 
the  more  uatnral  &iid  likely — a  Dsurper  ueTer  lb«Li  ■ 
It  1b  part  of  thoir  retribntioa." 

"  But  aha  is  Bcciirc  I  sbe  has  bim  for  wbom  ib«  d 
li«r  soul'a  iuiegrit; — as  fast  boutd  as  ohiin;li  uad 
can  bind  him ;  she  knows  that  iioUuDg  bat  ilesth  n 
Iirii((!  her  of  him  I   wliy  then  dues  she  grudgv  tbc  tinith 
kiudiiuaij  that  is  so  gratefnl  to  one  &a  Jaukly  at  I  *n  V 

"  And  BO  lovely  ?" 

"  '  Lovely' — do  not  mock  yoor  poor  Dorat  WvU  V 

"  And  I  do  Dot.  Yes,  yon  ««  lovely,  iny  l!tll«  IVo- 
dora.  YoQ  have  jast  the  evcietest,  holiest,  nuMt  «(Mrituil 
little  face  I  OTcr  saw.  Do  yoq  uol  know  It,  dearf  >'", 
iudced,  you  do  aot  Well,  I  t«U  you  beouua  Uie  kiioirlidrt 
will  not  hurt  you,  little  huuiliti'-iniudtHl  one  1  At  for  I  If-I'ti  ' 
yi,''<,  m1i«  is  a»  secure  ni  church  and  state  rtui  make  h'r,  of 
Aiistia'g  hand,  name,  and  forliino  :  uf  hie  hcati.  thv  i>*Fimti 
u  far  M  his  reasoD  and  coDScienee  can  contral  Utnt  li«rt 
and  no  fiirlher ;  and  that  is  the  very  ground  of  Ilclcb'*  a*- 
easiness." 

"Ah,  what  bad  she  to  fc«r  from  hi*  intotMt  jn  spoat 
little  lame  girl  7  What  interest  coald  I  fns[iin  enm  la  ito 
heart  of  a  former  lover,  save  only  compassion  ?" 

"  Usurpers  tremble  with  or  without  n  cause  ;  but  w«  * 
talk  no  more,  and  think  no  more  of  tins,  deat  Tbradorari^ 
perceived  yoor  embarrassment,  nmi  huvc  provided  forlt.^ 

"  Yon  have  thoaghl  of  a  homo  for  me,  then  f 

"1  have  thought  of  a  voyage." 

"  How  I  of  a  voyage  ?" 

'■  Yes,  dear  Theodora." 

"  Whore  shall  you  go  then  ?" 

"  We  shall  go  to  Europe,  for  I  intend  that  vnn  g 
company  ue>— we  sball  go  to  Qerauuy  ami  to  1 
burg." 
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••We,  J,  to  Qraefenbarg,  Viyia?^ 

"  Yes,  mj  dear.  Theodora,  haye  jtm  loat  ill  liope  of 
curing  your  lameness  f '' 

"  Oh,  yes,  long  since  I  Do  yon  not  know  the  dedston  of  the 
doctors  forbade  hope  J^ 

"They  were  wrong,  and  so  are  yon.  Tbetne  b  a  mode 
Iff  enre,  and  yon  shall  test  it  Ton  shall  be  restored  TIn^ 
dora."  % 

Ah  I  if  I  conld  dare  hope  it  \^ 
There  is  a  peasant  in  Germany  whdae  body  Was  to 
cmshed  and  broken,  that  the  pbysiciain  retigiied  aB  bdpa 
of  restoring  it — ^then  the  peasant  undertook  his  owa  em 
srnd  aoeompHshed  it.  Since  which  he  has  cored  tkoiurtiidH 
cf  all  manner  of  diseases.  This  magician  is  called  Preto^ 
Bits ;  his  spell  is  faith ;  his  agent  water;  his  place  GkmelbiH 
bnrg.  And  to  Oraefenbnrg  and  to  this  magician  we  will 
go,"  said  Yivia  cheerfnlly.  And  then  to  Theodora^ 
wondering  looks  she  replied  by  giving  a  detaOed  aocomil 
of  the  rise  and  progress  of  Hydropathy,  at  that  time  alflosl 
unknown  in  the  United  States. 

"  While  in  Europe,"  continued  Yivia,  "  we  went  throagli 
Germany,  and  Tisited  Oraefenbnrg.  It  was  white  wit* 
nessing  the  wonder-working  effects  of  the  water-cure  thai 
I  thought  of  your  case,  abandoned  by  the  allopathie  phy* 
sicians.  We  will  go  thither,  and  remain  months  or  yean 
if  necessary,  for  it  is  bnt  a  question  of  time — ontH  yoa  mt9 
restored." 

There  were  too  many  agreeable,  not  to  say  deRgbtful 
elements  in  this  proposed  jonmey,  not  to  meet  the  eager 
assent  of  Theodora.  To  travel,  to  cross  the  ocean,  to  see 
the  shores  of  the  old  world,  to  go  up  the  Rhine,  to  see 
Germany,  to  stay  at  Oraefenbnrg,  and  be  restored  to  per* 
feet  health,  then  to  visit  all  the  old  cities  of  the  arts,  and 
gaie  upon  the  master-pieces  of  the  old  painters  and  scalptoti 
that  had  haunted  her  imagination  throogh  many  a  alglil 
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and  da;  of  dreaming.     All  tbess  Hen  la  tbo  pMlk^ll 

of  youth  and  genius  {ircaentod  multlladlncMU  i 

dbUghtful  thought. 

The  arrangements  for  the  ioyag«  warn  tbeo  i 
and  the  time  of  their  departure  Sxed  for  the  Btst  of  ApiA 

The  nest  day  Yivia  entered  the  study  of  AoMin  la  !>- 
form  him  of  the  purposed  journey.  AuHtin  wtu  aeaU^b 
his  ctistomiiry  leathern  chair,  at  his  reading  tabic,  eappl 
iu  tlK^perasalofakltcr  that  be  held  in  bia  buiida.  OnHlii{ 
his  visitor  he  arose,  handed  a  chair,  and  Bmiltoglj  offend 
her  the  epistle,  saying, 

"I  have  just  received  this  from  Profccsor  Vlotbatf.  Hi 
is  willing,  upon  nij  recotn inundation,  to  eot^ge  Bmtaa. 
He  bus  written  to  Wakclicld  by  tbo  same  mail  that  hroagb 
this.  So  we  may  soon  cx]>cct  to  hear  from  that  T<><4[ 
gentleman  upon  the  suhjc^t  oC  his  offsr." 

"All,  I  am  very  glad!"  exclaimed  Vina,  with  a  bright 
■mile,  as  she  received  the  letter. 

When  she  had  rend  and  returned  it,  she  obsemd,  *"Bi 
professor  Is  Bententions;  writes  to  the  JiitrpOBa,  aad  ■• 
more  than  is  strictly  necessary;  therefore  I  infer  t^  lo 
writing  to  Wakefield,  he  will  not  waste  worda  ia  oanlag 
yonr  agency  in  the  matter  ?" 

"  Our  agency  !  don't  shirk  yoarsharuof  tho  BpaaHny|\ 
Tiria.  Ko,  I  think  he  wilt  not  mcntlgn  it  1  I  c«rtalal) 
hope  he  will  not;  though  of  courwi  I  could  not  nrj  well 
request  him  not  to  do  so." 

Beforo  Vivia  could  reply,  there  was  a  light  rap  at  tl» 
door,  followed  by  the  entrance  of  WakeSeld,  who  oo  acaJaf 
th«  lady,  bowed  coldly  aad  distantly  to  her,  and  toned  ta 
Austin. 

"  Ah,  Brunton,  how  do  you  do  ?  Whero  have  yov  lul^ 
den  your.iulf  for  the  last  few  days  ?  and  what  have  jion  beea 
about  T  Qr.lting  tip  another  'sensation  book',  ebf*  aaftad 
Austin,  gnyly  rising  and  extending  bis  band. 
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"I  htm  been— tired  and— tiresome  lil^- 1»  ^tA^^l 
have  exhausted  the  city,  and  the  city  has  eshMMtAWk'^'^I 
have  a  broken  heart,  or  an  impaired  dtgmtieti^  j  '>  4(Miidtt 
decide  which  1  for  the  symptoms  are  Teif  #lrfbi  ii%oi)k 
eases,  are  they  not  ?"  t      f---"  -'^i'  -^-^ 

''  Don't  know !  never  heard  of  but  one  ferAM  yifrt 
nam^y,  that  of  the  ambitions  porter,  who  attMfUMl  W4lft 
the  millstone,  and  killed  himself  in  the  effort    Wdl,  what 
news  I" 

"  I  told  yon,  I  am  weary  of  New  York,  and  want  to 
change  my  quarters  ;  and,  by  the  way,  I  ha?e  Just  veceifed 
a  proposal  to  deliver  a  conrse  of  lectnree  on  the  Orient  be* 
fore  the  Newton  Lyceum,"  said  Wakefield,  with  a  aoae- 
what  important  air. 

''  Ah,  indeed !     Let  ns  see  that  famous  proposal  1" 

"  I  came,  in  fact^  to  lay  it  before  you." 

"  For  my  advice  upon  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  no  I  I  have  already  decided  without  you.  I  shall 
accept  the  terms  offered.  I  came,  indeed,  also,  to  say  good- 
by,  for  although  I  am  not  immediately  wanted  at  Newton, 
yet,  as  I  have  nothing  to  keep  me  here,  I  think  I  shall  go 
on  thither,  and  look  around  before  commencing  mylabora." 

"  And  so  you  forsake  us  altogether  f  I  am  sorry  yon  go 
before  it  is  necessary,  but  when  do  you  set  out  V^ 

**  To-morrow  morning,"  replied  Wakefield  ;  who,  after  a 
few  minutes  more  spent  in  desultory  conversation,  took  his 
leave,  by  shaking  hands  with  Austin,  and  bowing  distantly 
to  Yivia.  Austin  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  a  thought- 
ful mood,  but  made  no  remark  beyond  an  inartienlate 
"  humph  i"  When  Wakefield  left  the  room,  he  turned  to 
Yivia,  and  said, 

"  He  does  not  suspect  our  agency  in  this  affair  1" 

"  No ;  but,  Austin,  I  came  to  you  this  morning,  not  with 
any  idea  of  the  agreeable  surprise  I  received ;  but^  on  the 
contrary,  with  the  intention  of  surprising  you  a  littie.'' 


-  And  whom  do  you  prop 

"Theodora." 

"  I  thought  so  I     And  y» 
There  is  another  gone  I     Wl 

" '  Love  one  another.' " 

"  Sarcastic." 

"  Xo — serious  I  take  the  S 
are  the  cure  for  many  ills,"  sa 
as  she  concluded  the  interviev 

For  the  next  few  days  Aust 
age  with  great  earnestness  a 
could  not  be  moved  from  her  } 
steadily  with  her  preparations : 
sition  was  withdrawn.  The  ^ 
Yivia  and  her  protege  ready 
before  their  embarkation  the] 
ceiving  the  first  newspaper  rep' 
debut  as  a  lecturer. 
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It  is  not  oor  intention  to  accompttny  Tiria  Md  Theodoii 
to  Earope, or  to  detail  tbcincidcuta  of  tlieirra<!ideDCe (here; 
bot,  after  giviug  a  rapid  and  condensed  acconnt  of  Iboso 
paiafal  circuutstances  that  befel  some  of  ibo  nearest  frlenda 
they  had  in  Netr  York — to  pass  immediately  to  the  day  of 
their  return. 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  a  marriage  Bnch  as  the  on« 
between  Ansiiti  and  Helen,  the  result  of  inlri^ae  on  the  odo 
aide  and  traDsient  pa**ion  on  the  other,  should  proTe  happy 
in  the  end.  Snch  never  are  bo  ;  wlieo  the  6hort-li»ed  io- 
fatoation  that  cCTectcd  the  false  conjunction  dies  oat,  the 
hctitioQB  union  either  drags  on  tbroagh  long,  weary  yonn  of 
ill-concealed  iodilfereoce  and  forced  complaisance,  or  wotm 
^-of  mntaa!  dislike  and  inceEsant  bickerings — or  uorsf, 
Boddenly  and  prematurely,  breaks  in  some  vtona  of  guilt 
and  sorrow. 

And  thu3  It  proTcd  in  the  case  of  Anstin  and  Helen. 
Austin — loii);  pjnce  recovered  from  the  hallucination  of  the 
heart  under  wliich  bo  had  Diurritd  Uylen — and  fully  con- 
fiviuus  now  of  tlie  arts  by  which  she  had  divided  him  from 
his  lirat  love,  and  tempted  him  to  her  own  fatal  embrace-^ 
yet  Blrove  to  make  the  best  of  his  miserable  mistake,  and  to 
act  couscleutiously  in  the  trying  circuniBtaDces.  He  sought 
to  excuse  Helen's  condact  upon  the  groanda  of  hsr  sSbo* 
(50&) 


r 


their  residence.     Helen  disl 
8ocietv.     Therefore  the  lioiis 
enlertainDient  of  company,  i 
those  occasions  when  the  hos 
Helen  despised  her  democn 
shiped  the  foreign  aristocracy 
who  were  supposed  to  bring 
perhaps  having  been  robbed  o 
of  courtiers  in  some  King's  crc 
fore  her  saloon  was  the  resort 
barons,  French  counts,  as  well 
and  mustachioed  nondescripts,  \ 
who  followed  in  their  train. 

And  thus,  while  Anstin,  whei 
wife,  was  buried  in  his  library 
solitary  country  rides,  Helen,  n 
state,  became  the  reigning  bell 
could  not  all  the  so-called  plec 
umphs  of  society,  satisfy  the  ai 
poor  woman.     For  some  mnnfV. 
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dared  oToy  other  pkMora  la  life  QBinterafttig  to  hm.  Mm 
high-stniDg  organizatioii  reqaind  the  entkoalMay  ike  m^ 
citement  of  some  "  grand  pMtion" — it  need  not  hvn  beea 
love — had  there  been  any  thing  in  her  life  to  call  ool  Mil, 
courage,  active  self-deyotion,  in  a  word — melo-dramaHe 
heroism — Helen  could  have  haen  a  heroine,  oonld  iiaTe 
risked  or  cast  away  her  young  life  in  any  gloriooa  achieve 
raent,  could  have  done  any  thing  except  life  on  and  on»  la 
a  monotonous  and  wearying  ronnd  of  io-called  pleaaaies 
that,  after  their  first  novelty  was  passed,  beeaao  **  ttX,  ilak 
and  unprofitable''  to  an  insuffefable  degree.  Heiea  hadaoi 
the  womanly  heroism  of  self-control  and  ealm  eadaiaaeaiiin 
nor  the  christian  heroism  of  phikothvopj ;  aad  ae  tteia 
was  nothing  in  her  days  upon  whidi  to  expend  the  Sia  of  her 
soul,  its  suppressed  burning  consumed  her  heart* 

It  was  at  this  imminent  period  in  her  experience  that  a 
newly-arrived,  and  reputedly  distinguished  foreigner,  Cromte 
Albert  De  Yiile,  was  presented  to  her.  I  shall  pass  hastily 
over  the  miserable  results  of  that  acquaintanceship.  Da 
Yiile  possessed  a  handsome  person,  an  acoompKshed  aiad, 
and  an  iDsinaating  address.  He  had  easily  antersd  tba 
uppermost  circle  of  fashionable  life,  and  aa  easily  obtaiaed 
the  entree  to  the  saloon  of  Mrs.  Malmaison.  Ha  abngfat  lo 
fascinate  bis  beautiful  hostess,  and  succeeded  in  pltasffff 
her.  The  "  innocent"  flirtation  was,  on  Helea^  part^ 
entered  upon  unconsciously,  and  pursued  thoagfatiaialy, 
until  her  interest  began  to  be  excited,  and  then— -we  know 
not,  but  may  partly  guess  what  must  have  been  the  throes 
and  stru]i?gle8  of  that  erring  heart  before  it  fell  into  sin. 
lielcu  was  too  beautiful  and  too  impassioned  to  enact  with 
sufetj  to  herself,  her  attempted  r61e  of  "married  flirf 
Now  while  I  do  not  wish  to  palliate  the  sinfulness  of  Helen's 
conduct,  I  do  intend  to  remind  yon  that  there  is  mnehtoba 
remembered  in  mercy  to  her.  She  was  from  earliest  iafanej 
fatherless  and  motherless,  she  was  sisterless,  brotharieaa ;  aad 
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if  not  a  n^Iected,  die  i  Ity  n 

leBs  wife.    Could  she  hare  ibered  bar  mnllMif'h  ill 

or  prayers,  that  remexnbri  e  might  haira  oarad  horlffi 
failing  that  and  M  ih  ]s  eUe — had  the  hendf  ban  • 
mother,  had  she  borne  but  one  little  child,  that  ohild  vorii 
have  been  her  protection.  Tea  1  thoagh  ahe  had  obIj  hem 
it  to  lay  it  in  its  grave,  the  memory  of  that  child  wooUlait 
been  her  saWation  1  Alas  1  that  none  of  these  laTiag  kli- 
cnces  were  for  her  I  Though  at  this  world'b  bar,  maa  aiv 
not  take  these  things  into  consideration  in  oondemntag  im^ 
yet  at  Heaven's  Tribunal  it  may  be  that  the  Lord  idl^ia 
judging  her. 

However  this  might  be,  to  moke  the  tad  atoiy  aboiik 
miserable  evening  Helen  went  out  to  a  par^,  and 
home  no  more. 

And  the  next  day  the  whole  city  was  agog  with  Iha  kit 
story  of  a  great  scandal  in  high  life.  The  Tnpnrtwa  of 
the  press  ferreted  out  all  the  partioulan  of  the 
their  desire  to  cater  to  the  morbid  craringa  of  their 
suppressed  no  circumstance  in  that  stoiy  of  efai. 

Austin,  wrapped  as  with  a  garment  of  Ire  in  the 
shame  that  had  fallen  upon  him,  fled  the  loona  of  hia  4i^ 
honor ;  but  he  fled  as  the  avenger  flies,  to  ponao 
punish. 

He  followed  the  guilty  pair  to  Europe;  and  fiir 
mouths,  during  which  he  visited  the  priacipal  dtieB 
he  was  lost  to  the  knowledge  of  his  friends.    Bat 
a  fugitive  couple  in  Europe,  must  be  very  like  tha  aU 
housewife's  proverb  of  hunting  a  needle  in  a  haj-iii^ 

Austin  found  no  certain  clue  to  their  retreaU 

At  the  end  of  fourteen  months,  he  returned  to  New 
*^And  the  week  after  his  arrival,  chancing  to  be  in  tha 
iug-room  of  the  Astor  House,  he  picked  up  the  HorsHand 
in  that  omnium  gcUherem  of  the  whole  worlds 
found  news  of  those  whom  for  more  than  ft 
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TainljF  sought  throngk  Europeu    It  wts  eomprised  im  a 
■hort  paragrapb  in  the  letter  of  the  Puis  eorreepondent^  and 

as  follows : — 


"  The  beautiful  Mrs.  M ^n,  whose  elopement  with  the     \ 

Comte  De  Yille,  some  time  ago,  caused  soeh  an  excitement 
in  the  uppertendom  of  your  city,  died  recently  in  the  Rue 
8t  Catherine,  here,  in  great  destitution." 

That  was  all  I 

« 

Austin's  first  experience  on  reading  this,  was  one  of  deep 
eompassion,  mingled  with  inexpressible  relief! 

As  in  a  panorama,  he  saw  the  whole  nntold  Ustory  of  tbe 
last  year^ — her  short-lived  passion,  or  rather  insanify,  her 
flwift  recovery  of  moral  sense,  her  terrible  remorse,  driTing 
her  from  the  presence  of  her  companion  in  sin,  her  insiiflbr- 
able  humiliation  compelling  her  to  hide  her  head  in  deep 
obecnrity,  tbe  accumulated  wretchedness  of  mind,  body, 
and  surrounding  circumstances  that,  like  the  merciless  action 
of  "  some  mighty  torture-engine's  whole  force,''  swiftly  de* 
stroyed  her  life ! 

All  tills  passed  rapidly  with  the  distinctness  of  living 
pictures,  and  the  assuredness  of  revelation  before  his  mind'ft 
eye  ;  and  mingled,  as  I  said,  with  the  deep  compassion  that 
caused  his  heart  to  bleed  was  a  feeling  of  unspeakable  relief. 
She  was  gone — she  could  sin  no  longer,  suffer  no  more  on 
this  earth — ''Never  more  on  her  shonld  sorrow  lights  or 
shame."    And  this  was  well — well  I 

Austin's  next  idea  was  to  recross  the  ocean,  to  obtain 
fuller  and  more  reliable  information  of  the  circumstances 
attcudin?  her  death.  It  is  true  that  he  need  not  for  this 
purpose  have  made  another  voyage  ;  he  might  have  written 
to  some  one  of  his  numerons  friends  in  Paris  to  investigate 
and  asoertuin  all  that  he  wished  to  know  ;  but  apart  from 
tike  unconquerable  repugnance  he  felt  to  naming  the  subject 
of  his  sorrow,  or  reviving  the  memory  of  the  miserablo 
woman  in  the  bosom  of  any  friend,  was  that  excessive  rest* 


610  TIYIA. 

lenness  of  8011I,  that  irrMistible  Biieawllj  Ibr 

chanpre,  distraction,  something  to  diBintegrate  and  dfarfpilft 
the  heavy  burning  weight  of  grief  and  shame  that  1^ 
in  his  heart. 

Therefore,  bj  the  next  ontward-boand  steamer,  be 
once  more  for  the  shores  of  Earope.  He  landed  at  Hstn^ 
])0sted  to  Paris,  went  to  the  Rue  St.  Catherine^  to  the  oh> 
Bcurc  hoQse  where  she  had  lodged,  and  to  the  room  whM 
she  had  died — 

"  Of  a  vfialadie'SanS'Tnaladie,^*  as  the  concierge  fafiiraii 
him.  Then  he  sought  oat  the  physician  who  had  attmilsi 
her,  and  whose  report  of  her  illness—"  a  low,  nerrons  hntf 
in  which  the  mind  was  primarily  affected,"  oorroborated  sE 
his  own  secret  preyisions.  Then  he  Tisited  the  CtMflfMn 
de  VHopiialj  and  gazed  upon  the  hamble  graTe  that  chad^ 
had  given  her. 

That  was  all.  Her  personal  effects  had  been  awalhnni 
up  by  her  necessities.  She  had  left  no  papen  of  wmf  d^ 
scription,  expressed  no  feeling,  given  no  informatioB, 
no  message.  She  was  not  one,  indeed,  fh>m  whom  a 
bed  confession  was  to  be  expected.  She  had  too 
pride,  and  upon  occasion,  too  mnch  secretiYoneH  for 
She  was  one  "  to  die  and  make  no  sign." 

Without  meeting  a  single  friend  or  acqnaijitance^ 
left  Paris  as  swiftly  and  secretly  as  he  eame^ 
upon  the  first  homeward-bound  steamer,  and  rotnned  le 
New  York. 

Experiencing  still  the  indispensable  necessitj  for  oadtbi 
action,  Austin  Malroaisou  arrived  at  home  at  the  eoflh 
mcncemcnt  of  one  of  those  political  stragglea  between  op- 
]>osing  panics  that  occasionally  engage  and  agitate  thi 
whole  length  and  breadth  of  our  land.  .  The  wgkdi  «( 
Native  Americanism  was  at  its  height  As  some  nnh>p|f 
men  betake  themselves  to  drinking,  and  otheia  to 
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Austin  Malmaison  cast  UmBelf  Into  tlie  mflee  of  pottUeal 

It  not  nnfreqaentlj  happens  that  some  obscare,  nncoii* 
Bcioos,  personal  motive  underlies  and  gorems  the  opinions 
and  principles  of  even  the  most  sincerely  intending  men. 

And  thus  it  might  have  been  with  Mr.  Malmaison.  A 
foreign  sprig  of  nobility  had  been  the  occasion  of  his  fiunily 
wreck ;  and  hence,  perhaps,  he,  that  had  always  been  ez« 
cessively  cosmopolitan  in  all  his  sentiments,  now  became 
extremely  "  native,^  and  devoted  his  time,  talents,  and  fbr* 
tone  to  the  promotion  of  the  interests  of  that  party.  Na» 
tarally,  he  soon  became  one  of  the  most  popular  and  eft* 
dent  men  in  their  ranks.  Consequently,  in  the  eonTen* 
tions,  barbecues,  mass  meetings,  and  iteld  speaUnga,  he 
soon  found  distraction  enough. 

Meantime,  while  Austin  Malmaison  found  ibrgetfislneH 
of  his  domestic  calamities  in  the  excitements  of  political 
struggle,  Wakefield  Brunton,  was  living  through  another 
set  of  experiences.  After  his  repulse  by  Vivia,  his  whole 
personality  of  body,  mind,  and  spirit,  reeled  as  a  cripple 
might,  from  whom  some  habitual  support  bad  been  with- 
drawn, and  shivered  as  one  cast  out  from  light  and  heat 
into  outer  darkness  and  cold.  He  possessed,  however,  a 
sufficiency  of  self-control,  and  none  of  this  inward,  shndder- 
ing  weakness  was  apparent  in  the  manner  of  the  brilliaBt 
and  popular  lecturer. 

This  was  the  period  of  wounded  self-love,  unjust  Jadg« 
ment,  and  bitter  resentment.  He  hated,  or  believed  that 
he  hated  Tivia,  and  he  fell  into  a  sarcastic  style  of  writing 
and  speaking  >%hencver  woman  chanced  to  be  his  theme. 
Al»out  this  time  the  infidelity  of  Helen,  and  the  wrongrs 
aiii  the  prief  of  Austin,  had  a  powerful  effect  on  his  mind, 
and  served  to  confirm  him  for  the  time  in  his  cynical  mood. 
Being  engaged  in  delivering  a  course  of  lectures  on  the 
origin  and  history  of  the  Reformation,  he  chose  to  deal 
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▼erjr  harshly  with  the  memoqr  of  fha 
that  period,  withoot  regard  to    arty;  aad  the 
Elizabeth  Tudor  aad  the  Catholic  Catherine  de 
saffered  almost  equally  in  their  fame  at  his  henda. 
thing  took  form  and  color  and  character  ftom  Ua 
And  is  not  this  too  often  the  case  ewtsa  with  Ibo 
and  frankest  intellects  1  .  ,.,ii^ 

Bat  with  one  of  Wakefield  Branton's  men)  eai  iaipb 
lectnal  excellence,  this  jaundiced  and  distorted  IMS  A 
mind  could  not  remain  permanent  An  eflair  SMa^iC' 
wounded  love  and  humbled  pride,  it  yielded  m.  liM  1ft 
reason  and  conscience;  there  was  a  healthy  noeaHee  j  Mp 
troubled  soul  settled  and  cleared ;  he  looked  uonad  ifli 
the  world  with  a  true  and  steady  eye ;  and  kamriaff  psff 
his  power  and  his  sphere  of  labor,  he  song^tto  pui^Mi 
soul  from  pride,  anger,  injustice,  and  erery  form  cf 
ness ;  to  give  a  spotless  Yotary  to  the  aernee  of  CM; 
man  ;  to  waive  his  love  of  present  good  fiuBe» 
the  whole  weight  of  his  talent  and  infinenoa^  thmigkifr 
relatively  the  weight  of  a  grain  of  aand,  into  the 
outraged  tmth,  justice,  and  humanity;  aje!  ef0|^ 
this  should  bring  him  proscription  instead  of '«Mslfil^ 
hatred  for  liking,  contempt  for  honor,  iabxaj  fcr 
Some  years  ago  the  age  of  martyrdom  had  not  fMavdt 
one  could  have  had  thai  crown  for  the  seeking;  I 
not  if  it  be  fully  passed  now;  bnt  now,  at  leaal^  lhe-4|^ 
reason  of  nil  dogmas,  religious,  political,  and  aodal^  Vi9^rk% 
freely  discussed  without  costing  the  questioner  hia  vepiiftatfiil 
for  honesty  or  for  veracity ;  his  place  in  the  hearte  of  Wl 
friends ;  and  his  position  in  society ;  when  aa 
the  advocates  of  free  thought  were  not,  aa  ia  atiU 
ages,  imprisoned,  banished,  sold  into  slaveij^  or  fartr^jpitii 
the  wheel,  yet  they  ever  were  proacnbed^  and  finiv 
"fanatic,''  "infidel,"  "madman,"  weie  indii  'bMrpIiI^ 
plied.    "  The  animal  is  mad,  aToid  or  i         fMpCSi 
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M  elTeet,  tbe  sentence  of  the  world  iip<m  vaj  ntn  of  gevlav 
who  dared  to  think  or  speak  in  advance  of  his  time. 

This  was  the  sentence  soon  prononnced  npon  Wakefield. 
It  takes  a  man  hot  a  little  while  thus  to  nin  himself  with 
this  world.  Let  an  orthodox  minister  of  the  gospel,  who 
bas  been  prophesying  "  smooth  things''  to  a  sleepy  eongre* 
gation  all  his  life,  hot  once  speak  oat  the  tnith  that  per* 
haps  has  been  secretly  homing  in  his  son!  for  yean,  and 
joa  shall  see  the  holy  horror  that  he  shall  inipire.  And 
jet  mast  the  tmth  be  spoken :  for  no  mmU/$t  in  what  man* 
oer  it  is  received,  it  will  remain  in  the  memory,  It  will  g&m 
gpace  even  as  in  time  it  will  fill  space. 

But  Wakefield's  worldly  popularity  waned  from  the  ttaM 
Chat,  without  fear  or  favor,  he  began  to  write  and  to  apeak 
Ms  truth.  He  wrote  books  and  published  them,  but  tlie 
profits  of  the  sales  little  more  than  covered  the  ezpencet 
of  their  publication,  while  the  principles  they  advocated 
provoked  a  storm  of  criticism  more  than  sufBcient  to  omah 
any  youthful  author.  Thus  his  works  were  profitable 
neither  for  his  pocket  or  his  reputation.  But  what  of  that, 
if,  by  their  dissemination,  his  truth  should  find  its  way  into 
some  mind  where  it  might  possibly  germinate  li|[e  good 
seed  in  good  ground,  and  bring  fruit,  "some  thirty,  aomo 
fifty,  and  some  an  hundred  fold  V*  So  as  long  aa  he  eovld 
find  readers,  Wakefield  was  content  to  write  and  starve. 
But  even  this  ended.  As  his  books  were  not  more  profit* 
able  to  the  publisher  than  to  himself,  he  began  to  find  it 
very  difficult,  and  afterward  quite  impossible,  to  induce 
any  house  to  undertake  the  enterprise  of  bringing  out  his 
works.  As  he  himself  was  too  poor  to  print  them,  bis  use- 
fulness  seemed  to  be  gone.     Yet  he  wrote  on. 

Still  for  a  while  his  erudition  and  talents  as  a  lecturer 
procured  him  a  few  engagements.  But  as  in  every  subject, 
whether  of  history,  science,  or  belles-lettres,  with  which  phl« 
loaophy  deals,  there  are  the  principles  of  truths  and  the 
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dogmas  of  (alsehooda,  it  was  impossible  Ibr  WafaUl  Is 

give  a  coarse  of  lectures  without  reToaling  hb  ^'peeslkr 
views."  And  thus  the  Ijceams  misanderstood  or  fanl 
him ;  and  his  popularity  as  a  puhlic  speaker  dedined  ssl 
died  out 

It  would  be  too  sad  to  trace  his  downward  steps  to  a* 
treme  poverty. 

"Who  has  not  seen,"  says  Emerson,  "the  tragedy  of 
imprudent  genius,  struggling  for  years  with  paltry  pscssi* 
ary  difficulties,  at  last  sinking,  chilled,  exhausted  and  bitk- 
less,  like  a  giant  slaughtered  by  pins  f " 

But  Wakefield's  case  was  not  exactly  sach  aa  tUa  Itk 
true  that  he  had  no  trade,  because  in  hia  boyhood  s^ 
youth  his  whole  nature  had  set  in  as  by  a  powerfU  attSi^ 
tion  to  a  life  of  intellectual  labor.  And  he  had  B«nr 
studied  a  profession,  not  from  want  of  indastry,  beeanse  vi 
know  that  he  had  been  an  indefatigable  stadent^  but  frost 
a  too  fastidious  dislike  to  the  imperfection  and  qnaeksv 
inseparable  from  each.  And  now  as  his  chosen  Toeatioa 
of  author  and  lecturer  failed  to  support  him  ae  a  gwrfb: 
man,  Wakefield,  instead  of  getting  into  debt^  or  oblaiaiBg 
money  from  any  friend,  had  the  simple  honesty  to  eoM 
down  in  his  pretensions,  and  to  seem  the  poor  man  thaths 
really  was.  He  took  a  cheap  lodging,  pnrchaaed  pUi 
food,  and  wore  coarse  clothing.  And  eren  theUp 
than  remain  in  the  debt  of  his  poor  landlady  or 
man,  he  would  go  out  and  do  a  day's  manual  bbor 
e? er  he  could  find  employment. 


CHAPTER    TTTTTT 
OOXPBNflATIOH. 


It  wu  b  glorioas  eveuiiig  neu-  the  flnt  of  Octobtr,  witn 
the  ateamer  that  brought  home  'Vina  and  Theodoni  touched 
the  wharf  at  New  York. 

AoBtin  had  come  to  the  ctt;  to  meet  them,  and  had  takes 
lodgings  so  near  the  Isading  place,  that  he  wta  enabled  to 
be  upon  the  spot  to  receive  them  at  the  moment  of  their 
arriTal. 

The  assemblage  was  bo  great,  that  for  awhile  it  Memed 
impossible  to  get  sight  of  the  part^  for  whom  he  came  to 
look. 

TiTia  was  the  first  to  emei^  from  the  dense  crowd ;  At 
came,  drawing  genti;  after  her  Theodora,  who  still  hang 
upon  ber  arm,  and  followed  bj  an  elderlj  maid  and  fooU 
man,  who  carried  sanabadea,  shawls,  reticules,  and  racli 
other  little  personal  belongings  aa  had  not  been  packed  np. 

On  seeing  them,  Anstin  sprang  forward  to  greet  them, 
■baking  hands  cordially  again  and  again,  and  sUll  linger- 
ing orer  that  ceremony  until  the  in<u%RBing  prfwanre  of  the 
crowd  making  him  feel  that  he  "  stopped  the  waj,"  obliged 
him  to  get  between,  and  give  an  arm  to  each  of  the  ladlM, 
>nd  hurry  them  from  the  deck  to  the  wharf,  and  to  the  car- 
riage,  that  stood  in  «-aiting  at  a  ehort  distance. 

The  drive  to  the  hotel  occnpied  bnt  «  few  momenti.  AH 
qnestioDs  were,  by  tacit  consent,  deferred  antil  they  reached 
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the  prirsto  parlor  of  tiie  parly.  Thm,  whim  the  eotA  Wf 
dbmlBsed,  and  the  ladies'  boDneU  Koil  ihftwlf  laid  of  tai 
cotisigucH  to  tlie  care  of  Dieir  attondttnU  who  bsd  follntl 
In  a  cub,  eud  Itiu  tlimt)  (Httdds  futmil  UictmelTct  bIom  (^ 
(•ether,  AasUii  drew  bis  chair  np  Wore  the  »ofa  apon  wblck 
Theodora  end  Yiria  sat  side  b;  Eidc.  mu]  for  aa  {mUb^ 
In  sileucu,  they  looked  at  oae  another  with  that  doop  b- 
tercet  of  curiosity  with  which  friend*  lon^  sepantod,  aMk 
their  6rst  meeting,  examine  each  other.  And  la  that  lit- 
glo  instant  of  silent  stndy,  rovelations  were  givvn  aad  » 
ceivcd.  As  Aoatin  looked  trom  one  to  ti>o  other  of  Ul 
recovered  friends,  he  found  them  both  chan^tl. 

Vivio  seemed  less  brilliant  than  forniBrlj-.  The  fiir-rcK^ 
Iiig,  vivid  lightning  of  her  eyes  seetnod  called  hack,  p)^ 
i-mi  in ;  aod  now  those  onuc  flashing  ortxi  shono  with  a 
etill,  deep,  stHrliko  radiance,  and  the  tones  of  h«r  voio« 
were  less  clastic  and  vivaclona,  but  iimoother,  coliacr, 
Biveeter  than  fonnerlj.  For  the  rest,  sbo  was  paler  and 
quit;ler. 

Uut  Theodora!  He  had  been  Iwfora  stmck  with  th« 
change  in  her,  which  every  motion  aad  gMluro  fnm  th« 
moment  of  leaving  the  ship  to  that  of  entei^nir  tb«  hotel 
had  revealed,  exciting  Btill  cver-increaalag  snrprise.  OaaU 
this  i^Dict^ful  woman,  whose  every  molton  wax  fall  of  elat- 
ticity,  ami  whose  countenance  was  sparkling  wUb  viradty. 
coald  this  indeed  be  the  unou  pale,  dejected  little  crip]ilef 
Had  the  long  living  with  Yivia  elTfCtcd  tbta  cbai)|;B  F  and 
nliiive  all,  had  the  electric  lifs  roccivcKl  by  the  foruMr  bo« 
givun  from  the  life  of  the  latter  f  Austin  coald  •eareelT, 
fi^r  wonder,  remove  his  atlenlioD  from  them. 

And  Ihoy,  on  their  part,  had,  in  that  dn|tle  iostast 
Inhen  in  all  the  clinngo  that  had  passed  o*«r  him.  AaJ 
this  was  a  sad  and  blighting  change.  It  is  tras  that  the.' 
who  were  intimately  acqnainlcd  with  his  ohanctor,  ud 
kn«w  iil;iu  his  lost  groat  trial,  had  expected  to  1 
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altered,  worn,  and  haggard.  This  woald  hare  beea  too 
satnral  to  be  wondered  at.  But,  ah  I  the  change  was  not 
that  produced  by  sorrow  or  humiliatioDy  bat  by  something 
more  deplorable.  The  marks  upon  his  altered  brow  were 
not  only  those  of  grief,  but  of  excess.  Ab  Yiyia  gaied 
for  a  moment  upon  him,  the  keenest  pang  that  had  erer 
entered  that  generous  bosom,  now  wrong  her  heart  The 
man  sitting  before  her  was  really  Anstiny  and  yet  teemed 
not  to  be  him.  It  is  true,  there  were  the  same  tall  and 
finely  proportioned  form,  the  same  regnlar,  daisic  ftatuee, 
the  same  graceful  and  distingniahed  bearing;  wtiere, 
then,  was  the  change  f  Something  was  missing  from  the 
expression  of  his  eyes,  and  from  the  tone  of  his  Toioe ;  alas  I 
the  purity  of  both  was  gone,  or  rather  the  innoeenoy  of  sonl 
was  prone,  and  in  the  eye  and  in  the  Toice  the  loss  was  be- 
1  rayed  !  There  was  a  certain  thickness  and  hnsUness  in 
the  deep-toned  vuieo,  once  pure  as  the  notes  of  an  organ ; 
a  certnin  semi -opacity  in  the  dark,  impassioned  eyes,  once 
clear  as  those  of  childhood ;  a  turbidness,  not  to  say  dark 
flush  over  the  rich  complexion,  once  transparent  as  that 
of  womanhood ;  and  a  fullness,  to  nse  no  harsher  term, 
about  the  fine  features,  once  as  cleanly  cut  and  clearly  de- 
fined as  those  of  a  classic  statue.  Yery  slight  were  these 
indices  to  the  perception  of  superficial  spectator!.  They 
did  not  detract  much  firom  the  external  grace,  dignity  and 
beauty  of  his  appearance,  nor  from  his  reputation  as  a  rery 
handsome  man  and  accomplished  gentleman;  thej  wonld 
scarcely  have  been  noticed  by  an  indifferent  acquaintance ; 
but  to  one  as  deeply  interested  as  was  Yiria,  they  were» 
alas !  tokens  slight  but  sure  of  a  soul  world-warped,  sense- 
sodden!  His  style  of  conversation  also  partook  of  the 
same  change. 

Even  Theodora^s  soul  recoiled  from  one  who  had  onee 
been  all  in  all  to  her. 

It  took,  as  I  said,  but  a  moment  of  mutual  obserraUon 
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for  each  party  to  porcciro  in  the  other  llieso  changes,  gooJ 
and  bad.  Yivia  was  the  first  to  break  the  momentuy  si- 
lence. 

"  Well,  we  meet  again  after  so  long  a  separation,  dear 
Austin.     It  was  a  long  anticipated  joy  to  me." 

''And  to  me,  then  !  I  tell  you,  Vivia,  that  I  have  couuteJ 
the  Iionrs  for  months  since  you  have  been  expected  hoHii. 
And  you,  dear  Theodora,  are  you  not  happy  to  toach  joar 
native  land  again  ?"  he  said,  turning  with  somcthiog  like 
his  old  smile  to  the  latter. 

"  Oh  yes ;  but  I  am  gladder  to  sec  my  friends  again.** 

"  Well !  what  does  that  sigh  mean  f  that  yoa  have  left 
retrrets  behind  ?" 

'*  Oh,  no  ;  I  have  left  no  regrets  behind,  and  bronght 
nothing  but  happy  memories  away." 

''  Well,  what  then  V 

*'  There  is  one  wanted  to  complete  our  party.  Where  is 
Wakefield,  dear  Austin  ?"  she  inquired  evasively. 

Austin's  countenance  grew  grave  and  troubled,  and  Vi- 
via roused  her  attention  and  bent  forward  to  listen. 

l>ut  Austin  only  answered  by  asking  another  qucetioo. 

*'  Vou  have  read  his  last  volume  of  Essays  ?" 

"  Oh,  '  The  Progress  of  Truth  !'  yes,  and  admired  it  ex- 
ceedingly. But  do  such  books  succeed  t  what  has  bcea 
its  fate  ?" 

"  Ilum-m-m — you  have  already  surmised  it." 

*'  But  the  author— our  Wakefield  ?" 

"Suffers  the  penalty  of  all  would-be  'world  menders,^'' 
replied  Austin,  who  then  commenced  and  gave  a  summary 
hVstory  of  the  declension  and  death  of  Wakefield's  popn- 
larity.  He  concluded  by  saying,  "Wakefield  was  very 
unwise.  1  begin  to  think  genius  lacks  common  sense.  lid 
sacrificed  to  an  ahsurd  conscientiousness  a  prospect  of  the 
most  brilliant  career  that  ever  opened  before  a  young  au- 
thor.    Society  is  not  prepared  to  receive  bis  views,  and  hi 
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chovld  hftTe  seen  it ;  there  Is  a  fitting  time  tnd  phee  for 
•peaking  the  trath,  and  he  shoald  have  known  it." 

**  Yes,"  said  Yivia,  in  a  tone  of  sweetness  and  solemnitj, 
''there  is  a  fitting  time  and  place  for  speaking  the  tmth. 
The  time  is — when  the.  opposite  falsehood  exists;  the 
place  ts — where  it  prevails!  No  matter  if,  ont  of  the 
inillion,  but  one  receives  that  tmth — in  that  heart  it  will 
lire,  germinate,  and  spread — ^bear  seed,  and  scatter  them 
to  t^e  root  in  other  prepared  hearts ;  its  growth  maj  be 
checked,  but  its  fruitfulness  can  never  be  destrojed— ^it  will 
reproduce  itself  and  spread  nntil  it  fills  the  earth.  There- 
fore  has  the  condemned  book  not  been  written  in  Tain,  nor 
has  the  broken-hearted  author  perished  in  rain  t" 

"  Perished  !  Vivia  f" 

"  Aye  I  perished  !  I  nse  that  term  in  its  finite  meaning 
i— for  the  soul  and  its  truth  are  coetemal.  But  where  then 
is  Wakefield  ?  Austin,  where  is  thy  bosom  friend  f "  said 
Yivia,  bringing  those  two  star-like  ejes  to  bear  fhll  upon 
licr  cousin'^  face  and  soul.  "Ajel  '  Cain,  where  is  th j 
brother  Abel  ?' " 

"  I  might  ask,  '  Am  I  my  brother's  keeper  V — ^if,  indeed, 
.  that  brother  were  one  to  submit  to  bonds,  except  to  those 
&ir  bonds  that  were  refused  to  him  f* 

"  Have  you  seen  him  since  you  came  np  to  town  ?^ 

"  No,  for  I  did  not  know  where  to  seek  him.  It  is  said 
ihat  he  has  hidden  himself  in  some  poor  lodgings  in  the 
heart  of  the  city ;  but  where  exactly,  I  conld  not  leanu'' 

**  But  you  have  written  to  him  ?" 

"  Certainly — at  a  venture  ;  but  have  as  yet  received  no 
answer — in  fact,  there  has  been  no  time  for  an  answer.  Bnt 
come,  ladies,  here  is  supper ;  let  us  then  adjourn  the  dis- 
cussion to  another  occasion,"  said  Austin,  as  a  conple  of 
waiters  entered,  bearing  the  materials  for  their  evening 
repast 

As  this  was  near  the  first  of  October,  and  as  the  Presi- 
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duntiai  elec  ion  was  drawing  toij  ni 

trcinclj  anxions  to  return  to  the  field  of  straggle.      ~  -1  ^ 

Yivia,  on  the  other  hand,  waa  for  seTend  reaam^ 
8irous  of  remaioiDg  for  the  present  in  town. 
mutivcs  was  her  wish  to  serTe  Theodora,  whose 
pursuit  of  art  would  require  a  city  residence.  TheiifcwiW 
Boon  as  Austin  had  ascertained  the  intention  of  Ua  eow^ 
he  hastened  to  engage  for  her  party  a  anite  of  pleaaanlvoSBi, 
ill  an  up-towu  hotel — and  when  he  had  aeeo  thwsnp 
fortably  settled  there,  he  took  leafe  and  hnrried  off  talk 
various  scenes  of  political  conflict 

\  ivia's  old  friends  began  to  gather  around  her,  end  asM 
"  tbc  muse  and  beauty"  snflfored  herself  to  be  dimwaiMe 
the  vortex  of  fashionable  life.  She  had  a  doable  moUte— 
tu  feel  the  pulse  of  society  in  regard  to  Wakefield,  and  abs 
to  introduce  Theodora  to  some  of  those  few  worthy  sad  ii* 
liueutial  souls  who  mingle  in  fashionable  aocialy  mid  ataHMt 
redeem  its  general  fri?olity. 

In  respect  to  Wakefield,  she  discoTered  ttet  be  wm  so- 
cially dead  and  forgotten — and  a  new  literary  lioip  a jfoeng 
gentleman  who  had  written  a  volume  of  outrs  TeraeSi  rosnd 
in  his  stead.  She  could  gain  no  cine  to  Wakefield^ 
deuce;  his  publisher  had  entirely  lost  sigbtof  Um; 
the  Directories  pointed  out  none  bnt  hoaseboUera  aad 
ness  firms.  At  length  Yivia  resolved  to  write  to 
Brunton,  who  was  still  in  charge  at  Sunset  Hills^  Ibf-  As 
address  of  her  son.  It  seemed  a  little  absurd  to-  be  Mdtf 
the  necessity  of  writing  to  Maryland  to  get  infovmalioB  e( 
an  individual,  whom  she  knew  to  be  in  tbe  oitj  fipooa  wkidk 
she  wrote;  but  there  was  in  fact  no  altematiTe ia 
intelligence  of  Wakefield. 

While  waiting  for  the  slow  response  of  poor  dU^ 
Bruuton's  uupracticed  pen,  Yivia  pnrsned  berqwiet 
for  Wakefield,  and  at  the  same  time  assisted  Tbeodtt^iil 
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qaett  after  a  suitable  home,  wliere  the  latter  eotild  take 
vp  her  residence,  and  set  op  her  stodio. 

One  morning  Yiria  left  Theodora  entranoed  belbre  her 
mml,  the  snbject  of  her  picture  being  the  arraignment  of 
William  Wallace.  After  an  absence  of  three  hours,  Virift 
Mtamed,  and  found  her  fdend  in  the  reaction  of  creatiTo 
fever,  sitting  dreaming  in  the  rocldng-chair. 

**  I  hare  good  news  for  you,  pdiiUe.  I  hare  Ibnnd  a 
beautiful  little  cottage  in  a  garden  in  the  heart  of  the  dtj, 
that  will  just  suit  jou." 

"  Oh,  indeed  I  hare  yon  ?  I  am  rery  glad  I  it  is  really 
pfOTidential  1'' 

''Well,  we  will  go  and  see  it  this  afternoon,  Dora^  aadif 
yoQ  like  it,  as  I  know  yon  will,  we  can  furnish  it  to-morrow. 
By  the  way,  hare  any  letters  been  left  for  me  f " 

"  Yes,  three,  and  several  papers.  One  of  the  letters  is 
flrom  Austin,  and  another  from  old  Mrs.  Bmnton;  I  know 
their  handwritings ;  the  third  I  think  is  merely  an  iuTitation 
to  some  party." 

"  Gire  me  Mrs.  Brnnton's  letter,''  exclaimed  Viriai  as  riio 
took  it  and  broke  the  seal. 

It  was  a  Yery  respectable,  affectionate,  but  formally- 
worded  and  brief  communication,  expressing  the  deepest 
dcYOtion  to  her  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  and  goring  the 
intelligence  that  Wakefield  li?ed  at  ''No.  —  Catiierino 
street,  third  fioor,  back." 

"  We  will,  after  yisiting  your  cottage,  my  dear,  drire 
di>wn  that  street  to  see  what  sort  of  a  place  it  is.  Now,  lei 
us  see  what  Austin  talks  about,"  said  Yiyia,  breaking  Uie 
seal  of  the  second  letter. 

Austin's  "  talk"  was  of  barbecues,  political  dinners,  etc. 
When  Yivia  had  finished  reading,  she  sighed  deeply,  and 
looked  at  Theodora,  whose  face  had  become  pale  and  sad. 
They  both  feared  that  habits  of  cxccssIto  conriviality  were 
ruiniug  Austiu  ;  but  in  their  tenderness  of  bis  good  name, 


mad  versions.  His  habits 
rated  into  prross  excesses— 
his  domestic  misfortunes  d 
political  writers  of  all  pa; 
there  is  no  sach  thing  as 
paper. 

**  What  an  audacidus  falj 
honesty  nor  decency  among 

Vivia  smiled  sadly. 

"  It  is  of  no  use  to  grow  < 
it  is  even  as  the  sage  says 
almost  St.  John  will  hate.' 
then  to  our  drive." 

That  afternoon  the  cottaj 
secured.  On  their  return  h( 
to  visit  Catherine  street  and 

The  house  in  question  was 
story  red-brick  buildings,  ch 
second-hand  furniture  dealers 
was   about   midway  of  the 
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triumphs  of  the  martyr.  They  drore  slowly  past  the  house, 
tamed  the  comer  and  went  home.  ' 

The  uext  day  the  newly-rented  cottage  was  furnished,  aad 
Theodora's  tranks  and  hoxes  were  conreyed  thither.  The 
studio  was  fited  up,  and  the  pictures  she  had  painted 
during  her  residence  in  Europe  were  unpacked  and  set  up. 

As  the  annual  exhihition  was  near  at  hand,  two  of  the 
best  pictures  Were  sent  up  to  the  Academy  as  candidates 
for  admission,  and  one  of  them,  "  The  Fall  of  Ludfer/' 
was  accepted.  It  was  a  terrible  and  magnificent  picture^ 
though  severe  in  the  unity  and  simplicity  of  its  composition* 
The  scenery  was  the  immensity  of  space  in  darknesSi  the 
sole  figure  was  that  of  the  falling  angel,  with  locks  stream* 
ing  upward,  from  the  swiftness  of  descent.  It  was  a  work 
of  which,  some  months  after  its  completion,  the  young 
artist  herself  said,  that  she  could  scarcely  recognixe  it  as 
her  own  work,  or  realize  again  the  state  of  soul  in  which  it 
had  been  painted.  But, when  it  came  to  ticketing  the 
accepted  picture  with  a  price,  Theodora  objected, — 

"  I  cannot  do  it,  Yivia  I  I  would  not  part  with  Regulns 
or  William  Wallace  at  all,  except  to  give  either  of  them 
away  to  any  dear  friend  that  loved  them.  As  for  Lucifer, 
I  have  no  objections  to  disposing  of  that.  But  whoever 
wants  it,  supposing  any  one  does,  must  give  me  what  they 
please.  I  am  not  a  tradeswoman,  and  cannot  meddle  with 
Fuch  matters  without  a  declension  of  power.  I  know  not 
how  this  may  be  with  stronger  minds." 

When  the  day  of  the  opening  of  the  Academy  arrived, 
Vivia  and  Theodora  attended  in  the  crowd.  There  were 
F(>veral  hundred  pictures  on  exhibition,  and  among  them 
were  two  or  three  very  fine  paintings,  since  of  world-wide 
fame. 

After  these,  Theodora's  picture  attracted  the  most  atten- 
tion. It  was  purchased  by  a  gentleman  of  Boston,  who, 
hearing  of  the  youug  artist's  circumsuuccs,  offered  what 
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evtry  ono  coDsidi?rod  a  mnniQcent  prlfrc  for  iU  po*ie 
This  sam  mode  Tlieodom  iwkpoRilent  Tor  the  tlmo.    tTtii 
holding  the  Bum  in  her  hand,  before  ^oiDg  Lo  plaen  !l  ia  j| 
bank,  flho  said, 

"Tiria,  I  feci  somehow  axhncned  to  keep  itll  Uilt  n 
f.)r  myself,  while  ray  old    [ilajnoitte  and  friend, 
worked  harder  and  better  than  mjeelf.  remalat  In  {>enar} 
1  want  to  geod,  aaonymouBly,  a  portion  of  Uiia  tii  Wake- 
field." 

"Do  not  dare  to  do  sol    I  vroald  Boonitr  offer  a! 
a  prince  of  the  blood." 

"  But  what  shall  I  do  ?"  complained  Tht-oilun ;  i 
endorse  her  words,  the  "eloqneut  blood"  solfBsed  her  chitd 
in  an  lugennous  blush — "  I  feel  it  to  be  diigracoful  Ig  eajft 
prosperitj  while  our  brother  suffers  adversity." 

Yivia's   countenance    soildcnl?   flashed    with    m   radiac 
smile,  and  she  taid  slowly,  and  with  an  Ineffable  smetn 
as  if  each  spoken  thought  were  dwelt  upon  dclightedtf, 

"A  choice  spirit  doca  not  heed  privations.  The  iaagt 
of  the  Most  Ili|;h,  he  dwclleth  in  temple*  not  tnada  »itlL 
hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens.  The  kiugdoni  of  thia  «i>rl4J 
and  the  glory  thereof,  has  not  failed  to  bo  offered  lo  Wiv 
if  only  he  would  fall  down  and  worship  the  Satan  of  fabv 
booda.  He  would  not.  Therefore  his  empire  b  not  cf 
time  or  of  space — It  Is  In  eternity  and  infiaitnde  !' 

Tlieodora'a  couDt^naoce,  on  the  contrary,  slill  rcruakj 
the  anxiety  and  dejection  of  her  eonl.  She  gaxci]  fai 
piciously  and  remorsefully  upon  Iho  gold  in  her  lap. 

"Oh,  Viyial"  she  Buid,  "when  1  think  of  WakefieWI 
miafortanes,  I  look  upon  my  own  eaccess  M  ar  prriuF  tfiat '. 
have  no  real  merit  at  all ;  when  I  think  of  hU  n^mttfin  Ig 
thie  world,  I  look  upon  tny  own  acceptance  at  iu  hands  ■ 
a  token  that  I  must  in  some  maUDcr  hare  betrxycd  the  In^ 
of  genius  I" 

"  Not  so,  for  your  vocation  differs  somewhat  froni  Uij 
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Eoth  arc  for  good;  but  by  different  meaos.  An  artist, 
bowevcr  great  his  love  of  tratb,  need  not  offend  as  aa 
author  nmst.  The  artbt's  work  is  more  immediatelj  benign. 
It  is  his  privilege  onlj  to  create,  while  it  is  the  author'a 
dutj  often  to  destroy.  Ton  are  a  creator  of  bean ty— -Wake- 
field a  destroyer  of  falsehood.  Therefore,  yon  will  be  loved 
and  honored,  while  he  will  be  persecuted  or  neglected.'' 

"  Ah,  well  I  I  dare  not  congratulate  myself,  or  thank  the 
Lord  that  I  am  so  highly  favored,  while  that  fated  destroyer, 
who  would  lift  the  pillars  of  the  temple  of  Error  only  to 
bury  himself  under  its  fall,  is  left  to  suffer  alooe*  HiTp^i% 
the  soul  may  be  very  grand,  bat  I  have  a  pitiful  feeling  for 
the  poor  body  that  it  inhabits.  I  do  want  to  see  Waketdd 
comfortable.  I  want  to  fill  a.sister's  place  near  him.  And 
I  shall  do  60.     I  must  go  to  see  Wakefield,  Yivia.'' 

"  Do  not  dare  to  do  so  I  Wait,  I  conjure  you  I  Wait,  I 
command  you  I     It  is  only  my  right." 

The  jouDg  author  sat  alone  in  his  poor  chamber.  It 
was,  as  has  been  said,  a  third-story  back  room,  with  but 
one  window,  overlooking  a  confined  prospect  of  old  chim- 
nejs,  dingy  roofs,  dilapidated  dormer  windows,  murlgr  walls 
rising  above  pent  and  squalid  yards  and  reeking  alleys,  and 
all  the  abominations  of  the  roost  wretched  spot  in  the  dis- 
heartening heart  of  the  city. 

Before  this  sole  window,  Wakefield  sat  writing.  A  dingy 
transparency,  half  drawn  up,  admitted  a  sort  of  smoky 
light.  No  vision  of  rising  or  of  setting  sun  ever  gladdened 
this  scene.  The  old  chair  in  which  he  sat,  the  old  table  at 
which  he  wrote,  a  discolored  car[)et,  a  ricketty  cot  bedstead 
a  rtide  bookshelf,  the  work  of  his  own  hands,  and  a  very 
1  andsome  travclinjr-trunk,  a  relic  of  past  prosperity,  com- 
j>ri>ed  the  whole  furniture  of  this  comfortless  room.  This 
rhnmbcr  had  not  even  the  merit  of  quietness  and  seclusion. 
The  adjoining  frunt  room  was  tenanted  by  a  poor,  laboring 
l^imily ;  and  the  cries  and  squabbles  of  tlic  confined  and 
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fretted  children,  and  the  scoldings  and  complaints  of  tk 
vexed  and  wearied  mother,  were  almost  as  unceasing  as  thet 
wore  intolerable.  In  the  attic  overhead  was  a  cobbler  til 
daj  hammering  away  at  his  lapstone,  and  a  rag-carpet 
weaver  ever  clattering  at  his  loom.  The  noise  of  thii 
industrious  ])air  ai)ove,  together  with  the  racket  of  the 
family  in  the  next  room,  and  of  the  lodgers  in  the  lower 
stories,  and  the  incessant  passing  up  and  down  stairs  of 
men  in  coarse  pegged  shoes  over  uncarpcted  flooring,  made 
of  his  place  a  purgatory  to  the  quiet-loving  author.  Xor 
was  his  room  free  from  intrusion.  An  importanate  rap 
would  bring  him  to  his  door,  and  a  little  black-haired  girl 
would  put  in  her  head  with  the  request — 

"  Motlier  says,  please  sir,  will  you  chop  her  a  little  wood ;" 
or,  "  ^Mother  says,  please,  will  you  bring  her  a  pail  of  water;'' 
or,  on  some  evening,  "  Father  says,  will  yon  lend  him  a 
sliilling  'till  Saturday  night  ;'*  or,  upon  some  Sunday, 
**  Mother  says,  please  sir,  don't  be  oflfended,  but  here's  a 
bowl  of  nice  soup  she  thought  you  might  like." 

So  true  is  it,  that  go  where  we  will,  we  cannot  quite 
isolate  ourselves  from  the  sympathies,  the  requirements  and 
the  good  oflices,  given  and  received,  of  our  fellow-croaiurfs. 

At  first,  these  interruptions  were  a  great  vexation  to 
AVakefield,  but  at  length  he  became  rather  interested  in  bis 
})Oor  nei.ii:hbors,  and  the  wood  would  be  chopped,  and  the 
shilling  lent,  or  the  soup  accepted  with  equal  good-Mill. 
Finally,  he  grow  so  accustomed  to  the  noise  around  him, 
that  he  ceased  to  hear  it  at  all. 

And  now,  if  he  sat  before  his  writing-desk  unable  to  con- 
centrate his  thoughts  upon  the  subject  in  hand,  it  was  not 
because  a  little  l>edlum  raved  without,  but  because  the 
thronging  memories  of  the  past  crowded  all  else  from  hii 
mind.  He  know  that  ,s7/^  was  in  New  York.  lie  had  not 
directly  or  indireetly  sought  her  presence,  yet  he  had  seen 
her,  and  the  beaniiful  fair  brow  and  starry  eyes  seemed  o?tr 
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bmding  over  him.  It  bad  not  needed  that  Titton  to  m- 
TiTe  her  Tision  ;  that  bright  presence  had  nerer  for  an  in- 
stant faded  from  that  constant  heart  He  too  beliered  in 
the  eternal  marriage  of  sonls  destined  to  each  other ;  bat  it 
is  a  wasting  of  the  vital  energies  in  man  to  try  to  lire  only 
npon  abstractions,  however  bright.  There  were  times 
when  for  one  warm  clasp  of  Yiria's  thrilling  hand,  he  would 
have  foregone  a  handred  years  of  that  far-olT  eternal  union. 
He  sat  now  feeding  upon  the  memories  of  the  past,  reealHng 
his  first  vision  of  her  on  that  bright  spring  morning,  recol- 
lecting how,  after  that,  he  kept  incessant  watch  for  the  littlo 
red  mantle— bow  he  looked  for  it  in  all  possible  and  impos- 
sible places — how  often  in  the  autumn,  when  roving  through 
the  hills  and  glens,  a  burning  bush,  or  an  oak  sapling  in  the 
distance,  would  become  the  ignis  fatuus  to  lead  him  a  long 
chase  after  the  little  red  mantle,  that,  after  all,  when  it  came 
to  him,  would  come  unexpectedly.  Then,  the  after  years, 
when  bis  heart  awoke  to  the  one  grand  passion  of  his  life — 
when  he  hastened  after  fame  and  riches  that  he  might  pur- 
chase approach  to  something  like  equality  with  her — ^the 
agony  of  impatience  he  suffered  then,  lest  his  youth  should 
pass,  or  she  be  married  before  he  should  gain  those  dis- 
tinctions without  which  he  dreaded  to  approach  her.  Then, 
when  fame  and  the  promise  of  fortune  was  his,  for  a  while, 
and  he  laid  them  at  her  feet,  the  discovery  of  his  tre- 
mendous mistake  I  Here  he  dropped  his  head  upon  his 
desk  and  groaned — the  old  agony  had  returned  and  bowed 
him  down.  She  seemed  infinitely  removed  from  him.  How 
lon^  he  remained  bent  beneath  that  passioned  storm  that 
surged  over  and  over  his  soul  cannot  be  computed  by  min- 
utes, or  hours,  for  the  spirit  knows  neither  time  nor  space. 
A  voice  sweeter  than  the  music  of  the  spheres  roused  him. 

"  Wakefield—" 

Hurk  I    Ob,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  let  this  be  no  illnsioa 
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of  sndden  madness  I  he  dared  not  break  the  spell  by  noTJn*; 
liis  very  breath  was  suspeuded,  his  whole  Boul  listened! 

"  Wakefield,  look  at  me ;  I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  take 
me." 

She  had  come  to  him  as  she  had  ever  come,  in  the  momint 
of  his  greatest  need  ;  slie  was  standinp^  at  his  side  ;  she  vai 
speaking  to  him  in  the  queenly  purity  of  her  soul. 

"ViviaI  Yivia!"  he  exclaimed,  and  started  ap,  opened 
his  arms,  and  witii  one  great  heart-sob  of  joy,pressed  her  lo 
his  bosom — for  a  moment  thus,  and  then  relaxing*  his  clasp, 
he  sank  down  in  his  chair,  ghastly  pale,  nearly  swooning. 

"  Po  yon  binme  him,  frU»nd,  for  weaknem? 
'Twas  hb>  strength  of  passluu  alew  Lim  I'* 

Yivia's  usually  calm  face  was  flushed  and  tearful — she 
stood  leaning  on  the  table,  for  an  instant,  until  Wakefieltl, 
quickly  recovering  his  presence  of  mind,  started  up  aud 
placed  her  in  the  only  chair,  and  sank  half  kneeling  by  her 
fside,  saying — "Tiiere  lady,  there,  and  thus  let  us  talk — oh, 
Vivia  I''' 

Their  *'  talk,"  alas  I  though  it  was  the  utterance  of  the 
truest,  holiest  hearts  that  ever  throbbed  in  human  bosoms, 
will  scarcely  bear  repetition — it  was  like  the  conversation 
of  all  friends  and  lovers  long  revered  and  suddenly  meetinsr, 
exclamatory,  fragmentary,  and  almost  as  incoherent  as  thfif 
emotions  were  tumultuous.  At  last,  when  an  hour  of  each 
other's  society  had  somewhat  calmed  their  souls,  WakcGeld 
said,  **  I  do  not  ask  you,  dear  Yivia,  to  what  this  bless^Ml 
chauge  in  your  purpose  is  to  be  attributed.  You  perceive 
that  I  only  accept  and  rejoice  in  it.'' 

"  Well,  though  you  do  not  inquire,  I  will  explain  ;  you  are 
entitled  to  an  explanation.  It  is  not  I  who  am  changed, 
dear  Wakefield,  but  yourself;  my  resohition  waited  only  oa 
vour  clianice." 

"  Yes,  I  am  cliangcd,"  answered  A\''akoficld,  glancing  with 
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%  sarcasm  that  was  free  from  bitterness  ttpon  his  threadbaTo 
coat,  and  thin,  half  transparent  hands. 

"Qloriousljcl^said  Vivia,  earnest]/,  "for  now  jou  serro 
not  the  time,  not  fame,  nor  popnlahtj,  nor  anj  other  fbrm 
of  selfishness,  bat  the  Lord,  the  tmth,  and  hnmaaity.  I 
always  knew  that  the  daj  would  come  when  fame  and  all 
the  rewards  she  brings  in  her  train,  wonid  weigh  nothing  in 
the  balance  with  freedom  of  thought  and  speech,  in  the 
cause  of  good  and  truth.  The  daj  came  sooner  dian  I 
thought,  blessed  be  the'  Lord  I  Ton  kaTC  not  heiitatod  to 
immolate  all  jour  earthly  goods  npon  this  hoHeat  at  altars.'* 

"  Pause,  dear  Yivia ;  I  wonId  not  be  ready  to  orerrata 
my  sacrifice.  Tried  by  spiritual  laws,  it  was  no  sacrifice  at 
all.  Dearest  Yivia,  the  suppression  of  the  tnth  that 
burned  in  my  heart  would  haye  tortured  me  more  than  any 
persecution  the  world  has  power  to  inflict  upon  me  for  ita 
expression.  There  was  little  merit,  then,  in  choosing  the 
lesser  evil.  When  the  test  of  moral  heroism  is  applied  to 
ine,  may  I  not  be  wanting  1" 

Yivia  took  the  two  thin  hands  he  extended,  and  pressed 
them  against  her  bosom,  saying,  rapidly  and  fer?ent1y — 

''Whatever  trial  comes,  you  will  not  be  wanting.  But  I 
wish  to  tell  you,  dear  Wakefield,  why,  when  I  first  returned 
to  New  York,  and  heard  of  the  beautiful  truth  and  integrity 
of  your  life,  I  did  not  come  to  you  at  once  as  I  hare,  come 
this  morning.  It  was  not  that  I  waited  for  yon  to  pre- 
sent yourself  again  to  me.  Well  did  I  know  that,  after 
what  passed  at  our  last  interview,  you  would  not  do  so.  I 
knew  that  I  must  come  to  you ;  but  then  a  thousand 
womanly  shynesses,  unknown  before,  troubled  me ;  spite  of 
all  reason  and  justice,  my  cheek  burned,  and  my  heart  shrank 
before  the  step  I  was  about  to  take.  I,  even  I,  was  tempted 
to  think  that  even  you  might  misinterpret  my  actj  that  yoa 
might  think  my  visit  unmaidenly  or  presumptuous,  or  some" 
thing  else  that  it  was  not  and  could  not  be." 
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''  That  I — that  I  could  have  such  dislojal  thooghU  of 

you,  ray  queen,  my  lutly  1  that  I  might  have  perLshed  Ihi 
day  llial  such  cuuld  h.ivc  iulruded  upon  lue  !  No,  nol  ^^ 
uo  I  No,  Tivia,  no  !  In  my  maddest  days  of  resenimtLU 
no  unworthy  Ihouirht  dared  to  enter  my  mind.  But  wb 
shouM  I  dt.'Mv  it,  when  the  very  idea  that  such  a  dcuial  h 
or  ever  could  be  necessary  is  altogether  inadmissible.'- 

"  Ah  !  well — all  these  doubts  and  hesitations — unwoiiti*ti 
guests  in  my  bosom — were  turned  out  at  last  by  the  simple- 
integrity  of  my  pur[)Ose,  and  I  am  by  your  side,  dear  W'uLe- 
tield." 

**  God  bless  you  and  preserve  you,  my  own  Yivia  !■' 

**  ]5ut  I  must  tell  you  about  our  little  Theodora.  She  Las 
li  (rottage  and  a  studio.  You  know  she  had  a  ]i]cture  on  ex- 
liibiiiun.  She  sold  it  advantageously,  and  wept  over  tbo 
pruceedh  of  the  sale  because  I  would  not  allow  her  to  corao 
and  divide  it  with  her  old  i)laynmte,  as  in  times  past  he 
divided  fruit  or  nuts,  in  their  season,  with  her  Tou  havo 
not  a  tnior  or  tenderer-hearted  friend  iu  the  world  than  niv 
little  Thoodorii."' 

"And  Austin  ?   Have  thev  met — will  she  comfort  hini  T 

"  Austin  has  injured  his  better  nature,  and  Theodora 
shrinks  from  him.  Yet  I  hope  that  Austin's  al)erration  is 
but  temporary,  and  I  mean  that  she  shall  save  bim.  Tlio 
sun  has  set,  dear  Wakefield.  AVill  you  take  up  your  hat 
now  and  walk  with  me  to  Theodora's  cottage,  which  is  my 
present  home,  and  spend  the  evening  with  us  ?  How  oui 
reunion  will  delight  her  ailectionate  heart !" 

"l>ut — a  little  longer — we  cannot  talk  in  those  horribla 
streets  ;  crive  me  a  few  moments  more,  while  we  arrance 
our  future.  How  long,  diiar  A'ivia,  how  long?"  he  entreaU'J, 
dettiining  her  hand  as  she  was  about  to  tic  her  bonnet. 

"  1  will  change  my  name  for  yours  juht  as  soon  as  you  plense, 
or  as  some  lilth*  preparations  can  be  completed  that  shall  not 
take  many  days.    I  have  a  prefercuco  to  receive  the  wedding 
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benediction  in  the  little  gothie  cliapel  of  St  Qene?ieve,  and 
at  the  hands  of  Father  Francis,  and  in  the  company  of  oar 
fHends  there.  You  wonld  also  desire  the  presence  of  your 
mother  and  sisters.  Therefore,  perhaps,  I  had  better  take 
mj  little  Theodora  and  go  down  to  Sanset  Hills.  Yoa 
will  follow  just  as  soon  as  jon  please.'' 

"Why  may  I  not  escort  you  down,  dear  Viviaf" 
"  Yon  may  do  so,  if  yon  please ;  bat  now—"  said  Yiria, 
drawing  her  mantle  around  her,  '*  it  is  time  to  escort  me 

The  exquisite  little  cottage  parlor  was  lighted  ap  with 
that  subdued,  half  light  that  artists  lore,  and  the  fldiy  little 
tea-serrice  was  laid  when  Yiria  reached  the  Tine-ihaded 
portico,  and  rang  the  bell.  Theodora  herself  opened  tke 
door,  and  greeted  her  friend  with  the  accustomed  kiss;  bot 
when  Yivia  said, 

**  There  is  another  with  me,"  and  Wakefield  stepped  for- 
ward, an  exclamation  of  sincerest  joy  broke  from  the  lips 
of  Theodora,  as  she  offered  both  her  hands,  and  warmly 
clasped  those  of  Wakefield,  saying, 

''  Oh,  Wakefield,  I  am  so — so  glad  to  see  yon,  that  I  can- 
not even  call  you  to  account  for  not  coming  before — dear 
Wakefield  I" 

And  after  drawing  him  into  the  passage,  she  flattered 
away,  and  in  an  instant  laid  another  plate  and  napkin,  that 
on  entering  he  might  find  three  already  laid,  and  then  she 
flattered  back  again,  in  the  si^me  joyous,  agitated  way  and 
conducted  them  to  the  parlor. 

It  was  a  very  happy  evening ;  during  its  prog^ress  tho 
programme  of  their  journey  into  the  country  was  arranged. 
At  a  comparatively  early  hour,  however,  Wakefield  thought 
proper  to  withdraw.     Yivia  attended  him  to  the  door. 

**  Onr  little  Theodora  is  very  lovely,  but  she  is  thio  and 
pale,"  said  Wakefield. 

**  Ah,  yes !  but  that  last  is  only  since  her  retam  bone. 
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Awnt.In'a  dereliction  lias  wonndod  Iter  more  flee^lj  Ik 
even  Iha  fact  of  bia  marriage  did.  Tlicn  she  thoapfel  ll 
§lie  had  loat  bim  oaly  for  this  «srtb ;  now  slie  thinks  fbt  h 
fn  ilanger  of  losing  hltn  hcr«  and  hereafter.  Bnt  BheW 
never  spoken  of  Ibis,  but  I  knon  It  Too  trUI  oanvtiwll 
bring  Austin  to  his  senses." 

"If  bia  affection  for  Ibnt  lorely  pir!  irfll  not  bring  fca 
right,  notliing  will,  and  I  give  bini  np." 

"  Na;,  nay  I  Stretch  out  yoor  hnni}— clasp  him  with  » 
etrong  clasp — I  wonld  rather  sets  a  friend  di«  ibsn  m  foil  P 

So  they  parted  for  the  evening,  Vivia  rettimio^  to  ThM 
flora,  and  Wakefield  to  his  poor  chamber,  to  plorifj'  it  wHh 
the  most  heauMfuI  imri  buppy  dreaniB  that  I'vvr  rititod  Ifat 
heart  of  an  a^ceptx^d  lover. 

Theodora  lay  nwuke  nil  that  night,  ponilering;  Vit*t 
few  ynrs  of  funning  and  honi>i'krepii>K  had  licvn  of  w^ftn 
to  her,  in  giving  &  somewhat  practical  tutn  to  «  ontt  too 
viaionary  mind.  And  the  prohleiB  she  laid  invakc  to  n-win 
was  simply  this— "Wakefield  rant*  monnj',  bi«  inm)t\''v 
lioedfl  replenishing;  he  will  wish  to  make  aoiKi^  wndtft'S 
pr>'|mra(ioiiB ;  how  will  he  do  it  without  fuuttx?  briI  ho* 
is  hi'  to  get  funds  f  that  16  the  queetioo  1  Vivh,  In  bn'ol'- 
lime  indifference  to  anch  things,  will  ticrar  thInX  of  Obil 
will  rebuke  me  if  I  bring  it  lo  her  mind.  She  will,  riaid; 
witliout  a  single  reservation,  or  a  moment'*  tlionght  oTwiat 
ehe  doea,  confer  her  whole  patnt«,  as xhecoiifbnihenel^aintD 
her  husbacd,  at  the  altAr.  So  it  mntt  be  mv  boslBaik 
Kow  how  BhaJI  I  got  my  little  deposit  at  the  hank  fMo  tht 
banda  of  WakeQeld,  withont  affronting  or  Insultlu^  Unt 
that's  the  ^1^  t|uestion  I"  "^"^ 

And  the  poor  girl  revolved  thU  In  her  )i?ad,  in  ll»f 
endeavor  to  solve  ft,  or  to  sleep. 

And  eurly  in  ttit;  morning  Theodora  arose,  palp  aUllI 
vous,  bnt  eager  und  excited,  hurriedly  mndc  her  toilol 
put  oa  ber  bonnet,  and  like  «  little  couapirator  «»  4 
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with  heneir  alone^jiteftlthfly  left  the  bonte,  tad  walM  sitil 
the  met  tho  earliest  down  omoibiUi  which  the  haiM  aad 
entered. 

After  a  ride  of  two  miles,  she  pulled  the  cheek-string,  and 
got  oat  in  front  of  the  establishment  of  a  welMinown  pnl^ 
lisher  and  bookseller.    Mr.  B  ^  the  head  of  the  tarn, 

was  acquainted  with  Theodora.  She  inquired  for  him,  aad 
was  fortunate  in  finding  him  in  his  office.  She  requested  a 
private  interview,  and  immediately  opened  her  bnsinsss. . 

*'  You  are  acquainted  with  Mr.  Wakefield  Braitoai  the 
author  and  lectorer  f " 

"Yes,  madam,  though  we  have  lost  sight  of  htas  im  lale 
yearn." 

"  Well,  he  lives  at  No.  —  Catherine  street  I  wish  yM 
would  be  so  kind  as  to  purchase  the  copyright  of  a  Tolame 
of  manuscript  miscellanies  that  he  has  by  him." 

The  publisher  smiled  at  the  apparent  simplicity  of  hii 
visitor,  as  he  answered, 

"Really,  madam,  we  would  be  very  happy  to  oblige  yo«, 
but  such  books  as  that  you  propose  are  quite  a  drug  ia  the 
market" 

'*  Oh,  yes,  I  know  I  yon  don't  understand  me.  I  wish  you 
only  to  be  my  agent  in  purchasing  the  manuscripts  firom  the 
author.  I  want  them  for  myself.  I  wish  to  read  thea  wmd 
to  illustrate  them  with  my  pencil.  You  need  not  pnblMi 
them  ;  though  perhaps  in  the  future  I  may  ilad  a  piibUaher 
for  them." 

While  she  spoke,  Mr.  B— —  was  looking  at  hereager, 
animated  face  with  as  much  interest  as  politeness  per* 
mitted 

"And  how  much  are  you  prepared  to  offer  ?" 

Without  speaking,  Theodora  took  a  pen  and  wrote  a 
check  for  five  hundred  dollars — it  was  the  whole  of  her  little 
deposit 

"  1  want  yon,  if  you  will  be  so  very  obliging;  aa  sot  to 
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gi?e  himOis  check ;  bat  as  aooa  as  the  bank  J9  spiiVff^ 
cashed  aud  take  him  the  mon^  for  the  manoacripf 

"  Ah  I  and  yoa  wish — ^" 

"  To  remain  unauspecUd  in  this  traaaaction^-thcRbn 
my  signature  should  not  be  seen  on  the  check." 

"  But,  my  dear  lady,  this  is  probably  ten  times  the  worA 
of  the  papers." 

"  Now,  I  do  not  know  that" 

"  Be  assured  of  it,  then  ;  and  if  70a  wish  to  aniit  tUi 
young  man — " 

''  I  wish  to  possess  the  manuscript,  sir,  as  I  sud.  Ai 
for  pecuniary  assistance,  Mr.  Wakefield  Bmntoa  will  sons 
be  independent  of  that" 

Delicacy  forbade  more  questions  or  ezpostnlatioiis.  Theo- 
dora, after  making  a  few  purchases  as  an  excnse  for  her 
morning  ride,  returned  home  with  a  triumphant  heart,  r^ 
solved  to  work  very  hard  to  replenish  her  empty  cofferi. 

In  the  course  of  that  day,  Wakefield  received  a  visit  fron 
Mr.  B i  and  thanked  Providence  for  a  most  unex- 
pected windfall  at  the  hour  of  his  greatest  necessity. 

Their  preparations  for  departure  were  soon  made ;  sad 
Yivia  and  Theodora,  attended  by  the  elderly  lady  who  htd 
matronized  them  in  Europe,  and  escorted  by  Wakefield, 
departed  for  Maryland,  and  in  due  time  arrived  at  Suiuet 
llills.  I  shall  pass  over  the  joy  of  meeting  with  their 
friends,  and  leave  to  the  imagination  of  my  young  resdefs 
the  details  of  the  marriage  that  took  place,  as  had  been  s^ 
ranged,  at  the  little  gothic  chapel  of  the  Convent  of  St 
Genevieve,  in  the  presence  of  the  pale  bat  tranqoil  Abbcti 
and  her  nuns,  and  of  their  own  family  party,  Theodora  sad 
Austin  acting  as  attendants,  and  Father  Francis  as  the 
officiating  priest 

There  was  but  one  little  cloud  over  the  marriage  feitiisl 
that  followed.  This  was  occasioned  by  the  shy,  leserfsd 
deportment  of  Theodora ;  she  in  every  possible  wwjf,  BOmM 
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to  ETofd  Aastin,  who,  with  the  tell-Ule  iBdicea  of  eaocMi 
upon  his  coontenance,  still  visiblj  resented  that  avoidance. 
But  as  Austin  left  the  ueighborhood  the  morning  after  the 
marriage,  the  cload  soon  Yauished. 

Viria  and  Wakefield  took  Theodora  back  to  her  d^ 
cottage  aud  studio,  and  then,  anattended,  they  made  a  short 
bridal  tour.  After  an  abseuce  of  four  weeks  thej  returned 
agaiu  to  2sew  York,  and  sought  oat  Theodora,  intefdiDg  to 
take  her  with  them  to  spend  Chrtstmaa  at  their  hom  in 
the  country.  They  found  her  at  her  cottage,  hot  ao  pale 
and  thin  that  they  were  serionsly  alarmed ;  and  the  »ext  day 
Vivia  went  alone  to  see  her. 

"  Oh  I  my  little  Moon,  after  seeing  your  sphere  to  Ad 
and  rounded,  must  I  behold  yon  on  the  wane  again  f  What 
is  it  now  ?" 

No  answer. 

''  Well  I  what  have  you  been  doing  1  any  thing  at  yom 
art?^' 

"  No,  nothing,  nothing  !  I  cannot  paint  1  inspiration, 
life,  purpose — all  are  gone — are  gone  I" 

•*But  why — why?" 

"  Oh  !  Austin  !  Austin  1  if  I  had  come  home  and  fonnd 
him  dead,  I  could  have  borne  it ;  nay,  if  I  had  found  him 
married  a  second  time,  I  could  have  borne  it  too  I  but  to  see 
him  so  fallen  I  so  fallen  !  oh  I  wretched  tongue  of  mine  to 
speak  that  word  of  him  !  Yivia !  you  know  that  I  baTe 
suffered,  and  have  borne  suffering  aith  some  fortitude-— but 
this,  oh  I  this  has  struck  the  very  sensorium  of  my  being, 
and  my  heart  and  frame  seem  breaking,  Yivia — seems  caving- 
in  for  the  want  of  a  supporting  hope  I" 

"  Take  hope  of  me  I  Austin  shall  be  redeemed  1  Be- 
lic've  it  I  bi.livve  it  I  Have  faith !  By  faith  you  shall  re- 
move mountains,  cuze  diseases,  cast  out  devils,  raise  the 
dead     I'aitii  is  the  secret  of  all  poweu." 

And  Yivia  pressing  a  kiss  upon  ihc  brow  of  her  friend^ 


.^•%4oi*vu  lui  II IB  uranay  and  w 
signs  of  confusion. 

"  Resume  your  chair,  dear 
seating  herself,  and  adding — 
you  to  go  with  me,  to-morrov 

Anstin  folded  his  wrapper  < 
]iis  chair,  and  answered  mock; 

"  I  cannot  do  so.     She  decl 

"  As  a  viaiior,  yes  !  for  she 
Tery  discreet ;  but  as*  a  siller, 
will  have  no  scruple  in  recci 
wish  you  to  give  Theodora  a  c 
trait  for  me — ^for  I  should  like 
her,  as  the  souvenir  of  you  bol 

"  Us  holh  I  Well,  dear  Vii 
tervention,  and  I  accept  it  wil 
again.  Though  I  have  been 
sufficient  emphasis,  I  will  not 
may  submit  with  grace,  to  that 
serves !" 

"  And       ►eciftllv  wli»n  i»o  t« 


COMPSKBATIOK.  117 

• 

"Dear  Tiria,"  he  said  at  last;  '^did  yov  ereriM  a  par* 
son  with  the  impetus  of  a  rapid  desc^it  apoo  him,  anabla 

to  stop  himself?" 

"  No  1  Nor  are  joa  one  of  these  I  You  hare  the  power 
to  stop  yoarself  when  and  where  yon  will  t  bat — shall  I 
consider  the  appointment  for  to-morrow  morning  made  f** 

**  Yes — ves,  by  all  means  I"  ^ 

"  Then  get  a  carriage,  and  caD  for  me  at  ten,"  said  Yiriai 
-ising  to  take  leave. 

The  engagement  was  so  well  kept  by  both  parties,  thai 
at  half-past  ten  thej  were  set  down  bdare  Theodora^  cot- 
tage. Theodora  recelTed  Austin  with  that  cold  and  r»» 
served  manner  that  she  could  not  alter ;  bat  she  bowed  ae> 
ceptance  to  the  summons  that  was  proffered  her,  and  fixed 
the  next  day,  at  ten,  for  the  first  sitting. 

The  visitors  then  took  leave. 

'*  Yon  sec  bow  she  treats  me,"  said  Austin,  in  a  voice  of 
angnish,  as  soon  as  they  found  themselves  alone  in  the  car- 
riacre. 

"  And  vet  her  tme  heart  is  breaking.  You  know  why  I 
Yon  can  change  all  that.     And  you  will  do  it" 

Austin  made  a  secret  resolution,  that  while  sitting  for 
his  portrait,  he  wonld  be  temperate  in  all  things. 

Theodora  was  an  excellent,  but  not  a  rapid  painter.  The 
portrait,  she  said,  could  not  be  completed  nnder  six  sittings. 
and  she  preferred  eight  Austin  thought  within  himself 
that  he  was  williup:  to  give  sixteen,  or  six  hundred,  if  ft 
wouM  oulv  secure  her  presence.  Either  Tivia,  cr  Wake- 
tirM,  or  both  accompanied  Austin  in  each  of  his  visits  to 
th«'  studio.  And  one  thing  was  noticeable,  that,  whether  it 
was  from  ahsiinence,  or  from  the  refining  society  and 
circum<tanc»'3  in  which,  day  afler  day,  he  fonnd  himself,  or 
from  )M)th  these  causes  combine*!, — it  is  certain  that  Austin's 
coontenance  began  gradaally  to  lose  those  marks  of  exccHii 
that  hod  so  marred  his  grace,  and  to  recover  somethiag  of 


6S8  TIVXA. 

• 

tbo  old  clearness  and  inteltectmlitj.    Theodon^ 
on  the  contrarv,  had  continaed  anbroken.     Then 

ciu:ht  sittinprs,  occapying,  in  all,  a  fortnight.  At  the  do« 
of  the  last,  Theodora  annonnccd  that  the  sittings  were  Ofcr; 
but  that  she  should  hare  to  retain  the  portrait  for  s  few  daj% 
to  ^ive  such  (iiiishinp:  tonches  as  time  and  memory  sboold 
su-rgust,  before  exhibiting  the  work  to  the  eyes  of  her  friendL 

"  Then  wc  must  govern  our  impatience  for  s  few  daji 
longer,'*  said  Wakefield,  losing. 

Austin  said  he  supposed  so,  and  prepared  to  take  leara 

"  Yon  two  gentlemen  may  avail  yonrselres  of  the  earriajBt. 
I  shall  remain  with  Theodora  nntil  the  afternoon.  I  wiM 
meet  you  at  dihner,  dear  Wakefield." 

The  ''two  gentlemen"  bowed  and  retired^  and  Yiria  wtf 
left  alone  with  her  friend. 

"  IIos  Anstin  yet  seen  his  portrut,  dear  Theodora?* 

"  No ;  no  one  has  seen  it" 

"  I  am  glad  of  that  Yon  know  that  one  of  the  uh  of 
art  is — ?" 

"  Redeeming  I     Yes,  I  know." 

"  Let  me  look  at  your  portrait  of  Anstin. ** 

Theodora  turned  the  canvas  toward  her  friend. 

"  You  have  spiritualized  this." 

"  Have  I  ?    I  could  not  help  it" 

"  I  do  believe  yon ;  you  not  only  see  yonr  Bntjeets  i|MtQ- 
ally,  but  you  see  them  at  their  veiy  best!  Yon  see  oily 
the  divine  side  of  their  dual  nature.  And  yon  are  venf 
right  I  To  show  a  man  what  he  onght  to  be,  is  to  show 
him  what  he  may  be.  Ah  I  what  might  not  onr  Anslia 
have  been  I" 

Theodora  turned  the  canvas  once  more  toward  the 
light  and  took  up  her  brush.  And  while  Viria  ipoke  of 
Austin  and  of  tiio  glorions  promise  of  his  youth,  yet  to  be 
redeemed,  the  infinite  possibilities  yet  before  him,  the  ymmg 
artist's  heart  began  to  glow  and  to  commnnieate  iti  lm  le 
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ker  diaeks  aad  eyef ;  hor  gase  grew  opoi  tka  fiMare  belbn 
her,  and  though  she  toached  it  bot  seldoiD,  at  eadi  ilroka 
the  portrait  responded  with  a  hitcher  life,  as  if  her  woo* 
droos  pencil  possessed  uio  power  of  paychologlsfng  the 
dead  canvas. 

"  It  is  done,'^  she  said  at  last,  and  sank  half  fainting  In 
the  arms  of  Viria. 

The  next  daj  Austin  receired  notiee  that  the  portrait 
was  finished  and  ready  to  be  removed  flrom  the  stadio^ 
He  came,  accompanied  as  nsnal  bj  YiTia  and  WakeftehL 
When  they  entered  the  studio  they  foand  Theodora  there, 
alone.  The  portrait  still  rested  npoa  the  easel,  and  the  amM 
stood  at  its  side  with  her  arm  tiirown  ap  over  her  wora, 
and  her  head  reclined  as  though  in  wearineis  or  dcjeetfoa. 
She  looked  up  and  bowed  as  they  eame  forward,  boi 
seemed  incapable  of  changing  her  position.  They  stood 
before  the  work  in  silence.  It  was  at  once  a  perfect  like- 
ness, snch  as  would  have  been  recognixed  by  any  one  who 
had  ever  seen  the  original,  and  a  highly  spiritualiaed 
pictare.  A  rush  of  strong  feeling  darkened  the  pale 
fare  of  tho  erring  man  who  stood  before  it,  and  in  a  deep 
and  thrilling  voice,  heard  only  by  one,  he  said,  **  Itu  lesftal 
/  a^ired  to  he  P^  and  hnrried  away  to  a  distant  window  to 
govern  or  conceal  his  emotion. 

When  aflcr  a  few  moments  be  returned  to  the  easel,  he 
found  that  Yivia  and  Wakefield  had  withdrawn  to  the 
adjoining  parlor.  Theodora  remained  in  the  same  attitude 
Ifer  look  of  extreme  paleness  and  powerless  dtjection, 
smote  him  airain  to  the  heart.  Dropping  on  one  knee  at 
her  >hU\  he  look  hrr  hand  and  Raid  : — 

**  Theodora,  my  anirel  giri.  have  faith  in  me.  I  know,  I 
know,  that  my  faults  have  neuriy  broken  your  loving  lieuri ; 
but  I  am  changed  from  this  hour;  put  me  on  no  longer 
probation,  dear  girl,  but  take  me  as  I  am ;  and  I  pledge 
uyself  iu  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  never,  never,  to  do  an?  thing 
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to  cause  that  gentle  heart  of  yolin  a  jmbL    Chn  JM  |Imi 

that  confidence  in  me  7" 

For  the  answer,  she  turned  with  a  deep  smile  beapiii 
throngh  her  falling  tears,  and  pkeed  both  hands  in  hia 


Well  I  Theodora  accompanied  YiTia  and  Wakefield  to 
their  heaatiful  home  at  Sunset  Hills,  to  spend  with  ibem 
the  Christmas  holidays.  Ana  corij  in  tlie  New  Year  then 
was  another  wedding  at  the  little  chapel  of  St.  Generieve. 
And  now  another  Mrs.  Malmaison  lives  at  Moant  Stom. 
and  that  is  onr  little  Theodora,  who  mlea  lad/  of  the 
mansion  where  once  she  suffered,  a  poor,  neglected  little 
orphan.  Her  relatiyes,  tlie  Gktmets,  are  never  heard  froo. 
The  head  of  that  exemplary  family  is  sopposed  to  be  specu- 
lating in  California.  Miss  Nislly  Parrot  is  atill  the  perdJltod 
family  goblin  of  Sunset  Hills ;  but  like  ererj  other  '^depart- 
ment'' of  that  establishment,  she  is  kept  in  tolerable  order 
by  the  governing  skill  of  old  Mrs.  Brunton.  The  AhbeM 
Agatha,  tranquil  in  her  declining  years,  still  preside!  at  the 
Convent  And  Father  Francis  continoea  to  diieot  dw 
neighboring  Seminary.  They  are  waiting.  And  Yivie  is 
erer  the  medium  of  animating,  sustaining,  oi  redeenuBg 
life  to  all  within  her  sphere.  And  when  one  a  *'  ''  be  scrrei 
of  her  power,  she  answered  holily — 

"  FAITH !»» 


TUB  min> 


MB, pa|Mr  eoT«r.    Prl«iOM  Hollar; 
U  OM  T>ol«M,  dolk,  lor  tIJi, 


T.  B.  PETEBSOy  ft  Wmm  FPMICATHIE 

THIS  CATAIiOamB  OOVTAIVB  ABTD 

tnc ribes  the  Host  Popnltr  ind  Best  Selliig  Boota  is  tie  Willi 

fte  Books  wiUmbo  be  fimsd  to  bo  tho  Boot  — d  latortvyiMiootiwi  by 

tke  moot  Popalwr  ond  ColobnSod  Writort  In  tho  World.    Tkof  «• 

alio  tbo  moat  Boadoble  ond  Entortftiaiiig  Booko  pabHobod. 

•■liable  tor  tlie  Burlmr^  I^lbrarj,  aittt»g«»—i ,  RallM^A 
Cam^  Steamboat,  Aroojt  or  Soldlero'  RaaAlAg;* 

PUBLISHED    AND    FOR    SALE    BY 

T.  B.  FETERSOir  ft  BBOTHERS,  Phfladftlxihia, 

BookioUon  and  all  otlMn  will  bo  Bv||^lid  at  ▼wy  LavBam^ 

Copioi  of  aay  of  PoUnoaa'  Pttblioatioai,  or  aay  othar  wark  or  wocks 

AdTortiaad,  Pablidiod,  or  Hotiaod^aayaMatall^iB  aay  fkuM^ 

will  bo  aaat  by  u,  Frao  af  Ptoataga^  «i  laaiiyt  od  Mot^ 

.  THIS:  U  tk«e  witk  wkta  wi  kiie  m  mMj  umtJi,  OHh  witt  Ms, 

ICRB.  BOUTHmrORTirS  II  OKKS. 

TIfce  Fatal  Harrlai^e.  CoraploU 
In  one  or  two  volame*.  paper  eoT«r. 
PrlM  $1.00 :  or  la  oa<»  toL,  eloCh,  $IM, 

I««Tc*B  Labor  "Won.  Two  Tola., 
pap^r  cov«r  Pric«  Oa«  DolUr ;  or  la 
uD«  vol.,  cloth,  $1.50. 

The    Glpa)r*«    Propbee^*    Com- 

pl#w»  in  two  voU..  pjkp^'r  corer.    Prico 
01  00 ;  or  in  ooo  toL,  clnth,  $1.00. 

Moc  taer-lm*Ijaw*    CoBpl«U  U  two 

volam"*,  pAp»*r  coTer.     Prie*  $1.00; 
or  la  oo«  Vol.,  cloth.  $1.60. 

The  Lady  of  the  lele.  CompiHe 
Id  two  ToU. ,  pap^  coT«r.  Priet $1.00 ; 
or  in  on#  toI.,  cloth,  $1.50. 

The  Two  Slaters.  Complete  fa  two 
volamm,  pap^r  coT<»r.  Price  $1.00;  or 
In  oD«  Tol.,  cioth,  $1.50. 

The  Three  Beantlea.  C^Mapltte 
la  two  Tola.,  paper  cover.  Price  $1.00; 
or  In  one  toI.,  cloth,  $1.50. 

VlTla.    The  See  ret  of  Poiwer. 

Two  Tol«. ,  paper  c.>Ter.     Price  $1.00 ; 
nrln  one  toI.,  cl«»th,  $1.50. 

India.  The  Pearl  of  Pearl 
RiTer.  Two  T.»liimea,  paper  corer. 
PncM  $1  <0  ;  or  in  cl-.th,  for  $l/»0. 

The  ^'ire*«  Victorjr.  Two  toIh., 
p-%I»^r  c>T'T      l*ri<v  One  D>»ll«r ;  or  m 

o'.r-  T-!.iMj-.  r;.iih,  fur  $1.50. 

The  Loat  llelrraa.  Tw<>  rolnme^ 
paiHT  c  -T^T     Pnc**  One  dollar;  or  ia 

•  >at»  V   iiicie,  f'.-'ih,  for$l..'i<». 

Hickory  Hall.  By  Mrv.Soath worth. 
Pr.cM  50  cento. 


RetrlbwtloMt  ▲  Talo  atf 
■lorn*  Two  Tola.,  papor  eorei. 
$1.00 :  or  ia  oae  vol.,  docli,  $1  Ja 

The  Hawmted  Hooaeatea^ 

▼oU.,  papor  ooeor.    Prieo  €hm  JDoUor; 
or  ia  one  toI.,  doth,  $l.da 

Tbe  Cmrae  of  Clifton.  Tvo  vola., 

paper  cover.    Priee  Oae  ItoUar;  aria 
oaa  eolaae,  do4b,  for  $1.00. 

The  DlaeardadDa«||bt«r«  Two 

Tola.,  paper  eover.    Price  Oaa  l>oUar; 
or  U  OM  Tol.,  doth.  $1  JOl 

The  Oeaorted  "HTIfii.  Two  irol* 
aniaa,  paper  eorer.  PrteeOao  PaWarg 
or  la  oae  Tolaaa,  elMh,  fcr  ^JO. 

Tbo  Jealoma  Hmaba»d«  TvotoI- 
amea,  paper  fOTer.  Priee  $1.00;  or  &■ 
one  vol.,  eloth,  forSlJO. 

The  BeUeoTliraablMtWii.  Tva 

vols.,  paper  cover.    Price  Oae  IMlar; 
or  in  oae  vol.,  doth,  $1.0a 

The  Inltlalo.    A  Lowe  Storjr* 

Two  voU.,  paper  cover.    Priee  Oae  Dol- 
lar; or  In  one  vol.,  cloth,  $1.50. 

Kate  Ayleaford.  Two  vola.,  papei 
eover.  Price  One  I>ollar ;  or  bvoaJ  ia 
ou«  vol.,  cJuth,  for  $1.50. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Two  volvaiea, 
paper  eover.  l*rice  One  Dollar;  o« 
Duund  in  one  vol.,  cluih.  $1.50. 

The     Brokea     Biica||eaient» 

Bj  Mra.  Saathwortk     Prteo  S5  oeaia. 
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t.  B.  PSTBBSON  &  BRoimas'  FiTBiromow 


r.f  IS  (  (no,  FV«r  hitu, 


CAROLiRB  I.KK  itKBiTZ-v  irnnnt. 


(.Iittfit.     T^B  Vounc  Pilot  Af 


■(•ImM  Ornhain.    T)it  Sa^ivil  Is. 
■udOullDuiiiuautUiid*.  I'llntt-MI 

Tha  Lail  I>Bii(ll(«r.    Tm  *nl*., 
C*BriahlpBnAMKrrUR*>  T*d 

MlB'(l«..(rf..«l>ill.»l,«l. 

B.BBit|    or,    TIM   Snow    Blr4. 

Two  Y»U..  i».p.r  ctim.     Pt\at  Oo. 
Dul!M;ofoi..r„l,.l„tl.,|l,30. 
■■■roni  Watlnnd.    TwotuIuim^ 

Ctwt  fioTir.     PrlM  On*  Doniir ;  ui 
uDil  La  <iuB  TvL,  dolli,  ft.W. 


Bollnri     or.    .'[ 
T>r>  »!•.,  mp-- 

TliB  Buntihf.l  ' 
n*l«n  ■Bil  Ai<  I 
Krnrtl  LiBwooU. 
ConrtilUp    bbM     MairiaMMTk 


MRU.  HBirRT  WOOD'S  BOOKfU 


■^■Ira    TravlyB'i    Bslp.     Ti 

or  lo'iu  T«l.,  alot'b,  rbr  •!  .tA. 
VbvOutU'atlclr.    Tir*Tol<im< 


Virarr'!  PrldB.  T<r<i>nli.,oeuto, 
|«Hr  e»tu.    Prlw  »l,«a;  sr  to  su 
W.,elsOi,  (otfl.M. 
W.  ■)»  Mhll.1,1 "  lUllmr  BJIlloo" 

IBEwoiiTU.    niH  On*  DalUr  Hiii.  *' 
Tli»    Kurl'i   Ilelri.     I*rl»   riftf 


Tb»  Mr*Mrr>       — ^   . 

Hiitr  tiiti.       Prtir  rUijr  BnN(  •( 

A  t-itft  «>er*t>    Oh  thI.mmt^ 
Tli«  CI>a.BUlD(>.  OunL.sOan. 
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TUK  fUtBAT  XOVKL  OP  TUB  IV AS. 

""«"P"'     _»'l-'r.t   "'    «.■!■     T...l.,L.,.t     II..-     U".    l,.lf«,        >^    n 


T.  B.  BsiBSBOir  ft  BsoTuskB*  fonaMttAvii  s 


ILLUffTBATKD  OCTAVO  EDITIOir. 


Plcksrlck  Papers, Cloth,  $2.00 

HIel&olaa  NIokleby, Cloth,! 00 

Great  ExpectatloBS9...CIoth,  S.00 
Liampllslftter'ft  Story ^..Gloth,  S.00 

OIlTer  Twisty Cloth,  3.00 

BIrak  Hou«e» Qoch,  S.00 

Little  Korrlty...;. Cloth,  S.00 

I>fnnbe)r  and  Son* Cloth,  S.00 

Sketches  bjr  •< Box9^....Cloth,  S.00 

Price  of  a  »<*t,  la  BUck  cloth,  la  17  rolamss ^^„»:,„^,J$SlJOt^ 

xiftir  ciiir,  RpriQKiMi  (KiKSs  ....•••■■••••>M»««M*««**«M«>*«M»«aM«a«M«>a>  4o.vn 

Half  calf,  marbled  edges. ^,^,^^. ^^ ilO.OO 

Half  calf,  aDCH|oe  •••••.••••••..••«*a*«M«M*M»««.*MM***M««*«Ma«*««**aM  00.00 

IlaU  oair,  foil  gilt  backs,  et«....»....».^..«»^.......««...M.M..«  MiQI 


David  Gi»|>p«Wleld9..M..Clolii,  %0i 

Bamftby  R«dc«, Clot^  t-M 

Martin  Clftnul«wtt«...CIolk,  lOt 

Old  Cnrlosltjr  Skap».».CIot]i,  S.Ot 

CkrlBtMiaB  Stories*. ^..Clollu  S.on 

Dlekens*  Heir  Storleey S.00 

JL  Tale  mt  Vwo  Cities, 100 

▲merlean  BTotee  and 
Pie-Xle  Paperst.....^CIolh,^t.OO 
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PBOPLE'8  DUODKCIlfO  SOITIOV. 


Piekwick  Papers, Cloth,  tl.TO 

Hieholas  Niokleby, ...Cloth,  la76 
Great  Ezpeetations,... Cloth,  1.7A 
Lantpll^i^tc'*  Story  y..Cloth,  1.76 

Da-rld  Copperlleld, Cloth,  1.7A 

Oliver  Twist, Cloth,  1.75 

Bleak  House, Cloth,  1.7A 

A  Tale   of  Two  Cities, 1.7A 

Dickens*  New  Stories, l.fiO 


lilttto  DorHtt....^...^.Clolk  1.11 

Doq^key  and  8on9......Cloai,  l.Tf 

CiurlstHMM  Siories*.a..«Cloth,  1.75 
Sketekes  ky  *•  Bmm^^^.CMh,  1.75 

Bamaby  Kndge, Cloth,  1.74 

Hartin  Cknsslewlt»...Cloth,  1.7i 
OldCnrtosity  8kop,....CIoth,1.7i 
Diekens*  Skort  Siorlesy.a.^l.M 


Messai^o  froos  ike  Sea* l.AO 

Priee  of  a  upt,  in  Black  cloth,  la  17  Tolnmss. .$49.00 

Full  Law  Llbnirj  style a. 3SX0 

Half  calf.  HprlnklcKl  edges 4S.0C 

Malfciilf,  tnarbled  edgss. 44  00 

Half  calf,  nntiqn^ ».  AO.OO 

Half  calf,  full  gllc  backs,  etc......»..—M...»M.«a.....„._M....«.«»M  iO.0i 

Pull  calf,  antique $0.00 

Fall  calf,  gilt  edges,  beeks,  etc »M..«M....a..M $0.0C 


1  » 

ILLUSTRATED  DUODECIMO  BDITIOV. 

Pickwick  Papers, Cloth,  $3.00  Sketekes  by  **  Bom,*»...CIoch,  3.0$ 

Tale  of  Two  Cities,.... Cloth,  S.00  Bamaby  Rndge, Cleik,  $.0$ 

Ifleholas  Nlckleby,....Cloth,  S.00  Hartin  Ckn«slewit»...ClMh,S. 00 

David  Copperfleld, Cloth,  S.00  Old  Cnrloslty  Skop,...CIoth,  8.00 

Oliver   T%vlNt, Cloth,  3.00  Little  Dorrit Cl4»ch,  S.OI 

Cbrlatmas  Stories, Cloth,  3.00  Dombey  and  Son Cloth,  80$ 

Bleak  lionae, Cloth,  S.00 

Each  o/ths  af^trM  are  cnnplete  in  tw»  volumes,  iUtutrate*t 

C.'reat  Kxpectat Ions,..  Cloth.  1.75  '  Dlckehs*  New  Stories, 1  7f 

Lamplif^htrr's   8tor>', 1.75  '  Message  from  tke  Sea, 1.7f 

Pric^  uf  a  k<'t,  iuTliirtr  rolain***,  bound  In  Black  doth,  gilt  backs ..$IA.«1| 

Full  Uw  Library  ntylo AVm 

H)ilf  ralf,  MDtlque 00.<< 

Half  calf,  full  gilt  back „ « $0  0$ 

Fall  calf,  \ntiqai» .......m. ...100.0$ 

Full  calf,  gilt  «dge«,  backs,  etc ..........  100.0$ 
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Sketohes  by  «  Box.'* 
Dlckeiiit'  New  Storleg. 
American  A'ot«M. 

LIHKAKY  OCTAVO  EDIT! 

This  edition  is  in  SEVEN  Tery  ItkT^e  oi 

Charlet  Dickens,  and  bound  in  the  follo\ 

Price  of  a  set,  in  Black  Cloth,  in  neven  ▼< 

•*  "  Scarl(>t  cloth,  extra, 

*•  •*  Lavr  Library  style, 

"  "  Half  cair,  sprinkled  edi 

"  *!  H alf  calf,  marbled  edgec 

••  ••  Half  calf,  antique 

*'  *'  Ualfcair.fuU  gilt  backs 

CHARLES    LK 

Fine  EdUion,  b 

Cliarlea  O'Mallcy,  cloth, $1.60 

Harry  liorreq tier,  cloth, 1.50 

Jack  Illnton,  cloth,  1.50 

DaTemport  Dnnn,  cloth, 1.50 

Tom  Burke  of  Ours,  cloth,.  1.50 

CHARLES  L.E^ 

All  neatly  done  x 

Gkarles  O^Jdwiil^y^.. ..Price  50  cts. 

Harry    Iiorrrqaery 50    " 

Horace   Templeton, UM)    *' 

Tom   Bnrke  of  Onra, 50    ** 

Ja^'k  HInton,  the  Guarda« 
man, 50    " 


T.  B.  raiBBSOH  ft BUTJUltPVin 


J  •'  Mt 


-ViriliKIB  OOl^IiUIS*  CUUBAT  UTORXS. 


Tlie  Dead  Secret*     One  Tolnme, 

ocuro,  piip«r  eov«r.  Price  flfkj  ceaU ; 
or  bouod  In  on«  rol.,  cloth,  forTAeU. ; 
or  a  flae  r2mo.  ediiiou,  in  two  toIs., 
papor  cover,  in  largo  typo,  for  One 
Dollar,  or  in  one  rol.,  doth,  for  $1.00, 

The  Croaaed  Path  |  or,  Basil* 

Compete  in  two  Tolmaea,  p^per  cotn. 
Price  One  Dollar ;  or  boojid  la  oae  Tol- 
anie,  cloth,  for$l.dO. 

The  Stolen  Haslu   Prtee29eeBU. 


HIdo  »Bd  SoolK.  One  Tol.,  oeniT«^ 
paper  eoTor.  Prtee  MItf  eenta;  ef 
boand  In  one  toI.,  dMh,  for  T5 

Aft«rDork«  OaeTol.,  oeteve^fiM 
cover.    Prtee  flftj  cesla ;  nr  banM  Im 
one  ToL,  cloth,  tor  70  eeaU. 

Sichtft  A-fbot  I  or  TraTeli  Bejoail 
AilwrnT*.  One  TohiM«,  eeittTO,  fftfM 
cover.    Piloe  90  eeale. 

Tho  Toll«w  JlMlb    FriM  »tlh 

StotorRoM.   PklMlftOMta. 


COOK  BOOKS. 


Petereone'  Neir  Cook  Booki 

or  TMefnl  Reeeipta  for  the  Rovaewlfe 
and  the  Uninitiated.  Foil  of  ralaable 
ri^eiptft,  all  original  aad  nerer  before 
pnfcUahed,  all  of  which  wUI  be  foomd 
to  be  very  valuable  and  of  dallj  nae. 
One  vol.,  bound.    Price  $1.00. 

Jitee  Iieelie's  Veir  Cookery 
Book.  Bel n IT  her  laK  new  book. 
Oae  volnme,  boaod.    Price  $l.dO. 


Wlddl«ol4*o  Bow  C*ok 

or.  Pradlca]  Xeedfla  ftr 
wik.    Gleck    ~ 


Hra.  Halo^  ] 

Bj  Mre.  Sarah  J.  Hale 
booad.    Priet  9l,M, 


lilaa    I«oalto*o   Vow 
ibr  CooktMC*    Oonflela  te 
irola»e,boMd.    FMMtlJk 


MRS.  HAI«E'S  RBCBIPTS. 

tfra.    Hole'a    Receipts    tar  the   Mllllom.    CoatalalMr  4545 
By  Mm.  Sarah  J.  Hale.    One  vol.,  MOpaf^aa,  atroagly  boaad.    Pliee,  S1.50. 

MISS   LESLIE'S    BEHAVIOUR    BOOK. 

Mlaa    Leallr'a    Bekairlonr  Book.    A  complete  Guide  aad  Maaaal  Ibr 

Ladies.     Price  $1.50. 

FRANC ATELIiI*S    FRENCH    COOK. 

Franratelll**  Celebrated  Freneh  Cook  Book.  Tko  Jfodorm 
Cook.  A  Praottcal  fjiiide  to  the  Cnllnary  Art,  in  all  tu  braaeliei;  eoapiiilafL 
in  addition  to  EoKlith  C«»okery,  the  moat  approved  and  r«ehereh4  ajaleMa  of 
French.  Italian,  and  German  Cookery ;  adapted  aa  well  for  the  larma«  eatabltah* 
meniH.  at  for  the  n«e  of  private  (amilie*.  By  CHARLS8  BLMB  FSAHCA- 
TKLLI.  popll  to  the  celebrated  CaaiaK,  and  late  MafUeHl'HAIel  aad  Chltf  Goek 
to  ler  MajeAty.  the  Qaeen  of  England.  With  8ixty>Tvo  lllmaratioaa  of  Tarioaa 
di«he«.  R<>priuted  from  the  laet  London  Sditloa,  eareftiUr  revlned  and  eoaalder- 
ahly  euIark'^Ml.  Complete  in  one  large  octavo  Tolnme  of  &x  Hoadred  paipw, 
iitri>uxly  h»nnd,  and  printed  on  the  flaeat  double  taper-caleadefed  paper.  IMea 
Throe  DuIIam  a  copy. 

J.  A.  MAITLAHD'S  GREAT  1¥0] 

The  Three    Connlma.     By  J.  A.  ' 

MNitland.     Two  ti>1h.,   paper.      IMce  ' 
$1  .(^1 ;  or  iu  uae  tuI..  ciulh,  $1.60. 

The  ^^alchman.    Complete  in  two 

Inr^'e  V'»I"«.,  pni'«»r  rovtr.    Price  $1.(K); 
or  in  on^  toI  ,  rioih,  $1.50 

The  Wanderer.  Coinplef**  in  two 
T«)lnni*^'«.  piip<T  «*.>Ter.  PHre  $1.(H); 
or  in  on»*  rol.,  cloth,  for$l..'iO. 


The  Dtary  of  on  Old  Oootov* 

Two  vola  ,  paper  cover.    Prtee  $IJO; 
or  bound  ia  cloth  Ibr  $IJK). 

The  Loivyer'a  StorT.    Two  ml- 

nmes.   paper  cofer.     l*rice  $1.00;  or 
bound  In  cloth  for  $1.00. 

Sortaroe.    A  Tale  of  Norvro j* 

Two  voln.,  paper  rorer.    Priee  $1.00; 
or  In  cloth  for  $1.50. 


MUS$.    DANIELS'   GREAT    l^ORKS. 

The  Poor  CooalM. 


ffarrylnn  for  Money.  One  vol., 
octavo.  pftp«>r  r<.r»T.  Price  fifty  centa ; 
nroD«>  vol.,  cloth,  7.^  centa. 


Kate 

eenta. 


"Walalng 


Price  50  eeale 
PrIee  • 


Ti'rentjr  Year*  Atttr*    A  Seqne 

to  tho  "Thr«*t«  (juard.Hiiien."  Price  7; 
C'Utx,  ill  p.t{i.-r  ri'Vcr,  <>r  a  Iuht  »'.litiou 
;u  ouo  Voiuiu*'.  cl.'th,  lor  ^l..V>. 

Bra||^elonnet  the  Sonof  AthoM 

b«'iu»:  tlie  coutiiiualion  of  "Tweiit; 
Yi'jirs  After. "  Price  75  c^nti.  ia  paper 
ur  a  fluer  edition,  iu  cloth,  for  $1^. 

The  Iron  Mask.  Being  the  con 
tinnation  of  the  **  Three  OuardHmen.' 
Two  vols.,  pap<»r  cover.  Price  Ou< 
Dollar ;  or  in  oue  vol.,  cloth,  $1.50. 

LonUe    La    Valllcre  |    or,    Th< 

Second  Series  and  end  of  the  "  Iroi 
Mask."  Two  volainen,  paper  covnr 
Price  ♦I.Ck),  or  in  oue  vol.,  cloth, $1..>0 

The  memoirs  of  a  Physician. 

Beautifully  lUu.ntrated.  Two  volis. 
laper  cover.  Price  One  Dollar;  oi 
>oaud  in  one  Toluue,  cloth,  for  #1.60 

The  Qneen*s   Necklace.    A  Se 

quel  to  the  '*  Meraoir*  of  a  Phyidcian.* 
Two  voU.,  paper  cover.  Price  ♦1.00 
or  in  oue  vol.,  clolb,  for  $1.60. 

iSIx  Years  I..ater;  or,  Taking'  of 
tlie  Biiflile.  A  Continuation  of  "Th« 
Queeu'fc  Necklace."  Two  voIh.,  pai>ei 
Cover.  Price  One  Dollar ;  or  in  one 
vol.,  cloth,  for  $1.jO. 

Countess    of    Charny  |   or.  The 

Fall  of  the  French  Monarchy.  8equet 
Vi  Six  Y«'ari»  Later.  Two  voU.,  paper 
cover.  Price  One  Dollar;  or  la  oue 
volume,  cloth,  for  $1.60. 

FRANK    E.    SMI 


e: 


X*  A  nXUSOV  «  BBOXBIfftS* 


HISS  BRKMaa^  «K.^¥  "HTOILKI. 


Father   and    DauKhter. 

By  Frudrika  Br«mt>r.  Two  voU.  paper. 
Price  91.00 ;  ur  cluth,  $1.^. 

Four  Sinters.  Two  toIl, 
piiper  coTer.  Price  Oua  Dollar ;  or  in 
one  Toinme,  elotb,  fbrfl.SO. 

Ltlfe  In  the  Old  UTorld}  or,  Two  Tears  in  SwiU^rUad  and  lUlj. 
pi«U  in  two  Urge  daodectmo  toIoiima,  of  sear  1000  pages.    Piioe  19.00. 


The  Nelf^hhora.  Two  toU..  paprr 
cover.  Pricft  One  Oollat ;  or  itt  oM 
volniue,  cloth,  for  fl.AO. 

The  Hooae.  Two  TolasMe,  paptr 
cover.  Price  One  Dollar;  or  la  oat 
Tolnne«  cloth,  tar  $1.90. 


OR£B»r*S  "WORKS  OEf  OAMBLIWO. 


bllMff  Bxpoaed.  By  J.  H. 
Oreea,  the  Raformed  Oanbler.  Two 
▼oU.,  piHP<v  eoTer.  Price  $1 .00 ;  or  Im 
one  Tolnme,  cloth,  gilt,  for  $1.60. 

Oambier'a  I«lf)i.  TwoTola., 
paper  eover.  Price  One  Dollar ;  or  ta 
oae  Tol.,  cloth,  gilt,  for  •l.M. 


Tha  Seerat  Ba»d  wf  Br«tk«rs» 

Two  Tolomea,  paper  eoTW.  Prloe  One 
Dollar ;  er  hooad  la  oae  vslwa,  etetii, 
fior$l.M. 

Tha  Bafiariad  CMiviMar*  Tvo 

Tola.,  naper.  FriooOMOaltori  oris 
OBO  ToL,  dock,  ter  fUO. 


MRS.  ORKY'S  HBmr   BOOKS* 


■tittle  Beaut  J*  Two  toU.,  paper 
cover.  Price  One  Dollar;  or  in  one 
▼olame,  cloth,  for  $l.flO. 


Two  vail*  japor 
cover.  Priee  One  Dollar;  or  la  mm 
Toloac^  oloth,  for  $l.JO. 


Vl^e  Flirt.    One  vol.  octavo,  paper  cover,  M  eonts ;  or  la  tloth,  Ur  75 

GRETAS   POPUI«AR   HOVSX.S. 

Price  T»oetUp-f^vt  OmU  «ao4. 


di  ay*a  Dangphter. 
l«ena  Cameron. 
Belle  of  the  Family. 
Sybil  Ltonnard. 
Duke  and  Conain. 
The  I«lttle  IVlfe. 
Paaalon  A  Prinelple.    flOeonta. 


The  Han«B«T-rla|;  Hothar 
The  Yonngp  Pria 
▲llee  Seyntonr 
Baronets  Da\ 
Old  Bonrer  Ho«aa* 
Hyaalnthe* 
[ary  Seahaaa.    Pr.eodO 


O.  P.  R.  JAMBS'S    NBMT    BOOKS. 


The  Ca-raller.  An  Hintorical  Ro- 
maiKw.  Wiib  a  tt^^el  portrait  of  the 
Kiitlfir.  Two  voN.,p«p<«r  cover.  Price 
$1  <K»:  or  in  one  vol.,  cloth,  forfl.dO. 

The  Man  In  Black.    Price  50  eta. 

Arrah  Nell.   Price  SO  cents. 


I«ord    Montafpn's    Pagfo* 

Toldm^s,  paper  cover.    Priee  Oaa  Dol- 
lar ;  or  in  one  vol.,  el  «ih,  $1.M. 

Mary  at  Bnrgnndy.  Price  iO  ela. 

Bva   St.   ClaUri  and  other  Tal«. 
Price  25  cents. 


MISS  EL.I«EN  PICKBRINO'B  "WORKS* 

Prim  Ihirtf-Sigtd  Otnt*  taeh. 


Who  Shall  be  Heir  1 
Merchant's  Danffhter. 
The  Secret  Foe. 
The  Expectant. 
The  Friffht. 
<inlct  Husband. 


Bllen  'Warahaaa* 
Nan  Barrel. 
Prinee  and  Pedlar. 
The  Squire. 
The  Omntbler.    flO 
Orphan  Niece.  SO  cento 


COINS   OF    THE    WOUI^D. 

Petersons'  Complete  Coin  Book*  eontaialnff  Perfect  Fac-Simlleiitif  all 
th."  v.iriMiiit  Oolii,  SilT«»r,  and  other  Metallic  CoioK,  thnm-iout  llu*  W.irlJ,  n«*ar 
TwoTboa«aod  In  all,  belnfT  the  most  complete  Coin  R<>'>k  in  the  World,  villi 
the  United  States  Mini  Value  of  each  Cola  nnder  it.    Price  tl.OU 
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MIM   PARDOK'S    WOaKS. 

tuluiBB.     (■««■  nnjr  MU, 
ThB  WIlVUTrlaU-    BjMlurii- 

Tiic    RI*>1   BraullM.    Hr  >*>* 

tiiimms.   IMS.  nnrou*- 

Mu>  P.i4»>.    CvBivlH"  1*  oat  larra 
wla*u<olDmo.     PrTc  Fi/lJ  «1U, 

I'dufexlHHB  a(  a  Prrtlj  Wb 
man.     Bf  Ml-   l^J^i.    r,M 

»K      ^">    lAM. 

[.L'S   WnRK*. 

OmtdI.     ITIM  Flftjr  MWt. 

Brlaa  O'l.rvn  ■  «r.  Li*  It  ■litf' 

•unUBi.  e.  wuuisiK>B  books. 

V>»  Tkouand   a  T*ar.    C»n>- 

n|«l    tB    mn    TOlOffiil^    MpM    ™»*t. 

HlH  oin  llolur;  ofiUKixtiUDB. 
Invu*  lolniuo,  tloib,  r>ii  tl  N. 

Ccmjl..- 1.  «.  «u..  niMH,  tar* 

BMKKSOir    BB!I 

IKTT-H    WOHKV. 

Th*  Bor«*rlt»*tr.    71n..llilnn 

rlara     MoT»la>H).     Tit*    ^JlttM 
bounJ  In  TloDi,  (■.(  (l  M ;  •»  BallruaJ 

Tl»  PorKt'tl  Wttl.   rtn«  MIttoa 
6o<n><l»  ilcUi,  tniti.Mi  ur  Railnail 

Brlrf.  ftf  lb.  wnatrm*-.  flM 

"jKinr.  b-ru&i  1.  (iMk.  tK  n  J*;  4 

ICallcut  I«>IUa  l««)-«0 
Kala    nwvUtoM.     Ra*.  ■«<>« 
b»ao4  la  iMh.  fM-  •!  M;  ar  Bib- 
tMt  Slilia*  IVc>^  Sallw. 

I    mr     BvUclkwO 


Doaallek*'  IiaUai 

Plu>rt>iiii*-talt.    Cnu 

« IH  (iiw  luL,  siDik.  il.M 


DOBBVICKS'    BlIOlU. 

r*.    Gonplwa  ta  i  The  Bltiikant  Clal 

r.   MIm  rfn*  Ikl-        iDtW'.  tc.i...r<.i>r».T» 


flMa)'.    lltu>l 


I  I  WltrltMnrXawVwft. 

I      aTtsu«>id-,(IaUi.«ijgk 


Dr.  Hvlilck'a  Anainmr  "••'i  I  **r.  ltaUUk*a  rmmltr  rkf 
phytlDloir  I  Kiih  ■  Iirpi  in^  ilrtaa.  XT»rkn^ifU  t^  »tm- 
■Hinl    I1>u  ol   [h«  Uiunu  fkiiin.        koJr.    CoMpiia*  la  w  Triasa  » 

RHOLLBTT'M    ANO   VIBLOIWd'a   DIUIAT    -MTOI 

ttaiuMi.    Taowl.„oe[.i 
Uvwiplirar  CllitlE*r> 


9l  E  tn^DBO V  ft  IBOTBBt^  VraUOUBUM.  f 


By  IsmyfTf  l^maktM  audi  tttfeLev 

With  nimmlMtod  MUiUry  Cortn,  te  Ooten. 

fmbHihtd  md  for  Mto  >t  whol— >!•,  by  th»  ilagto  coyy,  w  by  tht  doet^  Imalpil^ 

•r  tbooMsd,  at  Twy  low  nttti 

IVir  iToMMt  art «»  JbllffiMf 


Tw«Bty  T««n  Aflvr, 


fft 
fi 
H 
7§ 


TiM  <im*fc«r  S#141«rf  Two 


ClfcarlM  O'HaUej, PHct  K 

^••k  Him  torn,  Iha  OturdoMB..  00 

VIm  Knlslftt  •#  ChPT jAm«...^  00 

VmAnrjr  I«0WC4M#p«>«aM •  flO 

Took  B«rk«  of  Ofn«M...^...».  M 

Artkiir  O'l^earj- ^^^ 40 

Cr«s>tn*B  ▲<!▼•»€»»••  00 

0*D*aaKkii«„»M..M»«.»  00 

Horace  TeokpletaM..^ .^.  00 

Davenport  Owna.^ ^ 00 

PoUowfBff  tike  Drra 00 

Vke   Caascrlpt*    S  toU.,  eeeh  te 

Satlen  la  the  Aimr,  BoobMllert,  P«dUn  and  Canrantn,  oaa  mU  tbeuMda 
of  the  aboT«  workii,  all  of  wbleh  are  pabtlahed  wftb  niaaiUatad  Military  eonrt 
B  colon,  makiof  them  the  moot  attractive  and  aaleaUe  beoks  evar  prtBled. 

REYMOIiDS*  GRKAT  WORKS. 

MFaterlea  of  the  Court  ot 
f«ondou.  Complete  in  one  large 
Tolnme,  boand  In  doth,  Tor  01. 6();  or 
in  two  Volume*,  paper  cover,  price 
One  Dollar. 

Iloae  Foater  t  or,  *'  The  Second  Serlee 
of  thA  Mynterleii  of  the  Court  of  Lon- 
don." 1  vol.,  cloth.  02  00 ;  or  in  three 
Ttiliimee,  paper  cover,  price  01^00. 

Caroline  ot  Bmns'vrlck  t  or,  the 

"Third  S«>rieii  of  the  Myfteriee  of  the 
Court  of  London.'*  Complete  In  one 
lart;«'  vol.,  bound  in  cloth,  for  01.00; 
or  la  two  Tola,  paper  cover,  for  $1.00. 

Veaetla  Trclairacyi  belttf  the 
*'  Fourth  Seriee,  or  flnal  coaelaalom  ot 
the  Mjaterieeof  the  Court  of  Loadoa.'* 
Complete  in  one  volume,  in  doth,  for 
111  -V) :  or  in  two  volume*,  paper  cover. 
Pric<»  One  Dollar. 

Lord  Aaxondale  |  or.  The  Conrt  of 
Qni^Q  VicturiA.  Complete  In  one  larire 
vol.,  cloth,  for  01  •'><>;  or  in  two  vola., 
pAp^T  cover,  price  One  Dollar. 

Count  Chrlatoval.    ThA  *'8eqael 
loL>ri|  Stixoodal^."    Complete  in  one  I 
r  •!  .  hound  ia  cloth,  for  01 -fi^^:  or  in  i 
two  vols.,  pap«T  cover,  price  0^..00. 

The  Necrontancer.  A  Romance 
oftbeTimf^iiof  Ili^Drj  theElfrhth.  One 
vol.,  honnd  la  cloth,  for  01  A^:  or  in 
two  volt.,  paper  oover,  price  01.00. 


Roaa  Laaabarti  I 

of  an  Uafortanale  w< 

honnd  in  elotb,  for  OlilO;  or  la  twe 

Tolnmee,  paper  cover,  priet  OA.tM. 

Rary  Prlaai  er.  The  Aivaaluw  ef 

a  Serrant-Maid.  Comlele  ta  eM  vol., 
boand  la  doth,  for  $1.00 :  er  la  twa 
Tola.,  paper  ooTer,  prlea  $1.00. 

Bnataca  dncMtlM.  ▲''Itqwlte 
Mary  Price.'*  Coaplele  la  dm  Uof 
Tol.,  booad  la  dotb,  for  ^.00 ;  or  la 
tiro  TolVMen,  paper  eoTer,  prlea  fLOO. 

Joaapk  "Urilaaatf  or,  TW  Miiautu 
of  a  MaaBMiiat.  CoMfleli  la  oae 
ToL,  beoad  te  oletk,  for  $1.00;  er  te 
two  Tolaneo,  paper  eoTtr,  frlea  $U$. 

Tka  Baakar*a   l>a««ktav»    A 

Sequel  to '*JoaepbWnmot?'  Oeapltla 
la  one  TeL,eloib,iw  $1.00;  ertetwa 
Tolnnea,  papar  corer,  priea  $1.00^ 

Kennath.  ▲  Somaaaa  9{  tbe  High* 
lande.  Complete  la  eae  larfa  TolaMik 
boand  la  doth,  for  $1.00;  er  te  t«« 
TolaoMa,  paper  eoTW,  prtei  $1.0Ql 

Tha  RF«-Ha«M  Plotf  er,  Birth, 

tbe  Goaeplrator'e  Daairbtar.  Oae  vel., 
bonnd  in  elotb,  for  $1.00;  or  la  twe 
Tola.,  paper  cover,  price  Oae  Dollar. 

Rarx  9tnart|  (inaan  mt 
Conplete  la  oae  large  Ovo.  vel 

Ray  Rlddlirtoni  er 
of  a  Fortnne.    Price  00  < 
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EVHIILnK'  ORKAT  WOKKH. 

Bceri    HI.   Thi  '  Dniivat  narcttataa*.  ] 

>n<al(r.    will.    Ot^trCklrf.  B««itlknr m 


WkUaear  llH    Ilcra  »t  Kcat- 
liutd.    lllnxnl'il  with  TUrl]>HMglil 

The    Child   af  -Wolirlaai   «t. 


Vr'C 


Clprlnai  or,  Ths  DEcrgtn  i 


Tha  L>Ar  >t  Horn 
Tku-  anni  .-Ifnt 

Orphan  rhililmi. 
_!.•*■  IH  Hlglk  I 

AB»»t  ar,  ThEPi> 


I.tO'  In  part*.     : 
Tb.  KaUlir'a  'Wllk.    niaiBil  1 
(ha  Astn«.M« 


I  Tit*    niiarard  WIft. 
Tl>(  Twa  Brtdia. 
Latr  ■•■■drarrf. 
I  Tkc  naBk*r->  Wit*. 
I         Tlta   Tna  Mm 


TrUl  aad  TrlBHi|A. 
Tkc  Inn  Uola. 
{  Prl4*   aoil  IMvdawa. 

r,  The  Trial*  afBSaaaaaiTcaa.  Br*  H  inku.  « 


KkM    AyleaAvd. 


U,.  papn-. 

•I.*!). 

I   Wais 


rha  Vallar  l**mii  •r.TWM**- 


OMk'.lljS    ,ja 


it&ncnuMnr  *  iBonmrimyMEinaM  tt 


V1fc«  "Wa-rerl^y  ir<rrela.  Bj  Sir  Walter  BeoCt  With  •  anfolteMt  Poltnlt 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  engrared  from  the  last  Portrait  for  which  Im  OTtr  nt,  at 
Abbottaford,  vith  hU  Autograph  andar  iL  Thi$  adltion  la  eoapI«ta  U  flva  laiil 
•ctavo  Tolnmea,  with  handtomelj  angraTed  ata^  Tltto  Pfegw  to  tMh  wlwaa. 
tha  whole  being  naaUy  and  haadaoaaly  boand  In  eloCh.  ThU  la  the  <^w>paat  aad 
Boat  complete  and  perft>et  edition  of  the  Wavwrlej  VoTvlt  pvbllthad  Id  th»w«rli 
as  it  contains  all  the  Antbor's  last  additloaa  and  oorraetloBa.  Frtoa  Tan  JMtan 
for  a  complete  and  entire  set  boand  in  eloth. 

CHBAF-sornoN  ur  papbr  covn. 

This  sdltloa  Is  published  in  Twentj-Siz  Tolnmas,  p«ptr  eoTer,  ptiM  thlitj-«l|M 
•ftta  eaeh,  or  the  whole  twenty-dx  TohiBei»  will  ba  aold  m  wmi  lo  amf  mm,  hm 
9t  postage,  for  Eight  Dollara. 

!%<  fnXXMwing  art  Oefr  luiauff. 
V]i«  Haiurt  of  Kid  I«oi^amt        «  *'uat  Roltert  «r  VWri% 

TIM  Plmt«ff 

R««  CtawmtUtt 


Owjr  Mannarlni^y 
Tbe  AntlqvarT'y 
Old  MortaUt jr, 
St.  Roman'*  Mr«ll, 
VM«  Bride  of  liammerm 
HIglUsiisd  Widow,  . 
Iirani&ocy 
Rob  Roy» 
"Waverley, 
Tsilea  of  a  Oramdfathery 
Kenllvrorti&y 
Fair  Maid  Perth, 
Portnnea  of  Nigel, 
Peverll  of  the  Peak, 


Tho  Homastovjr* 

'Woodttookt 

Ammo  of  Ctolorttolmf 

The  Betrothodf 

Caetle   Dangeroua,  amd   % 
Ccom*a  Daughtor, 

Black  D'warf  amd  I«egomd  of 
Momtroao* 

Morcdmm.    Prioa  M  eaata. 


I40«khart*a  I«ire  of  Scott.    Complete  in  one  Toloma.  eloth.    Frieatl.M. 

MTALTBR  SCOTT*S  PR08B  ABTD  POKTIOAIj  WORKS. 

We  alMo  pabli«h  Sir  Waltnr  Scott's  complete  Prose  and  Poetical  W<Mrh«,  it 
lsr{r«  octATo  Tolammi,  bonnil  in  cloth.  This  edition  eonUtlas  arerythiag  aver  WlH* 
ten  by  Sir  Walter  Seott     Prtce  Twenty  Dollars  for  a  eomplei*  aaC 


BUOKNB  SUE'S 

lllmatratcd  'Wamderlmg  Jc<w. 

With  Bight j-seTea  large  lllastratioos. 
Complet*  in  two  toU..  paper  cover. 
Prlco  One  Dollar ;  or  in  one  Tolame^ 
elirth,  for  $1.50. 

Jif'*^*'''***  o^  Par  la  t  and  Oerol- 
atclB,  the  SequH  to  it.  Complete 
in  two  Titlames.  pap^r  corer.  Price 
Ouo  Dollar;  or  in  one  Tolaue,  doth, 
fur  f  1.60. 


QRBAT  BIOTKIiS. 

Kartim  tko  Vommdllms. 

tifhllj  lllastratad.  Two  volai 
per  corer.  Price  One  Dollar ;  or  im 
Tol.,  cloth,  for  91.40. 

Flrnt  liowo*   Price  18  ccnta. 

Womam'aXoTO*  UlMtratcd 

Tho  MamM»«-Wav*c-Kam 

The  Fcmsalc  Blmchcard* 

Raoml  Do  Surrlllo* 


SIR   B.   L.   BUIiWBR'S    HOVBIiB« 


Falkland.    A  NotH.    Ooc  Tolame, 
ocUTO.    Price  25  ceata. 

The  Roue  i  or,  The  Haaarda  oi  Wo- 
mea.    Price  'ift  eeais 


Tho  Oxomlama.    A  8eq«d  tc  **  Th« 
&OOC. "    Price  8ft  ceata. 

Calderom,   tho   €< 

Bj  Sir  K.  L.  Bidi 


'^X^ 


IS  T.B.PETER80S  &  BBOTHEBS' FlTBUCATTOIt. 
HttMOHOca   AMBnicAS    wonis.9. 

Vilh  Origiool  lllDiIfBlioni  by  Diritf  ami  DUkti. 

Doau  up  la  llltuniDkUd  Oncn. 

IMnit  111*  o"*'  Huinorfrai  mJ  lAiigh»hl»  Ilvnkmu  ptlMa4  m  U»ft«* 


P«t>rri>^ii^.  ii7„i>«.4»a> 

ll«l-y.     PrlMW™.t* 

UmI^     rrfw  Fi.1/ "B^ 

m»lij.    Wllh  IllnitrUliiiu  bjr  ftuti}. 

Wi.l.ra   He.*...  w.  LU)  M 

Pri»FJt,™«. 

I.J,     l-r*.ai«M>.                 "^ 

wil,«rirf-Cnji«n<«.h.«™iB    ' 

kBreokl    BlKlckB..    Bt  Jowi'b 

l!.N«l.   WIU.  !lt>U»lto>..M  »!.■.. 

Yankte  AmonKat  (h«  IHtr- 
niBlds.    KjV.  RBatt^i    Wllhll- 

MUn>Tlan»  of  Pvfr  Valnr. 

Hnhtr    Javei'    llkvtrh**    of 

Tr*T*l.     wuh  IlltoinUum.  ftsu 

•iHiviiii  b;  tinrior-    l*nM  00  cut*. 
Ilniirlir  Rbos  tn  Kcniiulir- 

BjF  W,  T.  PorUr.  S«i     Will,  llimltn- 

ll^nih)  Owtl'T.    MiHDl.. 
KbI.   Knillh'a   Thratrleal  Ap- 

Kr*ulto«ilkl|i.  llliulnuil bj U»r- 
j.    phm  Vifir  Conw, 

Tuihri-   Tarn*   and    TaDlir* 

ELM'S  and  Advculura*  of  Col. 

BIk  B(>r  »r  Arkaniaa.  MIMI 
br  vroi.  T,  isiiur.  witb  luunwiou 
bJ'P»rl,^   ]^:MFiftT<™« 

Hajar  JTobc*'    Cbronldlaa     of 

PlHcvlllo.    Willi  llliinDMIOni  br 

D»ct=r-     frtw  Kfty  vnlh 
Jilft  and  Advunlnvai  at  Far* 

BlvalMabarry.    Bt  J.  H  l„(r«- 

bam.     Prl«  nriy  nun. 
Frank  VareHtr'u  Ouoi 

Hanndi.    Br  II  V  •'  -<    - 
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Frank  r»r..i. 

t* 

n 

•r  «lBt«> 

AdTM 

una  ar 

J"!:-, 

»■«'■ 

,*" 

-v 

WldOK 

T'' 

f  turun.  Via. ;  Ai 


l-rii»  Fifty  H 


m«tnfl7«>u. 


I    ■hnollBft 


X.&: 


M^A'iji 


ft  aB0IH?Bl8'PmT|TMTinW>  u 


OU9TATK   AIMARD^  UTORKS. 


Vlte  Prairie  Floorer*  ObotoI^ 
ttcuvo,  pap«r  eoTer.  price  00  eeaU,  or 
boand  la  eloih  for  76  ooaU. 

Vbie  iBdIaa  B«oat«  OnoTolamo, 
oetATO,  paper  eoTer.  priee  Aftj  eoato, 
or  boaad  la  eloth  for  75  eta. 

Vbio  Trmll  H«ster*  Ono  Tolaao, 
ortaTo,  papor  eoTor,  price  flftj  eoaU, 
or  boaad  ia  eloth  for  7ft  eU. 


T^e  Pirates  of  Ui« 

Oao  Tol.,  paper  eorer,  prlee  AO  eeate 
or  boaad  ia  elotb,  for  76  OMita. 

Tolame,  paper  eorer.    Imat  00  aaatik 

Tl&«  Tlf^ar  Slayer*    OaaTolaso^ 
oetaTo,  paper  eorer.    Prioe  80 

Tke  Cl«14  Seekers* 
ocCaTo,  paper  eoter.    Mm  40  < 


Ml  qf  AimuMrd'*  cihtr  hooka  ore  in  prut  ly  «#. 
GEORGB   BAVn*n  STORKS. 


CoaameliA    Br  Georfo  Saad. 

lated  firom  tbe  French,  by  Varette  Rob^ 
ineon.  Complete  aad  aaabridged.  Oae 
Tolama.    Price  Fiflj  oeate. 

Connteaa  of  Rmdolatadt*    The 

Sequel  to  "  Coanaelo."  TraB«lated  from 
theodfriaal  French.  Complete  aad  un- 
abridged edttloo.    Prieo  90  ceata. 


First  mmA  Twmm  !«#▼#•  9js«tkor 
or*«Coae«alo,'*«<IadlaMS"«ML  " 
trated.    PrIoafiO 


Tlie  OearsaAr*    MsaM 


aa*   B/asthmrof  **0i 
etc.    A  vary  btwItaiilBf  sei 
lag  work.     Twe  Tole.,  mmtsovw 
•1.00 ;  Off  la  •••  ToL,  ilolB,  MfLM. 


I<IBBIG»S   1¥0&KB   OV  OHSXISTBT. 


Letters  mi  Oheai* 


Familli 
latrjr, 
Obeiialstrjr  amd  Pkjrsles  ta  le- 

lation  to  Phyalology  aad  n^kolegy. 
Tl&e  Potato  Disease* 


Affrleultural  Cbiemlatry*     By 

Baroo  Junius  Liebitf.  Complete  and 
naabridfed.    Price  fln  cent*. 

Amlmal  Chcmletry.  Complete 
and  annbritlgeU.    Prioe  25  cent*. 

The  whole  of  the  eboTe  Fire  workw  of  Profeaeor  Lt^blK  are  also  p«ldlehed 
f  lete  ia  one  Ur^e  ocuto  Tolume,  boond.    Price  tsLOiX    The  three  last  worka  sie 
only  published  in  the  bound  Tolame. 

HUUO&OVB  XI^IiVSTRATKD  "WORKS* 

HiKh   lilfe  In   New  York.    By 

Joasthsa  Slick.  B«*autifully  Illnstra- 
tcd.  Two  ▼«>I».,  p*p¥«rc«Ter.  One  Dol- 
lar ;  or  houod  in  one  toI.,  cloth,  fl.fiO. 

Bam   Slick,  the  Clookmaker* 

By  Ju(ii<*'  HAliburtoa.  lUuntnit^. 
OiiA  Totum#,  doth,  fl-.V);  or  In  two 
volairn'H,  ps|i«r  c«.»?«*r,  for  #1.00. 

JBLaJor  Jones*  Courtehip  and 
Travele.  Besulirully  lllastrated. 
One  ToL,  cloth.    Price  ll.OO. 

Major  Jonee'  Seenaa  In  Oeor* 
||(la.  Full  of  b<»aiitiful  illustrations. 
One  vol.,  cluth.     Price  tl./V). 

SIntou  Sunii^it'  Adventnrea 
and  Travels.  IllUftratvd.  One 
▼clu:u'',  cluth.    Price  #1  M. 

Hajor  Thorpe*e  Scenea  In  Ar- 

kanNawt  ruutniuiui;  tht*  whol**  tif 
ihv  "Quarter  llAce  in  Kfn;uclcy,'* 
an<l  "  KoW  llirnuiT,  thn  Arkan.'«s 
l)4>.tr  I(iiii(*>r,"  ti»  whicb  in  ailil*Ml  thn 
••  l>r»inA  iu  I*..kfrTjll*»."  Wiih  Six- 
•;e*n  inii»«tr»l!on*  fn-m  Denljfe*  by  l>»r. 
ey.  Coui{>Iete  in  one  vol.,  cloth-   ^l.M. 


Rnmora  of  FaloomtMrldipe* 

▼ols.,  paper  eoTer.  Price  Oae  IMlar* 
or  ia  one  toI.,  cloth,  lor  $1.40. 

PInejr  Woods  Ta-rermi  oiy 
Aani  Bllek  In  Texas.  Cloih, 
•1.50 ;  or  8  Tola,  paper  cover,  $1.00. 

Yankee  Stories.  By  Jadf^  Hall* 
burton.  Two  Tols.,  paper  cover.  Price 
•l.CO;  or  bound  la  claih,  for  HUM). 

Tke  flvrantp  Doetor^a  Advem* 
tares    In   tke    Bomtk-VTest* 

Ci»otalBlBf(  the  whole  of  the  Loelstsas 
bwamp  iKtctor ;  Streaks  of  Sqnattei 
Life  :  aad  Far- Western  8eeLe«.  With 
II  Illustrations  from  designs  by  Dsr- 
ley.    Cloth.    Priee  •ISO. 

Tke  Blir  Bear's  Adwemtnra 
and  Travelai  containiun  all  *tt 
the  Adreutureii  and  TntTels  of  the 
••  Blij  B««r of  ArkauMaw.**  and  "Aray 
SiibJectK."  With  Btghteea  fllttslrations 
flrom  Original  Deeiirasby  Darley.  Oae 
Tok, boaad.  Price tl.AO. 

Prank  Forenter*a  BportlmK 
Hcenea  aad  Ckaraeters*  Msa- 

tiated.    Two  vi>U  .  cloth, $3.00. 


■H  M.PBTEB80H  ft  BEOTHIBB'  FUBUOATIOW 

TAt^A)*    )f>RBTATT>B   WURKa. 

mHitiliiniaH  KM^tU 


KI»K->  Own. 

Kswum  VnrMcr. 
irain  ■■•■  TUr»«  Cauaii> 
PhiuiiiMn  Bhl|i. 


■Tf,*.". 


Pcrclral   Kona.     n^rmM 

Paler  BiMpla.    MttuU 

K>B  Kin*.    M  ^ML 

Tbc  Naial  aOleer. 

enunoB  mppaud-s  viirr*. 

■f    (ha     Anarlaan     Ulavali*    nT    Itriui4]r«lBa,  1 


TNw  I.MIr  a'  AJtar«»a 


,    IMiw  Oh  P'lllu. 


■.  P»r"       l^w 


r.MIV  ar  AJtar«Mt  ar. 


Iiiuli,  1... 

■««aBtl    Ori^Tx      b;    Ituw,  ^r.    i        I'Vlirlll    -CTIr>.       t>}    Dmr, 

uBt  on) ,  bsvii'l  tti  cUiih,  n:r  tVDO;  or  \     wtfn! .  t-is*  Ik  ii>a^  Cw^nj 
la  i<a*  Hit .  pKiMT,  rnrTAMaii.  Is  tnt  lot..  |u|i.  >ni  "  iimi 

AAVRMTUnWK  Attn  TR  ITKLB. 
Wkal   1  lla«i   oMd  Whar*  I  ,  A«T*tilur«a  lia  Aft-laa.  Hil 
WoMI.      BWBi    Uia  f<n>M(   duir  '      r.'niHiTii.ninv.    T*i>l>iMi>i 
Joarunl  and  Lntun  ur  an  ailiuiitnj  '      in*i.     tv.>  t'|>.  i-»|«,M.a*, 

*rhc.  *™i  ■'■fj^  ■"  -™  Biaftirti.,  [  Oon  liiil 


'« 


— t.lO  aiiM  M- 

l-Jpi    *    A4**ntnrc»  of   Paul  i      T*U.THii-r  o-frt.     Prts- ll.at,  it  •• 
ParlwInUa.    PiIm.  Mr-nta,  aua  ralama,  diMl,  M  R.a*. 

niLITARY  WORKH. 
The  HoMleT'iaMtdr.  AC»ni 
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B^RUwv«,lk*A|Mh*OU«A  Mm 


Tit*  Rahal  BrM«<  AKwrtatfo— 
Balph  KnuiMBI  or,  A*  Oak 
Th*  Fir  Inc  Artlittrlt»,«r  IIm- 

BSA    AHD   PIHATICAI<    TALBI. 
Lift  ^m*  iL*rvmtmnt  af  JMk 

Adua.,  ih. 

KaU>«r.     PK 

l.tM  uMI  A4t4 


J.lfir  anil  A<l»»Bi«»»  af  T»i 

BawllBCIlMMr 


.    PLtly«»ta. 


T.<.r«l-pU.    r,l»lM««B 
Pvorjack.   PdMldaMM. 

•£A  TAi-Ei,  AT«a  cbS^b  bach. 

Th*  DaoMfd  SUpt  or.Wiwk  U  ,  Oallsat  1 


Tha 


,  niui 


r,  CnlH 


The  FlyOC  Y»»kaa.    Bj  Barrr 
Tha  Vaakaa  M1**7I  ".'""Two 


Tfce   KlTCr  Plralaa.     4  T»H  aT 
Uark  Bhadf  ■  ml  Cttf  l>tA- 


niCanaUChlaftalB. 


r.  Tk*  fmUt  tt  m 
■Itrrv  llrlmi«r,n*Ci«aatf U« 
Harry   Ttiii)>r>l  |  ar,  Tka  Vto*4a1 

Chai'lra  Ranaronli  ar.  Lata  aa 

R>4    WlHRi    «*,   CMa«   «r  Tm 

■Vila  Paeha  •/  UmMy  Talaa. 
Plraii  anil  Tkraa  CvKara. 
Tht  naniir-Warl-Haa. 
Itcl»l  aHrf  Ilia  Jto*ar> 
Jaooto  FkUIKi^ 
tlldibtpntan  BaaT' 
MawtBK  FMralar. 


Jub  jBBki  or.  Tba  Tu  »t  all 
narU.  tha  Plralai  vr,  A*  FrM- 
Valdti,  Iha  Plrktai  HltUbul 


IVraok  of  tka  CM4*b  I 
WII4  Oat*  BawM  Xw< 

na  aa*  nt  •Hatlag*.    M 
pil>4r .  M  la  cMk,  tUi  »  •• 


M  r.t.mxxBov  ic  moTBSMinrsaatxiaa. 


titn  bT  Jock  shxpfHird.  ih>  ui 

Ll**!  »BIill«r.  ™»lH>r.  Mid  lull  hrrtAH 


uRTn'B  BKkT  n'uiti£«. 


L     Two  Ml.,     IM-r-nn 


lly»>rlr(    »r    Ih 
Wlndiar    Cutle. 


Lift-    »t    Uaorr-     Tlwaw*,  •• 

I>lcln>UI     I.ini     >n«    A««n. 
lai*sarDi*hTar|iln,»<*<* 

I.lft  cr   Xtaoa    Da    ■.•BhIim 

PKiuHkI    Lira     aad     A<I*h- 

ar»*  CTHallar—Hvr  UteuJ 

A  dean (■!-■•.    lltMMIiHb 
LIh  >r   Arthar  Sprln«.    rtiia 


HARHT   COCttVO^-*    WORKS. 
VatvaUa*  Voa.  Ilia  Vcalrllo-     Tlia    SUIwa.    B7   lUnr  <ip>tH« 


tisih,  full.H' 


BY    VABIOV*    BOOD    At'TIIOKS. 

■omahBdy**  Ldkbub*.    RfCliH-      Webs 

DlBll.II..     I-nt.  »  MOl.. 


Tha  Two  PrItuB  Donna*.    II7 

llwrai.  AmflO>lo.  H-lfc    ITlM  »\  HOU. 
The  llKBHlnd  It«nae.    n]-<:i>u 

DkckiuL     Plica  3»ccD  It. 
Tka    nerormiKl.    M;  9lr<.  Htnh 

Tta*    Iron   Cirat*.      St   SiIiuih 

Cobb.  Jr.     PrluXtnuu. 
Tba     Nsblauui-*     DauRhtar. 

I'H«  ai  nsu. 
Babart  OBlilndi  |  nr.  TtiA  <Viteul 

Onbu.     BjrLrt,h  RI(riii.,.ni;™o( 

-ll«blwrirflb.ftliliii"    PrlosMau. 


If.  nc  Mr.  Fb. 

8l<«>cL  la  lU  »•. 


raibar  Tmb   and    tr 

Pilu  U  niu 
Rta*  Ibsla  Bl  Iba  Or< 


RBV.    CHARLES    1 


Vbaakratnai*    and 


,D8WORTtl'9  vEnnoxs. 

■•nIHIfl*  InRrllslsa.    i-tt..tf. 

(Tl.lflB    e.rau.      *7     Oar.   CbwlM 

TiMDkaKlTlac. 


T^B^PBXEUOV  A  BEOXUBI*: 


*M  *  ►    ♦.  • 


;«ra 


WORKS   BT 

I««d]r  Maad,  tUc  l¥onder 
KlBgflWOod  Clia»e.    Bf  PIotm 

El^aa.    Prieo  75  eenU  In 
to«r  •dllioB,  boaad,  i»rfl.A«. 

Hysterics    oT  Tlir««    Cities  i 

BoMtoa.  N«w  Tork,  and  PhUad«lplila. 
i»yA.Xu.  Dvf&oiM.    PrtoftM 

Red  ladlans  af 
land.  A  bfaatifidlr  Illostratad  Id- 
dlMi  Storr-  B7  Mihor  of  *^Pmlrit 
Bird."    PriMAOoeaUL 

W^lilichall  I  or,  Hm  Time*  ot  OUttr 
CromwelL    llloalnUed.  PrietWeMU. 

The  Greatest  Plag«e  ot  Ijifb  1 

«r,  The  AdTwelarae  of  •  Lsdj  la  Otafdl 
of  a  Good  Borraat.  By  oae  who  kas 
boon  "  worried  to  death.*'   M  ( 


XVii 

of    Salatkiel*    Bj  Bot.  Oeoifo  Crolj. 
00  enta  ta  fapor,  er  Is  dath,  99  «Miw 

0«a«tttt««    Bt  Om  Mtlidr  of 
MliMriMas.'*   OtooorckabwlkMka 


OorlBMa  I  or,  Italjr.  By  Madatae 
De  Steal.  Tbo  po«4leal  yiito gei  by 
L.  E.  L.  Oaly  aaabridirMi  edlllea. 
50  c«Dts  la  paper,  or  75  eenu  ia  ololh. 

Moredaai.  A  Tale  of  ISIO.  By  Mr 
Walt«*r  8c>ott.  Bart,  aulboc  ef  **lvaa- 
hop, "  He.     HrlM  30  e«nt«. 

Fllrtatloaia    la    Amerleai    or, 

nich  Lifn  la  Vpw  York.    Complete  la 
one  ▼ulamA.    Prim  50  cents. 

Life  In  the  ^onth.  Witb  niiuCra- 
tl>>n*  by  D;irl*»y.     Prico  flO  cent*. 

l«]orentr*i«  HIetory  of  the  In* 
qnlMltlon  In  Npaln.  rompleto 
in  uDA  Toluue.     PricA  W  rtot*. 

Ornevra.    By  Mt«^  Patrfleld.    50et9. 

Arlatorracyi  ur,  Llfo"  among  the 
rpfH'rToa.  By  Jouph  A.  2iaawi,  EMt|. 
l*ric*»  .V  contn. 

Tout  Racquet  I  and  Hl«  Three 
Maidt^u  Auuu.  Fnll  of  illaatratlve 
•oifravinir*.     Price  dO  eenta. 

The  Tvro  Loirerai  or  a  8!ftter*« 
Dorotloo.  A  DonoKtlo  Story.  By 
AulUur  o(  Twin  dl«l«r«.     Prios  M  cis. 

Thaekeray*a  Irlah  Sketeh 
Book.  By  W.  M.  Tbarkorty,  author 
of  "  Vanity  Fair."    Price  50  eenU. 


Tha  Wmrtmrnm  Ummtmr, 

AaaaOoimMewatt  Firtot  ftltj  awta. 

V«4  MmMmrmrmi  er;  Mm  Hail  ITa- 
Ibrtaaata  Mas  ta  Ua  WerML  BfThm^ 
edovt  HUMk.    Priea  M ' 

OlMbrd  mmM.  thm 

the  ReffBiar  Farorlte.    By  MaffMot 
Blaaat    Maflfty 

The  Jeamlt««  Damyhtav^  Br  ltd 

BaaCUaa.    Pries  ao< 


Ryam*a    JfxatarlM    cT 
rla^e*  Tou  of  ntisCiBtlflH. 

Tha  Oryham  SUUn.   Bf  ,«ft 
Kanh,  aothor  el  *'&  BiJCwMj? 


tfoaalMUd*    If  V 


PileaMesats. 

Raaalah  Cai 

MtohaloC.    Plries  «0  osaCa. 

Ahbay  of  twmlamojrla*  ByOmsa 
Keaasdy,  anlhor  of  **  IMMrC 


ta 


Pather  Clemaat.    By 

"Pnuallen.**    Price  AOesaft 
or  n  eoBU  in  eloth. 

IVIlAred  MomtroMort  «m«^— - 

cret  Order  of  the  Sevea.  A  Ruiiiaaee 
of  LifSs  in  the  New  Tork  MeCropoUa. 
lUnalrated  with  87  lIlnstratlTe  bffm> 
Tings.    Two  Tola.,  papsr  eoTsr.   $1,001 

The   Cabia   Mad  Parlor*     Bf 

J.  Thornton  Kaadolph.  M  asals  la 
paper ;  or  la  eloth  for  $1.00. 

Heary    Clay's    Portjrolt.     By 

«a«rle.  Siss  23  by  SO  laehea.  Pirtea 
$1 .00  a  copy.    OrigtaaHy  s^  at  $100. 

The   MUer's    Heir.      By   P.  H. 

M yen.  Prise  50  esnis  la  paper  esfsr ; 
or  75  osats  la  sloth,  gUL 

Vlatlnsa  of  AmmMaaoat**    9f 

Martha  Clark.    BoUaUe  Ibr  •aalay. 
vaL^alaik   Masala 


Ssheala.    One 


CIIRISTT    *   mrOOD'S    SOffO    BQOK«« 

No  maKic  in  mo  ifenenUly  est^ned,  or  aoags  so  frsqnsatly  aaag  aad  II 


i> 


with  w  much  dollk'tit.  aa  ia  the  maale  and  the  songs  of  the  Rhloplaa  Mlastrata. 
TlM'.r  hftv.»  coinm^nrM  a  d»*w  #p.jrh  in  Bfu^ic,  sod  the  beat  works  relatlnf  to  thea 
ari>  ih<»u>  tueutioiu'd  b*'l<>w.     Each  Book  cuntaioa  n^ar  H«veaty  Songs. 


's  NeMr  flonig 

lVl<r«  12  cent*. 

Bong 


Chrlaty  A  IVood' 

Book.     Illu'.Uii.icil. 

Tlic     .Mrlodeon 

Price  12  cvot*. 

The      Plantatloi 

I^rice  1 2  (HMiU. 

The    Rihloplan    Soii|^    Book. 

Pncv*  licvatk. 


The  Berenadere'  Boai|^  Book* 

Prioericanta. 

Bodaworth*B  Boava*   Itesaia 

Christy    and    HTklte'e    Con* 
plete    BtkfoplAa    H«l«lHOt 

roataining  91  aoafs,  aad  ksaatfAtfly 
bonnd    la   oae 
Price  $1.00. . 


oags,  aad  WaaMAtfly 
▼aluM,  el«d^  fllii 
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HioiinrAYUic:!.    mi 

Llf*  of  Joli*    A.  Munxt,   lb*     1 


rr  TUxBiBn. 
Llfr  ■nil  ArfTBo 


I  ortki  Vm 


re  and  AdvtiKnr**  Bf  Jack 


■III 


trTbrcf  FlnB*»ilJ>Bk> 


Blii»ii.ftirliiC»«      ^ack*! 
KlBlii   tur  I.»ft. 

liUc  ar  ■i'TUili  SinHli,  Ik>  Clu 

Otrk 

hit*  Af  JKck  flrninck*w,a. 

Life    at   Jn*     I 

^^.ti>J  toricii. 
Lin>  at  BUI  Vanlvr,  « 

LUc    nr    BUI    B«rk,  Ita    II>mI 


T.B.: 


ABROIHEBS* 


<;)i »} 
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D18RAKI«I*fl   VOPlTIiAR  HOTSI.S. 


V«TlamGre3r.  ComplaU  In  o&»  larg* 
olame,  octavo.    Price  Vitlj  cenbi. 

1  metlai  or,  Lord  Byron  and  bU 
daughter.  Complete  la  on*  largt  vol- 
ime.    Priee  Fifty  centa. 

9  li«  Young  DiUi««    Ilftj  Mott. 

I^ABTGUAOKS  l¥ITHOI7T   J 
Pria  IVm/y-fVw  GlMift 


Henrietta  T«mnl«*  A  Lots  SlBcy. 
Compleu  In  one  v<n.    Price  W  etnto. 

HfrUoi  AlroF*    AlMMMMacrttM 
ISUi  Cenniry.    FHmM  ctnta. 

Contartmi  Fluaias.  PMm  lUly 
eonu. 


1  rcBcIt  witbovt  a  BlMit«r*   In 

Six  Eaiiy  Leeaona. 

iMBlalt   without   a    M*At«r. 

in  Foar  BaJiy  Leeaont. 
4i^«rmaa  <witlioat   a    JIastar* 

In  Six  £a«7  Leaeona. 


t  m  Kasiavb 


Itallam  wltk< 

fiTC  Inajr 

I<atlA  wlthaat  a 

ttxlHjLHMM. 

TlM  wholo  H-Om  im 
bonnd  in  on*  toL,  dotk,  $m  tLM. 


la 
la 


WORKS  BT  CKI.KBRATBD  AVVHORS. 

iVfM  3\onii]f- JVw  OntU  taek. 


1  •male   I«U)b   la   K«w   Yark. 

lUaatrated. 
Masteries  of  Bedlam  |  or,  Annala 

of  the  London  Mad  Hooae. 
The  MyaterUn  of  a  CoB^ent. 
1  toe  Monk.    B/  Matthew  O.  Lewia 

A  merlean  Joo  MlUer.    With  100 

UluHtnitions. 

The  Myaterloufl  Marriage* 

Jack  no%«-ntiif(*a  l«etterfl.    By 

Major  Jack  Ihiwuinir. 

I  rrlia  of  Eni^^llah  Prlsonera. 

By  (!harl**<  l>iek«*nit. 

The    T  ^v  o    Apprcntiees*     By 
Koae    Warrington.     By  A.  J.  U. 

Thr  Brant ifiil  Freneh  Girl. 

Klla    Ntratfordt    or,    the    Or« 

Bhan  Child.    By  the  Counteaa  of 
l«^«iu7toa. 

GhoNt  H  tor  lea.    A  WundernU  Book. 
lllnttratM. 

Ma«llaou*8  Kxpoaltlon  of  Odd 
Frllo^rahlp.  Full  <»f  llinttratlona. 

Ahrflnrgo,    the    Monejr    Len* 
firr.     By  Mfm.  U'>n». 

Glldflon*M  Anelent   Bf(]rptf  h^r 
MwiiiiiiMutH,  II.eruKlyi'lile*,  Uelica,  Ac. 

JoM(  phliif.     Hy  Rtithi^r  of   **  Home 
lulJiuMic*.  ■' 

Rrll    Brandon,   and  the  Withered 
Ft  IT  Trv^.     A  ilikK*  phM  novel. 

Vhr  Rntlnrant  Kqnire.    By  the 

.luth'T  oi  •■B**ll  Hnin<li>n." 

Fhlllp  In  Search  of  a  l¥ire. 
•ybllGrcy.  A  Romance  of  the  Opera. 


Tho  Olarr  ^  •  Fliy«lala«» 
Anes  CIrajr.    B/  mUmt  of  *•  Jiat 

ChrUtmas  Cartds*   By  Ulekya 

•t  or  LUb  la 


Eaatern  Sutee. 
Rodr  tka  RoTor.  A  TU«  oflnlMid. 

The  Admiral*^  Daaghtar.   By 

•Mrs.  Marah. 

The  Conrtler.  By  Sir  S.  L.  Bnlver. 
Southern  Chlvalrjr* 
Ilonao  to  I«et*  By  Chnrlee  DfAcaa 
Hard  TImea.    By  Charica  Dtckena. 

Seven    Poor  TraTellars*     By 

(.'harle*!  Dickena. 

The  VBoommeraial   TraTol* 
ler.  ■  By  Chartea  OiclMM. 

Captalu  JorgaMfe    By  Bidcena 

Dickena*  Tales  aud  Starles. 

Rlpton  Rnmaey.    By  BIckeaa.. 

The  Child's  Story.    By  Blihsoa. 

Hnnted  Dowa*    By  Btokaaa 

Oar  Parlak*    By  Charles  Biehtsa. 

Battle  ofl^lfo.  By  Ctarlss  Btahena 

A  Christmas  Gkaat  Stary*    By 

Dickrna. 

Ont  of  Towa.   By  Charles  Blshssa. 

The  Detective  Poiloe. By  Ctuirlss 

DickeoM. 

The  Gnest.    By  Ckarlea  BMtsoa. 

The  Boarding  Hoase*  By  Chariss 

Dlck^BB. 

Maretan  Hall,  or  ihs  Wf^m  sT  a 

Hanntcd  Hoaae. 

Unels  Tom  la  Raglaadi 


20  T.  B.  PETEESON  &  BEOTHEBS*  PUBUCAXIOn. 


IVORK-TARLi:,  KSlBUOIDEUYv  etc. 

The   LntlU'M*  Compliir   CJulclr  \  The    Li  a  d  y  *  •     IVork  TaMm 
to  Nertlli'work  6i,  Kiubioifl-  ;      Book.     Kull   of   illuAimire  pbut 

tsry,    Tii>-  luf-i  vv  x's.  uu  tU:«  »iti.ii'oi        uud  j>uit<Tn<s.   Buund  in  eriBikoa elrOih, 
ever  publitbc'd.     Cl><l(t.     Prico  9l.<''0.     \      gilt.     Price  $1.00. 


USEFL'Ii  BOOKS    FOR    EVERYBODT. 


IjfirdnerN  One  TUouMand  and 
Ten  Thlu^M  Wort  Ik  ICnciw- 
In^t  l<»  which  i"-  .t<liltM  Kinj-lnvtuoiit 
to  All  ;  <>r  ii  Iliiiidn-il  Wjiy-  to  make 
and  kr-»-p  M.'my.     Pncn  -."•  <••  iit>. 

Oenlleiiien'M  Science  of  Rtl- 
que1t<-;  Jia.i  (Juid*-  t.»  Socioty.  Hy 
Count  DOrsiy.  With  h:.-,  J'.'^rirrui. 
Pr;c»<  20  c<•ut^. 

Ijndleh'  Science  nt  Etiquette  ; 

flnd  I'oiiiplrto  Hii'j'l  lli:ik  <"»f  th<»Ti'ih»t. 
By  i.'«)uriCt">»«  I)«  ("jiliibrflLi.     2."i  ct-ntH. 

The  Complete  I<.ltclien  and 
Fmit  Cxiir<lener.  A  \v«rk  th:it 
all  th;ti  li.tvf-  11  >:ard«:u  i>hould  uwu. 
Prirt'  i'l  oouis. 


The  Complete  FlorUti  cr* 
Fln^ver    Gardeikcr.     The  li««t 

\v>)rk  on  the  subject  erer  pabUthed. 

Kno^vlHon^a  Complete  Far- 
rier,'r  IlorMe  Donor.  AiltUl 
iiwii  u  h«>rs«*  Hhould  posMws  Uut  book. 
Pr;c»»  'St  CfiJi-. 

KnoM-lHon*«  Complete  Cattle 
or  Co«v  l>octor.  WiiiieTfro<«:i« 
a  cow  hhould  huve  thU  book.    Pnc* 

'J.J  ctni!«. 

Arthur**  Receipts  for  P-«t* 
tlnflf  up  FruUa  and  Ve^r- 
table*  iu  Suu&mer  tc  S£a^|  . 

Pricu  12couta. 


NKAV  YORK.  MERCURY  STORIES. 

Eiioh  b.iok  o.'Ut.uiis  illustrative  Ent^mviUi^'H  by  Darlef. 
/ViVt'  'I't  C-'iits  inch. 


IlUlinre   lleitderh»n, 
i>4aul  Sahherdny, 
Sea  Waif. 
AVhIle  AVl/.nrd, 

.ll  a  n -o'- \V  a»  r- 31  n  n'u 
<>'rii(li:e.   I 

Stella  Delorinef 

LnoiiH   |*rescolt, 
Our  31  «•.•**•. 
Tliayeiidnnef^af 
Klfrlda. 
Pat  hn  way, 
KiiKlKli    Tom, 

ill  aid  of  tile  Handle, 
Manla«**p(  Secret, 
Kitty  .\(licrlon, 
Huckfje  U angers, 
MIIro.«ie. 
L<a  31aHt|ne, 
Blanche, 
Silver  Star.     Pi  in-  ."»<>  ccnta. 
Krmlnle.     Priio  .';<J  ctinti. 


!  SMordniaker  of  Banteet 
I      ShelUlinnter, 

C.olden  Feather, 
l>e  a  t  h  M  y  A t  e ry. 
The   O^vlet, 
Rift  and  Spray* 
I  Scotto,  the  Sco««^ 

Nl)|;htf>hade, 
I      C'oni«plratf»ra. 
(athollna. 
Whit  el  aw, 
I  Alelpomene   Berfy 

I  Morffau, 

i  The  Patri«>t  Crulacr, 


Mountain  Max, 
Klla  Adam«, 
A  DanfceroiiH  Wotnmikf 
The  Kattlcenake/ 
Groaebeak  MAiiskOB, 
Cepherlne.  ' 

Sybil  Campbell.    Pricu MeeotiL 
%'letorla.    Price  fiO  eenta. 


T.B.TtJ!SB301S  &VBLOTBXUff^i^  tl 


IVORKS  BT  TRK  BBBT  ArTRORft* 


The  tjB'ws  and  Practice  oftlia 
Ommte  of  ElMcUrc.  By  aProfbMor. 
ThU  \m  the  only  rccofimlx ed  book  on  th« 
•nbject  |)ublihhtt(l  hi  the  world.  Coin- 
plote  la  oae  rul.,  cloth,  price  75  cent*. 

Wild  Sonthrrn  Scenes.    Byaa* 

ibor  of  •♦  wn«l  WMt4»rD  8c«iw»."  Two 
TolauiM,  papt?r  corer.  Price  $1.00 ;  or 
1ft  on**  voiaue,  cloch,  for  91.60. 

The  Phyfllcal  HUtor^  of  the 
Creation  of  the  Barth  and 
Its  Inhabitants.  A  Comosslon 
to  Lyeli'*  Anttasity  of  Men.  Br  BU 
Bo  wen,  Bm}  ,  Profiw«or  of  Geology. 
C4iniplete  In  on*  large  dsodeelao  ToU 
umo.     Prlcfl  fl.fiO. 

The  <inaher  Boldleri  or»  Tho 
British  In  Philadelphia.   By 

<;ol.  J.  Uiehter  Jonen.  One  toI.,  mK"* 
coTtT.     Pricr  $1.00 ;  or  in  clotb,  $1.00. 

Onrrer  I«jrle|  or*  The  Arnto* 
blographjr  of  an  Actress*  By 

I«oiiIm  Ko«Ml«r.  Two  Tolamen,  psp^r 
p^ver.     Price  $1.00 ;  or  In  cloth,  fl.AO. 

Th^  Roman  Traitor.  ByH.  W. 
ili>rlM>rt.    Two  Yolam<ts,  paper.    Priea 

$1  •»■» ;  ur  lu  cloth,  for  $1.30. 

lilfe  and  Beantlea  of  FannT" 
Frrii.  Two  voIuuh'i*.  jjeper.  Price 
$1  >'}  ;  or  In  cl«Jtb.  fyr  $l.i"K). 


Bloatelt1i*s  JPremokt  ^ 

0pamlsh«  I««Um  aad  Itnllam 
I«anff«ai^s  Tirlt1i*«t  a  M0S« 
tor.    Oae  Yolane,  elotl^  priss  tl.ML 

I«lebl|r*s  Complete  HVrUmmm 
Chemlstrjr.  One  toI.,  doth.  $1,001 

Seeesslott)  CoereloA  a»d  Civil 
War«  A  Prophecy  of  the  SosttMim 
XsVslUoB.    Ods  tef.,  elolht  tl.ML 

l^ola  Momtes'  I«oai«ros  •»« 
Itlfb.  Two  Tela,  Bspsrsovw.  Mss 
$1.00;  or  Is  see  toL,  sloth,  fLMl 

Tho  Work*  mt  C#p4>i»  BImt* 

rymtU  Complsts  Is  oas  f$y«liwi»Ta 
▼oliuM,be«ui4.    Firlss$S.$QL 

Dickons'    BlM    .    . 

CharUa  IHsfcsas.  OmioIi 
Pries  $1J». 

HooMi^  ttmam  tho 

Dicksaa    Oae  vnlst^ 

$i.a». 

Itlwoc  of  Jaok' 
amr  Fftwkos.    lUi 

Tolame,  eloth,  $1.40. 

Tko  AfloraooA  oC  UMMMJled 
lilft.  A  Chamtsf  HoTst  OssTSi., 
eloth.    Price  $1.S5. 

Gen.  Scott's   95.00   P«rUrml$« 

Price  One  Dollar. 


EXCKL.LEKT    BHILLINO   BOOKC. 

Prirt  13  eenU  tacK,  or  Ttn  /kir  $1.00. 
By  Rot. 


Throne    of  Inlqnity. 

Allwri  KAruen, 

W  Oman.      By  Lucretla  Mott,  the 
Uaaki>r  Pruacher. 

Knehre.  —  Game    of    Enchre 
and  Its  IjaMra. 

Dr.  Btrff*B  Ana%rer  to  Blskop 
Hnf(lirs. 

Dr.    Brrff*s    I«ectmro    om    the 
Jeeulta. 

Life   of  Rev.  John   Nm  Blafllt. 

Odd-Frllowshtp  Kzposed.    II- 

luAtrated. 


Fdlof 


Kxposltlon  of  04 

Mormonlsnt 

EnfrraTisfa. 

Train  on  tko  Dofwmfhll  aC 
Bnclandt  and  Archbishop  Hofhss 
on  the  War  Is  America. 

Train  on  SlaTorjr  mmiA  BMaiie 
elpatlon. 

Henvir  "Ward  Bocckar  mi  ^nr 
and  KmanctpatloB* 

Rev.  MTna.  T.  Urmmtl9y*B 
Union  Beroion* 

The  Sleeplnf^  Scatlmcl* 


KTA9IP  DITTIBS   OF    THB   UHITBD   BTATSS. 

The  yt-vr  Htamp  Dntlea  of  March  3, 1R63«  Ib|nhiM  by  CesfvcM  la 

iviJ.  «ii<l  tliH  Hin*>u<liouuiM  of  M^rch  3.  I.sdA.  Only  OAeial  edUiaa  Ueaed.  Psh- 
iNf.'Ml  f.>r  th»  ('<uivi'ni«'iiri>  of  all  Stur«>k«^p<>ni  eT#rywher<>  lfercbaal«,  Baskera, 
Hr>k»r«.  Lawv'T-.  ConY.rnurHrH.  and  the  Pnhlic  ireoerally.  It  i«  esUrely  dAf- 
fi»r#n'  from  th«>  old  Stnmp  DntiM,  uml  thi*  card  ia  copyrifbted,  asd  ta  iheoaly 
r»rr>M-t  ami  utAclAl  ••diii<tii  piiblinhed  in  the  c«>nntry  to  meet  thewaotaof  tko 
c.immuniir  Pnco  T«'n  r#nt«  a  Cii|yr.  or  thr^  coplee  for  Twesty'flTS  sects; 
to  tweuty'flrt  copiHi  for  Two  I>ollant;  or  fifty  eofriee  for  Three  DollMBMi  WVkf 
"t^ot*  ;  ur  One  Unndrcd  Copiea  for  Hiz  Dollars. 


22  T.  B.  PCTBB90H  ft  BBOrHKEg' yPBLIOAmOW. 
wonKs  1^  ■>KUH)i  uv  TUB  BEti'i'  xvrnitn*- 

Tk*  !.«•(  VMtk  lal*.    U^Ma  ,  Tl-p  »' -..1    r 


T4ie  Rasuwkr  MatcU.    BrVn. 


H*b*I  Idivi..    __ 

K*fr»Hii>B.     Bj   Si.    0««r);«   Tmkm. 

I;';^Vi'™?'»J'in™''."!°i-Ii!:£!« 

kukborvr^jAhn  Ormjinu."  Two  toK, 

papst  tunr, tl .WK  nlB  ilAh.  W.aL 

TliB    F«l*«   I>»*er«.     Kjr  Ow»c*  ', 

teid.  iwil.<irBl"C<i»uI<i.'--C.ioii-  I 


iit.bb»k. 


""i' (w"iiV"'^'i 


Tb*    Orpkko**   Trlalai   dr.  ih* 

VlHi  or  iha  tt*.     In  ■ninMoinph]' 


Bolter; 
■rM*«M 


i..<i<>ih.r»i«iu 

'■■•v.       .'! 


Tvo  (»!•..  rapnr  (imr.    l*itn  tluO ;  . 'i  ' j 

arlBuniDlBai*,  eluA.  n.U.  I      ~>  ' 

Larrlmgr  kltUatond.  Br>ath«t         'i\  .:rj.nijr,.    -ir     d,  w.  i  t  »■« 

<I(     "riBBl!     )'U(IM(b."     Two    Till*..  anU.      TBkP    I.J..  U«Wl,ifc*l.^  Jl 
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«E*   UP  TOVB  dilJBS  FOM-iSMT 

anrw  and  bfubstdid  FBsiouMfli 

»z:ters6n)^s1£a.gazihiz: 

THE  BEST  AND  CHEAPEST  III  THE  WORLD  I 


I 


•  •♦• 


Thif  pap«I ar  Monthly  eontaln*  nior«  for  the  monej  thAu  mi j  HAfcmxino  In  fbe  world. 
IMM,  it  will  hiiTo  iiMirlj  louo  {m*:**,  26  todO  uteel  pl«t«a,  12  cokrvd  IMUt«M,  and  900 
Kl  engrmviniEii—ttiid  all  thU  fur  uuly  TWO  DOLLARS  A  YKAR,  or  ft  doll«rlfl«  tiMHi 
jBrnadnv*  of  Itn  cIhm.  Eviry  lady  ought  to  tnko  ^  Petoraon."  In  1h«  nncral  adTaaoa 
prPsm^lt  i»  thA  ON'LT  MAGAZINE  TUAT  UAB  NOT  KAISSD IT8  PUCES, XDHBB 
8INULE  SrSSCIlIOEKS  OR  TO  CLUBS;  and  la,  theraftira,  empUlkmU/, 

THE  MAGAZINE  FOB  THE  TIICBS I 

Thft  atoriaa  in  *'  Pvtenion  '*  arn  eoureded  to  ba  IA<  ltd  jwMfifcid  mtfwktn,  Vn.  Abb 
tt«pb«Mus  ElU  Rodnmu,  Mm.  DiMiitMHi,  l-Vaok  Lra  Banodict,  the  aathor  of  "Soqr  L*1i 

a,**  T.  &  Arthur,  K.  L.  ChnuUl^r  Mtmltoo,  Uabriella  Laa»  Tlntate  F.  TtnniMnd. 
•  On>y.  i'lar:i  AnjntNtA,  and  th<>  auth'ir  of  **The  Seoiiod  lili,**  tiwjiln  All  fkm 
tt  |»i>pulHr  fi«ninln  writum  i>f  Animra  nri*  regular  contrlbiitmra.  In  ftddittcNI  to  lk» 
a1  nnmber  of  ahtM-tor  «tciri«t<,  tli«r«  will  be  glfan  la  IM^  P^W  OHflltauJ 
IRywrlybitAA  Noweletay  vix: 

3  XAIB  OF  HOVO&-a  Story  of  QnMa  BeM* 

By  ANN  ».  STEPHEN J<. 

THE  LOST  ESTATE--*  tt«ry  of  To-lkj, 

By  the  author  of  *«Th«  Seooad  life." 

XATTD'S  SUXMBB  AT  tABATMA. 
By  yRANK  LEB  BENEDICT. 

,     VAnrT'S  YUBTATIOV. 

By  BLLA  BODXAir. 

tta  ninftrationa  a1«o,  **Pet«rwin'*  i*  nnrfraled.    Tba  pnbliahar  challanffiw  a  eompaii- 
b<^tw*H.n  it4  SUr'ERB  MtZZOTiNTS  AND  OTHkR  STfcEL  ENOKAVINQ9  and 
•a  in  othur  Ma^azioMi,  ami  on«  at  loaMt  la  given  in  aTery  nambar. 

GLOBED  FASHION  PLATES  IN  AOVANCEt 

It  is  tho  ONLY  MAGAZINE  whose  Fashion  PUtM  eao  B»  rtltod  ea. 

Enrli  nuMilM'rntntaiiiHa  Fiwhion  Pl:it<«,  cnipraToilonfteel,androIored-~froin  FiaafaloM 
er  thitit  ^iiv  oih'f  Mapi/.iiio  Ktviyt;  kI!««j,  a  doxcu  or  more  N»w  Styh*«,  engrared  on 
nmI;  al^-s  A  I*.iU>rn.  fi<<iii  wtiirtt  a  DroM,  Mantilla,  or  Cliil>l'KCo«tamvcaa  be  rot,  with* 
.  the  Hiii  uf  u  iiiuutii.i-iii.ik IT — m>  that  otuh  nuiubt>r, iu thi<4  wav,  will  SAVE  A  Yl:Afl*S 
BSCRIP  TION.  The  Parim  l^>it<lun,  PhilaUelphia  and  New  V<irk  Faahlooa  an  date 
I,  at  Icuifth.  eiich  month.    l*uticrni»  uf  Cajia,  Bonneta,  Ilaad  DnaaiM,  Ac,  giTeo.    Ita 

EOlOasa  PATTERNS  IN  SMBBOiDSaT,  CaOCHBT,  iC. 

Tlio  WurkTHlilo  Doi«rtniHnt  of  thl*  Magazine  IS  WHOLLY  UNRIVALEO. 
nlMT  r«iritMiiii<  a  d<>x«>M  or  uit>rit  patterns  in  every  Tiuiety  of  Faocgr-work ;  OrDebat, 
tbr«)Mcr> .  Knittintc.  llt-ul-wurk,  KiiclUwurk,  Hair-work,  Ac,  Ac,  Ac  Brary  —^tith,  a 
PER8COLORLO  PATTERN  FOR  SLIPPER. PURSE  or  CHAM  SSATfAo^  la gtViB 
ach  of  which,  at  a  rrtail  wtore,  Wi>u1d  «oat  fifty  Centa. 

«<OUR  HKW  COOK-BOOK.>* 


The  OHfdnnI  Hr^nfii'h'-M  Receipt*  of  " Peterson **  are  quite  Stmooa.  For  1804 
WK-llooK  '  will  I...  r.mtimKil :  EVERY  ONE  OF  THESE  REOEJPTt  H^  BttN 
STEO.  Thii  Miiino  will  bo  worth  tho  price  uf  ''Peterson.**  Other  Raaaljlifcr  tba 
lette,  8lrk-rot>ni,  kc,  Ac,  will  he  fdvon. 

NEW  AND  FASHIONABLE  MUSIC  in  erery  nnmbar.    Aleo^  Blnta  od  Hatt^caltve, 
ieatriaoi«m,  and  all  uiuttiTH  Intereittint^  to  Lodiea. 

TERMS:— ALWAYS  IN  ADVANCE. 


'Cpr  f»r  Oil*.  Te«r, $100 

iM>  ('■•I'lf"  t'»r  (>iie  year,  -    -    -    -      6,00 


Five  CopleR  for  One  year,  .  .  •  •  iTilO 
Eiffbt  Copiea  tit  One  year.  •  .  .  •  10.00 
PREMIUMS  FOR  OETTINO  UP  CLUBS!— Tbrea,  Fire,  or  BlKk*  ropln,  Make 
tub.  To  ewry  per«un  gvtting  up  a  club  aa  extra  copy  uf  the  Magaalaefor  IMA  will 
^Ten. 

Address,  post-paid,       CHABLBS  J.  PETEBSOIT, 

No.  806  Chaatnut  St.,  PhllA, 

f^All  Prwtmaiitera  r<matltuted  Agenti;  bat  aay  pcaoBSay  ft*  vpadak 

la  aent  gratiiitoujily,  if  written  for. 


km. Is  of  I-Jooks.  snitahlc  for 

Hx'  Ani.y.  and   W-.v  :i|I   oiij.-r 
l'-h;:iM    il. .,:,,.  ,,[    'J'     (>     ;»j.;| 

Any  pcisoti  waiitinir  jviiy  1 

l>on!<  to  u  (lozi'U.  a  liuiulivil.  ' 

nf  hooks,  hnd  )\n*\or  send  on 

r:<T    B()()KSKL[JN'(J  A^ 

\V()UM).'  xvliirh  is  :it  T.  H 

ClicMniit  Stn'ct..  nnl:i.l..|p),.: 

try.  uio]  will  supply  tlioiii  am 

in   \\u'.  worlil.      We  puliiish 

Jlln^lialcd   Miliiaiy  (.:ovor>,  i 

of  wliicli  arc  the  l»est   fclliiii 

We  liave  jiKt  issue.l  :i  now  u 

we  will  solid  j:ratiiitoiislv  to 

KmcIoso  oue,  two.  five,  ten, 

dollars,  or  more,  to  us  in  a  k 

of  books  yon  wish,  and  thev  wi 

first  expre.^s  or  mail,  or  in  an 

assorted,  an<l  the  same  as  if  y 

oills.  Jcc.  ^n-utis.     All  we  a>k 

Address  ail  orders  for  anv 
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